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Tr  AG  I  -  Comedy. 


Vol.  IV- 
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s'i-eiss 


(f«*gaf 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 

M    E    N. 


CAfTilancs,  General  cfCcindy, 
Antiuous,  Son  to  CafTilanes,  and  his  Compedtor.    . 
Fernando,  a  Venetian  Captain^  Servant  to  Annophel, 
Philander,    Prince  of  Cyprus,   pajfwnately  in  Love  with 

Erota. 
Gonzalo,  an  ambitious  Politick  Lord  of  Venice, 
Gafpero,  Secretary  cf  State. 
Melitus,  a  Gentleman  of  C:indy. 
Arcanes,  a  noble  Soldier ^   Friend  to  Caflilancs. 
Decius,  Friend  to  Antinous. 


Poffeniier'  1  ^'"'"'"''- 


Paolo  Michael,  a  Venetian  /imbaffador. 

Mochingo,  an  ignorant  Servant  to  Erota* 

Gentlemen. 

Soldiers.  , 

Servants, 

WOMEN. 

Erota,    a   Princefs^    imperious^   and  of  an   overueaning 

Beauty. 
Annophel,  Daughter  to  Caffilanes. 
Hyparcha,  Attendant  on  the  Princefs  Erota. 


SCENE,      CANDY. 


THE 


THE 


Laws  o{  CANT^T. 


ACTl.       SCENE     I. 


'Enter  Gafpero,  mid  Melitus, 

M    E    L    I    T    U    S. 

I R,  you're  the  very  Friend  I  wilh'd  to  meet 

with, 
I  have  a  large  Difcourfe  invites  your  Ear 
To  be  an  Auditor. 
Gaf.  And  what  concerns  it  ?  [Lx)ves 

Mel.  The  fadly  thriving  Progrefs  of  the 
Between  my  Lord,  the  Prince,  and  th;it  great  Lady, 
Whofe  Infolence,  and  never-yet-match*d  Pride, 
Can  by  no  Charafter  be  well  expreft, 
But  in  her  only  Name,  the  proud  Erota. 

Gaf.  Alas,  Melitus^  I  fhould  guefs  the  beft 
Succefs  your  Prince  could  find  from  her,  to  be 
As  harfh  as  the  Event  doth  prove:  But  now 
*Tis  not  a  time  to  pity  paflionate  Griefs, 
When  a  whole  Kingdom  in  a  manner  lies 
Upon  its  Death-bed  bleeding, 
Mel.  Who  can  tell 


A  2 


Whether 


a'i'Siss 
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Whether  or  no  (i)  thefe  many  Plagues  at  once  . 
Hang  over  this  unhappy  Land  for  her  fake. 
That  is  a  Monfter  in  it  ? 
Gaf.  Here's  the  mifcry 
Of  having  a  Child  our  Prince  ;  elfe  I  prefumc 
The  bold  Venetians  had  not  dar*d  t'  attempt 
So  bloody  an  Invafion. 
Mel.  Yet  I  wonder 
"Why  (Mafter  Secretary)  flill  the  Senate 
So  almoft  fuperftitioufly  adores 
Gonzak^  the  Venetian  Lord,  confidering 

The  outrage  of  his  Countrymen 

Gaf,  The  Senate 
Is  wife,  and  therein  juft  ;  for  this  Gonzalo^ 
LTpon  a  Maflacre  perform'd  at  Sea 
By  th'  Admiral  of  Venice^  on  a  Merchant 
Of  Candy ^  when  the  Caufe  was  to  be  heard 
Before  the  Senate  there,  in  open  Court 
Profefled,  that  the  cruelty  the  Admiral 
Had  fhew'd,  dgferv'd  not  only  Fine,  but  Death  ; 
For  Candy  then  and  Venice  were  at  Peace  : 
Since  when  upon  a  motion  in  the  Senate, 

For  Conqueft  of  our  Land,  'tis  known  for  certain, 

That  only  this  Gonzalo  dar'd  t'  oppofe  it. 

His  Reafon  was,  becaufe  it  too  much  favour'd 

Of  lawlefs  and  unjuft  Ambition. 

The  Wars  were  fcarce  begun,  but  he,  in  fear 

Of  quarrels  'gainfl  his  Life,  fled  from  his  Country, 

And  hither  came,  where,  to  confirm  his  Truths 

I  know,  Melitus^  he  out  of  his  own  ftore. 

Hath  monied  Cajfilane  the  General. 

Mel.  What,  without  other  Pledge  than  CaJJilane^% 

Bare  Promife  of  Repayment  ? 
Gaf.  No,  it  may  be 

He  has  fome  (2)  petty  Lordfhip  to  retire  to  ; 

But  thus  he  hath  done  ;  now  'tis  fit,  Melitus^ 

{i)"— -thefe  Plagues  at  once"]  Many,  which  is  necefTary  to  the  Mca- 
fare  and  an  Improvement  of  the  Senfe,  is  reftorcd  from  the  firfl  Folio. 

(2)    ~ — pretty  Lord^ip ]    Correi>ed  by  us  all,  and  confirm'd 

by  the  old  Folio. 

The 
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The  Senate  fhould  be  thankful,  otherwife 
They  fhould  annihilate  one  of  thofe  Laws 
For  which  this  Kingdom  is  throughout  the  World 
(3)  Unfoilow'd  and  admirVi. 

Mel.  What  Laws  arc  thofe,  Sir? 
Let  me  fo  much  importune  you. 

Gaf.  You  (hall. 
And  they  be  worth  your  Knowledge  :  Briefly  thus : 
Whoe'er  he  be  that  can  detect  apparently 
Another  of  Ingratitude,  for  any 
Received  Benefit,  the  Plaintiff  may 
Require  th'  Offender's  Life  :  unlefs  he  pleafe 
Freely  and  willingly  to  grant  RemifTion. 

Mel.  ^"f  which  ftrift  Law,  the  Senate  is  in  danger. 
Should  they  neglect  Gonzalo? 

Gaf.  Right,  the  Law 
Permits  a  like  Equality  to  Aliens, 
As  to  a  home-bred  Patriot. 

Mel.  Pray,  Sir,  the  other  ? 

Gaf.  Know,  Melitus^ 
The  elder  Cretans  flourifh'd  many  Years, 
In  War,  in  Peace  unparallel'd,  and  they 
(To  fpur  heroick  Spirits  on  to  Virtue) 
Ena6ted  that  what  Man  foe'er  he  were, 
Did  noblefl  in  the  Field  againft  his  Enemy, 
So  by  the  general  Voice  approv'd,  and  known. 
Might,  at  his  home-return,  make  his  demaad 
For  SatisfacStion,  and  Reward. 

Mel.  They  are 
Both  famous  Lavys  indeed. 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 

Meff.  Matter  Secretary, 
The  Senate  is  about  to  fit,  and  crave 
Your  Prefence. 

Gaf  What,  fo  fuddcnly  ? 

(3)  Unfoilow'd  and  admir''d.'\  Mr.  Theobald  chufes  to  read  «»-' 
felkvjdy  which  is  certainly  an  Improvement,  iho'  not  a  neceffary 
one.  • 

A  5  MtJ. 
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Mejf.  Thefe  Letters 
Will  Ihew  the  caufes  why. 

Gaf.  Heav'n,  thou  art  great. 
And  worthy  to  be  thank*d ! 

Mel.  Your  Countenance,  Sir, 
Doth  promifc  fome  good  Tidings. 

Gaj:  O  the  bed 
And  happieft  for  this  Land  that  e'er  was  told ! 
All  the  Venetian  Forces  are  defeated, 

Mel,  How,  Sir? 

Gaf.  And  what  doth  add  fome  delight  more,  there  is 
Amongft  the  Soldiers  a  Contention 
"Who  fliall  be  the  Triumpher,  and  it  ftands 
Doubtful  between  a  Father  and  his  Son, 
Old  Coffilaney  and  young  Antinous. 

Mel.  Why  may  not  both  demand  it? 

Gaf.  The  Law  denies  it, 
But  where  the  Soldiers  do  not  all  confenr. 
The  Parties  in  Contention  are  refer'd 
To  plead  before  the  Senate  ;  and  from  them 
Upon  an  open  Audience  to  be  judg*d 
The  Chief,  and  then  to  make  Demands. 

Mel.  You  ravirti  me  with  Wonder  and  Delight. 

Gaf.  Come  i  as  we  walk,  I  ihall  more  fully  inform  you. 

[JExeunt, 

SCENE  IL 

Enter  Caflilanes,  Arcanes,  Antinous,  and  Decius. 

Caf  Admit  no  Soldier  near  us  till  the  Senate 
Have  took  their  Places. 

Arc.  You're  obey*d,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Decius^  fall  off.    . 

Dec.  I  fliall. 

Caf.  Give  leave,  Arcanes: 
Young  Man,  come  nearer  to  me  :  Who  am  1  ? 

Ant.  It  were  a  Sin  againft  the  Piety 
Of  filial  Duty,  if  I  fhould  forget 
The  Debt  1  owe  my  Father  on  my  Knee: 

Your 
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Your  Pleafure  ? 

Caf.  What,  fo  Jow  ?  Canft  thou  find  Joints, 
Yet  be  an  Elephant  ?    Antinousy  rife  ; 
Thou  wilt  belie  Opinion,  and  rebate 
Th*  Ambition  of  thy  Gallantry,  that  they 
Whofe  confidence  thou  haft  bcwitch'd,  ihould  fee 
Their  little  God  of  War  kneel  to  his  Father, 
Though  in  my  Hand  I  did  grafp  Thunder. 

Ant.  Sir, 
For  proof  that  I  acknowledge  you  the  Author 
or  giving  me  my  Birth,  1  have  difcharg'd 
A  part  of  my  Obedience.     But  if  now 
You  fhould  (as  cruel  Fathers  doj  proclaim 
Your  Right,  and  Tyrant-like  ufurp  the  Glory 
Of  my  peculiar  Honours,  not  deriv'd 
(4)  Nor  fucceflary,  but  purchas'd  with  my  Blood  •, 
Then  I  muft  ftand  firft  Champion  for  my  felf 
Againft  all  Interpofers. 

Caf.  Boldly  urg'd. 
And  proudly  ;  I  could  love  thee,  did  not  Anger 
Confult  with  juft  Difdain,   in  open  Language 
To  call  thee  moft  ungrareful.     But  fay  freely. 
Wilt  thou  refign  the  Flatteries  whereon 
The  reeling  Pillars  of  a  popular  Breath 
Have  rais'd  thy  Giant-like  Conceit,  to  add 
A  fufFrage  to  thy  Father's  Merit  ?  Speak. 

Ant^  Sir,  hear  me  :   Were  there  not  a  Chronicle 
Well  pen'd  by  all  their  Tongues,  who  can  report 
What  they  have  fe^^n  you  do  j  or  had  you  not 
Beft  in  your  own  Performance  writ  your  felf. 
And  been  your  own  Text,  1  would  undertake 

(4)  ■■ —  not  deri'u'd 

Vrom  furcej'ary, ]   Mr.  Iheohald  has  two  ConjeiTtares,  firft 

with  a  Q^zry ,  From  Succejfors,  but  this  he  feems  juftJy  to  have  rejeded  ; 
for  in  much  frefher  Ink  is  written.  From  Ancejlry,  negleding  the 
Trace  of  the  Letters  for  the  Sake  of  the  Senfe.  I  think  my  Con- 
jeclure,  which  changes  only  a  Particle  to  one  not  very  unlike  it,  gives 
the  Senfe  morecafily,  and  was  moft  probably  the  Original 

A  4  Alone, 
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Alone,  (5)  without  the  help  of  Art,  to  chara£ter, 

But  only  to  recount  your  Deeds  in  Arms, 

And  you  ihould  ever  then  be  fam'd  a  Prefident 

Of  living  Vidory  :  But  as  you  are 

Great,  and  well  worthy  to  be  ftiled  Great, 

It  would  betray  a  poverty  of  Spirit 

In  me  t*  obftfudt  my  Fortunes,  or.  Defcent, 

If  I  fhould  Coward  like  furrender  up 

Th'  Int'reft,  which  th'  Inheritance  of  your  Virtue 

And  mine  own  thrifty  Fate,  can  claim  in  Honour  : 

My  Lord,  of  all  the  mafs  of  Fame,  which  any 

That  wears  a  Sword,  and  hath  but  feen  me  fight. 

Gives  me,  I  will  not  fhare,  nor  yield  one  jot. 

One  tittle. 

Caf.  Not  to  me  ? 

Ant.  You  are  my  Father, 
Yet  not  to  you. 

Caf.  Ambitious  Boy,  how  dar'ft  thou 
To  tell  me,  that  thou  wilt  contend  ? 

Ant.  Had  I. 
Been  flothful,   and  not  follow'd  you  in  all 
The  ftreights  of  Death,  you  might  have  juftly  then 
Reputed  me  a  Baftard  :  'Tis  a  Cruelty, 
More  than  to  murther  Innocents,  to  take 
The  Life  of  my  yet  Infant-honour  from  me. 

Caf.  Antinous,  look  upon  this  badge  of  Age, 
Thy  Father's  grey-hair'd  Beard  :  Full  fifty  Years, 
(And  more  than  half  of  this,  e'er  thou  wertborn) 
I  have  been  known  a  Soldier,  in  which  time 
I  found  no  difference  'twixt  War  and  Peace, 
For  War  was  Peace  to  me,  and  Peace  was  War. 
Antimus,  mark  me  well  j  there  hath  not  liv'd 
Thefe  fifty  Years  a  Man  whom  Crete  prefer*d 
Before  thy  Father ;  let  me  boldly  boaft. 
Thy  Father,  both  for  Pifcipline  and  A6tion 


(5)   Without  the  help  of  Art,  or  ChareiSler,  ]    If  this  be  genuine, 

the  Word  Charader  muft  fignify  the  fame  with  Rhetorick  or  Oratory, 
~"  -  .     --      •  .,    ,        ,     .jjjgj.  jj 

:ured  to 

Hath 
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but  as  the  Change  of  the  Particle  will  turn  it  to  a  Verb  and  render  it 
applicable  to  theContexc  in  its  ufual  Acceptation,  I  have  ventured  to 
sr.ajce  the  Change. 
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Hath  fo  long  been  the  fir  ft  of  all  his  Nation  ; 
Now,  canft  thou  think  it  honeft,  charitable, 
Nay  human,  being  fo  young,  my  Son,  my  Child, 
Begot,  bred,  taught  by  me,  by  me  thy  Father, 
(6)  For  one  day's  Service,  and  that  one  thy  firft. 
To  rob  me  of  a  Glory  which  I  fought  for 
A  half  of  hundred  Years  ? 

Ant.  My  Cafe  obfervcs  . 
3oth  Equity  and  Prelidents ;  for.  Sir, 
That  very  Day  whereon  you  got  your  Fame, 
You  took  it  from  fome  other,  who  was  then 
Chief  in  repute,  as  you  are  now,  and  had  been 
Perhaps  as  many  Years  defcrvingthat 
Which  you  gain'd  in  a  Day,  as  I  have  mine. 

Caf.  But  he  was  not  my  Father  then,  Antimus ; 
Thou  leav'ft  out  that. 

Ant.  Sir,  had  he  been  your  Father, 
He  had  been  then  Immortal  ;  for  a  Father 
Heightens  his  Reputation  where  his  Son 
Inherits  it,  as  when  you  give  us  Life, 
Your  Life  is  not  diminilli*d,  but  renewM 
In  us  when  you  are  dead,  and  we  are  ft  ill 
Your  living  Images. 

Caf.  So  be  thou  curs*d 
In  thy  Pofterity,  as  I  in  thee, 
Difhonourable  Boy  •,  O  fhall  that  Sun, 
Which  not  a  Year  yet  fince  beheld  me  mounted 
Upon  a  fiery  Steed,  waving  my  Sword, 
And  teaching  this  young  Man  to  manage  Arms, 
That  was  a  raw,  frefh  Novice  in  the  Feats 
Of  Chivalry,  (ball  that  fame  Sun  be  witnels 
Againft  this  Brat  of  his  Ingratitude? 
Who,  to  eclipfe  the  Light  of  my  Renown, 
Can  no  way  hope  to  ^et  a  noble  Name, 

(6)  For  one  days  Ser'vice,  and  that  on  thy  firjl,  ]  The  Reading  f 
have  put  in  the  Text  was  one  oftl.oie  Emendations  which*" I  lent 
Mr.  Theobald ]vLi\  before  his  Death,  and  believe  he  had  prevented  me, 
for  it  is  in  his  Margin  with  an  L.  T.  the  Mark  he  feem'd  to  have  di- 
ftinguifhed  his  favourite  Correftions  by.  Mr.  Sjmpfon  has  fince  fenc 
aie  the  fame. 

But 
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But  by  the  treading  on  his  Father's  Greatncfs  ; 
Thou  wilt  not  yield  ? 

Enter  Arcanes. 

Ant.  My  Life,  but  not  the  Prize 
My  Sword  hath  purchafed. 

Arc.  Th'  Senate,  my  Lord, 
Are  here  at  hand,  and  all  the  Soldiers 
Begin  to  throng  about  them.  * 

Caf.  Now,  ArcaneSy 
The 

Arc.  What,  Sir? 

Caf.  Trifles  will  affront  us ;  that 
Fine  fighting  Stripling. 

Arc.  Let  him  have  the  fhame  on't  i 
'Pleafe  you  withdraw  on  this  fide. 

Caf.  My  great  Heajt 
Was  never  quail'd  before. 
I-   Bee.  My  Lord,  be  confident. 
Let  not  your  Father  daunt  you. 

Ant.  Decius,  whither 
Muft  I  withdraw  ? 

Dec.  On  this  fide. See,  the  Soldiers 

Attend  your  pleafure Courage,  Sir  j  the  Senate. 

Caf  Way  for  the  Senate. 

Enter  Porphycio,  PofiTenne,  three  Senators,  Gonzalo, 
Gafpero,  and  Soldiers. 

My  good  Lords  I  know  not 

What  tax  of  Arrogance  I  may  incur. 

Should  I  prefume,  though  courted  by  your  Favours, 

To  take  a  place  amongft  you  ;  I  had  rather 

(7)  Give  proof  of  my  unfeign'd  Humility 

By  this,  though  mean,  yet  more  becoming  place. 

Than  run  the  hazard  of  a  doubtful  Cenfure. 

(7)   Give  proof  of  my  unfeign  d  Humility 
By  Force,  though  mean^  yet  more  becoming  place,  ]  To  give  proof 
of  an  unfeign'd  Humility  by  Force,    is  an  Expreffion  evidently  abfurd, 
and  I  have  ventur'd  to  fubltitute  the  Word  which  the  Context  requires 

ipftead 
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Po/I  My  Lord,  your  Wifdom  is  both  known  and  try'd ; 
We  cannot  rank  you  in  a  nobler  Friendfhip 
Than  your  great  Service  to  the  State  dcferves. 

(8)  Por.  Will't  pleafe  you  fit  ? 

Enter  Fernando  "joith  Soldiers. 

Gon.  What  here,  my  Lord  Porp/jycio  ? 
It  mud  not  be. 

Por.  My  Lord,  you  are  too  modeft. 

Gon.  It  is  no  feafon  to  be  troublefome, 
Ehc but  Tvedone  :  Your  Lordfhips  areobfcrv'd. 

Gaf.  Is  the  Demandant  ready  ? 

Arc,  He  is  ready. 

GaJ.  Produce  him  then. 

Arc.  Before  this  Sacred  Prefence, 
I,  by  a  general  Confent,  am  made 
The  Soldier's  Voice,  and  to  your  gracious  Wifdoms, 
Prefent  as  chief  in  Arms,  his  Country's  Champion, 
CaJJilanes. 

Dec.  Mod  reverend  Lords,  you  hear  the  lefler  number 
Of  thofe  who  have  been  Guardians  to  this  Country, 
Approve  this  Champion  -,  I,  in  all  their  Names, 
Who  fought  for  Candy,  here  prefcne  before  you 
The  mightieft  Man  in  Arms,  Antincus. 

inftead  of  Forf^.  But  it  may  be  objcfled,  that  Words  fo  totally  dif- 
ferent  in  all  their  Letters  as  this  and  Force  could  not  eafily  be  mi  (look 
for  each  other,  either  by  Tranfcriber  or  Printer.  This,  I  allow, has 
very  rarely  happened,  tho'  fometimes  it  has,  as  in  Note  the  6:h  in 
the  Faithful  Shepl-crdefs,  fee/ W3.s  wrote  inllead  of  goe.  But  in  fucU 
great  Changes,  without  the  Authority  of  an  old  Edition,  Conjedurc 
ought  not  to  didtate  any  Emendation,  unlefs  it  can  give  a  probable 
Reafon  for  the  Corruption  ;  and  in  this  Cafe  I  think  there  is  one. 
Every  Man  converfant  in  Criticifm  knows  how  often  niarginal  Com- 
ments have  crept  into  the  Text.  I  imagine  therefore  that  lome  Perfon 
who  faw  the  Pride  o^Cofilanes,  and  that  his  unfcign'd  Humility  here 
was  really  a /iz-fV  one,  wrote  By  Force  \n.  the  Margin,  which  the 
Printer  ihinlan^  a  Correftion  inl'erted  in  the  Text. 
(8)   Por.   Will't  pic afc you.  Sir? 

Gon.  What's  here,  my  Lord  Porphycio  ?  ]  The  Queflion  here 
had  a  fmall  Corruption,  but  fudh  as  did  not  much  injure  the  Senfe  ; 
but  the  Anfwer,  by  the  Infertion  of  a  Verb,  was  rcnder'd  quite  ob- 
fcure.  Mr.  Theobald  in  his  Margin  had  reftor'd  both  from  the  old 
Folio. 

Speak 
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Spsak  Fellow  Soldiers. 

Sol.  AntinoHs,  Antinous. 

Gaf.  brand  by,  all,  fave  the  two  Competitors. 

Pof.  My  Lords,  how  much  your  Country  owes  you 
both, 
The  due  Reward  of  your  defertful  Glories 
Mult  to  Pofterity  remain  :  But  yet 
Since,  by  our  Law,  one  only  can  make  claim 
To  the  propofed  Honours  which  you  both 
(It  feems)  have  truly  merited,  take  leave 
Freely  to  plead  your  Rights  \    we  fhall  attend  ye. 

Por.  Wherein  Priority  of  Voice  is  granted. 
Lord  Caffilane,   to  you  ;  for  that  your  rare 
And  long  Experience  in  the  Courfe  of  War, 
As  well  doth  challenge  it,   as  the  bed  Privilege 
Of  Order  and  Civility,  for  that 
You  are  your  brave  Opponent's  worthy  Father. 
Say,  Countrymen,  are  you  content  ? 

Sol.  Ay,  Ay. 

Caff.  Right  grave,  right  gracious  Fathers ;  how  unfit 
It  is  for  me,  that  all  my  Life  time  have 
Been  pradlis'd  in  the  School  of  Blood  and  Slaughter, 
To  bandy  Words  now  in  my  Life's  Jaft  fare  we  J, 
Your  Wifdoms  will  confider :  Were  there  pitcht 
Another,  and  another  Field,  like  that 
Which,  not  yet  three  Days  fmce,  this  Arm  hath  fcatterM, 
Defeated,  and  made  nothing,  then  the  Man 
That  had  a  Heart  to  think  he  could  but  follow 
(For  equal  me  he  fhould  not)  through  the  Lanes 
Of  Danger  and  Amazement,  (9)  might  in  that, 

(9)   —————— might  in  that, 

That  only  of  hut  folloijoing  7ne,  be  happy. 

Reputed  njcorthy  to  be  made  my  Rival']  I  Ihall  make  no  Change 
here,  becaufe  my  Objeftion  to  the  prefent  Text  is  not  great,  efpecially 
as  the  Sentiment  feems  an  Imitation  of  what  j^jax  l^ys  of  TJlyJfeis 
Contention  with  him  in  0<vid\  Met  amor phojis. 

But  if  happy  is  the  true  Reading,  I  think,  the  Period  had  better  end 
there,  and  tlie  next  Line  feems  fcarce  neceflary,  however  the  Change 
of  a  Letter  will  I  think  make  CaJJilaneh  Speech  carry  more  Contempt 
of  all  thofe  who  feem'd  to  fide  with  his  Son.     My  Co^j^fture  is, 

i  ffiight  in  that 

That  only  of  but  follo'wing  me,   be  haply 
Reputed  i.Korthy  to  bs  made  my  Ri'val, 

That 
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That  only  of  but  following  me,  be  liappy, 

Reputed  worthy  to  be  made  my  Rival ; 

For  'tis  not,  Lords,  unknown  to  thofe  about  me, 

(My  Fellow  Soldiers)  firft,  with  what  a  Confidence 

I  led  them  on  to  fight,  went  on  Hill,  and 

As  if  I  could  have  been  a  fecond  Nature, 

As  well  in  heartening  them  by  my  Example, 

As  by  my  Exhortation,  I  gave  Life 

To  quicken  Courage,  to  inflame  Revenge, 

To  heighten  Refolution  ;  in  a  word. 

To  out-do  A6tion:  It  boots  not  to  difcover. 

How  that  young  Man,  who  was  not  fiedg'd  nor  skill'd 

In  Martiai  play,  was  ev'n  as  ignorant 

Aschildifh  :  But  I  lift  not  to  difparage 

His  Non-ability  :  The  Signal  given 

Of  Battel,  when  our  Enemies  came  on, 

(Diredled  more  by  Fury,  than  by  Warrant 

Of  Policy  and  Stratagem)  I  met  them, 

1  in  the  Fore-front  of  the  Armies  met  them  j 

And  as  if  this  old  weather-beaten  Body 

Had  been  compos'd  of  Cannon  Proof,  I  ftood 

The  Volleys  of  their  Shot.     I,  I  my  felf 

Was  he  that  firft  dif-rankt  their  Woods  of  Pikes : 

But  when  we  came  to  handy  Stroaks,  as  often 

As  I  lent  Blows,  fo  often  I  gave  Wounds, 
And  every  Wound  a  Death.     I  may  be  bold 

To  juftify  a  Truth,  this  very  Sword 

Of  mine  flew  more  than  any  twain  befides : 

And,  which  is  not  the  leaft  of  all  my  Glory, 

When  he,  this  young  Man,  Hand  to  Hand  in  fight. 

Was  by  the  General  of  the  Fenetians^ 

And  fuch  as  were  his  Retinue,  unhors'd, 

I  ftept  between,  and  refcu'd  him  my  felf. 

Or  Horfes  Hoofs  had  trampled  him  to  Dirtj 

And  whilft  he  was  remounting,   I  maintain*d 

The  Combate  with  the  gallant  General, 

Till  having  taken  Breath,  he  throng'd  before  me, 

Renew'd  the  Fight,  and  with  a  fatal  Blow, 

Stole  both  that  Honour  from  me,  and  his  Life 

From  him,  whom  I  before  myfdf  alone. 

Had 
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Had  more  than  full  three  quarters  kill*d  :  A  Man 

Well  worthy  only  by  this  Hand  t'  have  dy*d. 

Not  by  a  Boy's  weak  Pufh  :  I  talk  too  much. 

But  *tis  a  Fault  of  Age  :  If  to  bring  home  » 

Long  Peace,  long  Viftory,  ev'n  to  your  Capitol  \ 

If  to  fecure  your  Kingdom,  Wives,  and  Children, 

Your  Lives  and  Liberties ;  if  to  renown 

Your  Honours  through  the  World,  to  fix  your  Names, 

Like  blazing  Stars  admir'd,  and  fear*d  by  all 

That  have  but  heard  of  Candy ^  or  a  Cretan^ 

Be  to  defcrve  th*  Approvement  of  my  Manhood, 

Then  thus  much  have  I  done :  What  more,  examine 

The  Annals  of  my  Life;  and  then  confider     • 

What  I  have  been,  and  am.     Lords  I  have  faid. 

Gon.  With  Rev*rence  to  the  Senate,  is  it  lawful. 
Without  your  Cuftom*s  breach,  to  fay  a  word  ? 

Pof.  Say  on,  my  Lord  Gonzalo, 

Gon,  I  have  heard. 
And  with  no  little  wonder,  fuch  high  Deeds 
Of  Chivalry  difcours*d,  that  I  confefs, 
I  do  not  think  the  Worthies,  while  they  liv'd 
All  nine,  defervM  as  much  Applaufe,  or  Memofy  as 
This  one :  But  he  who  can  do  ought  to  gain 
The  Crown  of  Honour  from  him,  muft  be  fomewhat 
More  than  a  Man  :  You  tread  a  dang'rous  Path, 
Yet  I  fhall  hear  you  gladly  -,  for  believe  me. 
Thus  much  let  me  profefs,  in  Honour's  caufe, 
I  would  not  to  my  Father,  nor  my  King, 
(My  Country's  Father)  yield  :  If  you  tranfcend 
What  we  have  heard,  I  can  but  only  fay. 
That  Miracles  are  yet  in  ufe.     I  fear 
1  have  ofi^ended. 

Por.  You  have  fpoken  nobly. 
^ntinous  ufe  your  Privilege. 

Ant.  Princely  Fathers, 
Ere  I  begin,  one  fuit  I  have  to  make, 
'Tisjuft,  and  honourable. 

Por.  Pof.  Speak,  and  have  it. 

Ant.  That  you  would  pleafe  the  Soldiers  might  all  flancf 
Together  by  their  General. 

Pof. 
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Pof.  'Tis  granted.' 
All  rail  to  yonder  fide :  Go  on,  Antinous. 

Ant.  I  fhall  be  brief  and  plain:  All  what  my  Father 
CThis  Country's  Patron)  hath  difcours'd,  is  true. 
Fellows  in  Arms,  fpeak  you :  Is't  true  ? 
Sol.  True,  true. 

Ant.  It  follows,  that  the  blaze  of  my  Performance 
Took  light  from  what  1  faw  him  do  :  And  thus 
A  City,  though  the  Flame  be  much  more  Dreadful, 
May  from  a  little  Spark  be  fet  on  Fire  i 
Of  all  what  I  have  done,  I  fhall  give  Inftance 
Only  in  three  main  Proofs  of  my  Defert. 
Firft  I  fought  out  (but  through  how  many  Dangers 
My  Lords  judge  ye)  the  Chief,  the  great  Commander, 
The  Head  of  that  huge  Body,  whofe  proud  weight 
Our  Land  fhrunk  under,  him  I  found  and  fought  with. 
Fought  with,  and  flew.     Fellows  in  Arms,  fpeak  you, 
Is*t  true  or  not  ? 
Sol.  True,  true. 
Ant.   When  he  was  fain. 
The  Hearts  of  all  our  Adverfaries 
Began  to  quail,  till  young  Fernando.,  Son 
To  the  laft  Duke  o{  Venice^  gathered  Head, 
And  foon  renew'd  the  Field  ;  by  whofe  Example 
The  bold  Venetians  doubling  Strength  and  Courage 
Had  got  the  better  of  the  Day  ;  our  Men 
Suppofing  that  their  Adverfaries  grew 
Like  Hydra's  Head,  (lo)  recoyle,  and  'gan  to  flye: 
I  follow*d  them  i  and  what  I  faid ,  they  know ; 
The  fum  on't  is  -,  I  call*d  them  back,  new  rankt  them  ; 
Led  on,  they  follow 'd,  fhrunk  not  till  the  end  : 
Fellows  in  Arms  is't  true,  or  no  } 
Sol.  True,  true. 
Ant.  Laftly,  to  finifh  all,  there  was  but  one, 

(lo)  ■  recoyle,    and  ^gan    to  Jiye.'\     Afr.  Theobald 

would  read  recoyl'd  to  make  both  Verbs  in  the  lame  Tenfe,  an  Accu- 
racy by  no  means  neceflary,  as  the  Change  of  Tenles  in  the  fame  man- 
rer  is  common  to  alfcPocis,  Ifatin,  Greek,  and  Englijh,  and  is  here 
rather  a  Beauty  than  a  Fault,  as  the  Aft  of  their  Recoyling  is  certify'd, 
tkeir  flight  begun  but  not  compleac. 

Th« 
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The  only  great  Exploit ;  which  was  to  take 
Fernando  Prilbner,  and  that  Hand  to  Hand 
In  fingle  Fight  I  did  i  iVIy  felf  without 
The  Help  of  any  Arm,  fave  th'Arni  of  Heav'n. 
Speak  Soldiers,  is  it  true,  or  no? 

Sol.  Antinous^  Antinous. 

Ant.  Behold  my  Prifoner,  Fathers .. 
•  Fer.  This  one  Man 
Ruin*d  our  Army,  and  hath  glorify*d 
Crete  in  her  Robes  of  Mightinefs  and  Conqued. 

Pof.  We  need  not  ufe  long  circumflance  of  Words, 
Antinous  thou  art  Conqueror :  The  Senate, 
The  Soldiers,  and  thy  Valour  have  pronounc'd  it. 

All.  Antinous^  Antinous. 

For.  Make  thy  Demand. 

Caf.  Pleafe  ye,  my  Lords,  give  leave 
That  I  may  part. 

Pof.  No,  CaJjUane^  the  Court 
Should  therein  be  difhonour'd,  don't  imagine 
We  prize  your  Prefence  at  fo  flight  a  Rate. 
Demand,  Antinous. 

Ant.  Thus,  my  Lords ;  to  witnefs 
How  far  I  am  from  Arrogance,  or  thinking 
I  am  more  valiant,  though  more  favoured 
Than  my  moll  matchlefs  Father,  my  Demand  is^ 
That  for  a  lafling  Memory  of  his  Name, 
His  Deeds,  his  real,  nay  his  royal  Worth, 
You  fet  up  in  your  Capitol  in  Brafs 
My  Father's  Statue,  there  to  (land  for  ever 
A  Monument  and  Trophy  of  his  Vidories, 
With  this  Infcription  to  fucceeding  Ages, 
Great  CafTilane,  Patron  of  CandyV  Peace, 
Perpetual  f'riujnpher*    Per.  Pof.  It  is  granted. 
What  more  ?   Ant.  No  more.     Caf.  How,  Boy.?    Go?/. 

Thou  art  Immortal, 
Both  for  thy  Son- like  Piety,  and  Beauties 
Of  an  unconquer*d  Mind. 

Ant.  My  Prifoner,  Lords,  , 
To  your  more  facred  Wifdoms  I  furrender : 

Fit 
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(11)  Fit  you  his  Ranfom  ;  half  whereof  I  give 
For  Largefs  to  the  Soldiers:  Th*  other  half 
To  the  ereftion  of  this  Monument. 

Caf,  Ambitious  Villain. 

Gon.  Thou  art  all  unimitable. 
My  Lords,  to  work  a  certain  Peace  for  Candy 
With  Vinice^  ufe  Fernando  like  a  Prince  ; 
His  Ranfom  Y\\  disburfe,  what  e*er  it  be : 
Yet  you  may  (lay  him  with  you,  'till  Conditions 
Of  Amity  fliall  be  concluded  on: 
Arc  yc  content  ? 

Por.  We  are,  and  ever  reft 
Both  Friends  and  Debtors  to  your  Noblenefs. 

Gon.  Soldiers  attend  me  in  the  Market-place, 
I'll  thither  fend  your  Largefs. 

Sol.  Antinous.,  Aniinous.  \_Eiceunt. 

Caf.  I  have  a  Suit  too,  Lords.     Por.  Pof.  Propofe  it,, 
'Tis  yours,  if  fit  and  juft.     Caf.  Let  not  my  Services, 
My  being  forty  Years  a  Drudge,  a  Pack-horfc 
To  you,  and  to  the  State,  be  branded  now 
With  Ignominy  ne*er  to  be  forgotten  : 
Rear  me  no  Monument,  unlefs  you  mean 
To  have  me  fam'd  a  Coward,  and  be  ftamp'd  (o. 

Pof.  We  underhand  you  not. 

Caf.  Proud  Boy,  thou  doft. 
And  Tyrant-like  infult'ft  upon  my  Shame. 

Ant.  Sir,  Heav'n  can  tell,  and  my  Integrity, 
What  I  did,  was  but  only  to  inforce 
The  Senate's  Gratitude.     I  now  acknowledge  it. 

Caf.  Obferve  it  Fathers,  how  this  haughty  Boy 
Grows  cunning  in'his  Envy  of  mine  Honours  : 
He  knows  no  mention  can  of  me  be  made. 
But  that  it  ever  likewife  muft  be  told. 
How  I  by  him  was  mafter'd  ;  and  for  furety 
That  all  fucceeding  times  may  fo  report  it. 
He  would  have  my  Diflionour,  and  his  Triumphs 

(11)  Fit  you  his  Ranfom  ; ]  Mr.  Sympfon  would  rfad/>,  bat  fo 

Jit  a  RanCom,  or  proportion  it  to  the  Quality  and  NVcalih  of  tlie  ran- 
j'atnd,  feems  not  to  need  any  Change. 

Vol.  IV.  B  Ingrav'd 
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Ingrav'd  in  Brafs :  Hence,  henc^  proceeds  the  falfliood 
Of  his  infinMating  Piety. 

Thou  art  no  Child  of  nnine:  Thee  and  thy  Blood, 
Here  in  the  Capitol,  before  the  Senate, 
1  utterly  renounce  :  So  Thrift  and  Fate 
Confirm  mej  henceforth  never  fee  my  Face, 
Be  as  thou  art,  a  Villain  to  thy  Father. 
Lords,  I  muft  crave  your  leaves :  Come,  come,  Arcanes. 

[^Exeunt, 

Gen.  Here's  a  (Irange  high-born  Spirit. 

Pof.   'Tis  but  Heat 
Of  fudden  prefent  Rage ;  I  dare  aflure 
^fitinous  of  his  Favour. 

Ant.  I  not  doubt  it. 
He  is  both  a  good  Man,  and  a  good  Father. 
I  fhall  attend  your  Lord  (hips.     Pof.  Do,  Antinous. 

Gon.  Yes :    Feaft  thy  Triumphs  with  Applaufe  and 
Pleafures. 

For.  Pof.  Lead  on,  {^Exeunt  Flcr.  Cornets, 

Ant.  I  utterly  renounce— ——?*Twas  fo  ^ 
"Was't  not,  my  Decks. 

Dec.  Pifh,  you  know,  my  Lord, 
Old  Men  are  Cholerick. 

Ant.  And  laftly  parted 
With,  Never  henceforth  fee  my  Face :    O  me, 
How  have  I  loft  a  Father .-'  Such  a  Father  ? 
Such  a  one,  Decius !  1  am  mifcrabJe, 
Beyond  expreflion. 

Dec.  Fie,  how  unbecoming 
This  {hews  upon  your  day  of  Fame  ? 

Ant.  O  Mifchief! 
I  muft  no  more  come  near  him  5  that  I  know. 
And  am  aiTur'd  on't. 

Dec.  Say  you  do  not  ? 

Ant.  True  : 
Put  cafe  I  do  not :   What  is  Candy  then 
To  loft  Antinous  ?  Malta.,  I  refoive 
To  end  my  Days  in  thee. 

Dec.  How*s  that  ? 

Ant,  I'Jl  try 

AH 
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All  humble  means  of  being  reconcil'd  ; 
Which  if  deny*d,  then  I  may  juftly  fay. 
This  Day  has  prov*d  my  worft  :  Becius^  my  worft. 

[Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero. 

Gaf.  XT  Ow  to  what  you  have  heard  •,  as  no  Man  can 
jL^    Better  than  I,  give  you  her  Charadler  5 

For  I  have  been  both  nurs'd,  and  traiiiM  up  to 

Her  petulant  Humours,  and  been  glad  to  bear  themj 

Her  Brother,   my  late  Mafter,  did  no  lefs. 

Strong  apprchcnfions  of  her  Bsauty  hath 

Made  her  believe  that  (he  is  more  than  Woman: 

And  as  there  did  not  want  thofe  Flatterers 

*Bout  the  World's  Conqueror,  to  make  him  think. 

And  did  perfuade  him  that  he  was  a  God  *, 

So  there  be  thofe  bafe  Flies,  that  will  not  flick 

To  buz  into  her  Ears,  fhe  is  an  Angel, 

And  that  the  Food  fhe  feeds  on  is  Amhrofia. 

Gon.  She  Hiould  not  touch  it  then,  *tis  Poets  farfii 
Gaf.  1  may  take  leave  to  fay,  fhe  may  as  well 

Determine  of  herfelf  to  be  a  Goddefs, 

With  IcfTer  Flattery  than  he  a  God  : 

For  fhe  does  conquer  more,  although  not  farther. 

Every  one  looks  on  her,  dies  in  defpair. 

And  would  be  glad  to  do  it  aflually, 

To  have  the  next  Age  tell  how  worthily. 

And  what  good  Caufc  he  had  to  pcrilh  fo ; 

Her  Beauty  is  Superlative,  fhe  knows  it. 

And  knowing  it,  thinks  no  Man  can  deferve, 

But  ought  to  perifli,  and  to  die  for  her : 

Many  great  Princes  for  her  Love  have  languifh*d, 

And  given  themfelves  a  willing  Sacrifice, 

Proud  to  have  ended  fo  :  And  now  there  is 

A  Prince  fo  madded  in  his  PafTions, 

B  2  tha; 
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That  he  forgets  the  Royalty  he  was  Born  to. 
And  deems  it  Happinefs  to  be  her  Slave. 

Gon.  You  talk  as  if  you  meant  to  wind  me  in. 
And  make  me  of  the  number.      Gaf.  Sir, 
Miftake  me  not,  the  Si^rvice  that  I  owe  ye 
Shall  plead  for  me  :  I  tell  you  what  fhe  is. 
What  fhe  expcds,  and  what  llie  wilJ  effeft, 
Unlefs  you  be  the  Miracle  of  Men, 
That  come  with  purpofe  to  behold,  and  go 
Away  your  felf.     Gon.   I  thank  you,  I  will  do  it : 
But  pray  refolve  me,  how*s  fhe  ltor*d  with  Wit  ? 

Gaf.  As  with  Beauty,  Infinite, 
And  more  to  be  admir*d  at.  than  medled  with. 

Gon.    And  walks  her  Tongue  the  fame  gate  with  her 
Feet  ? 

Gaf.  (12)  Ay,   much  beyond  :  what  her  Heart  thinks, 
fhe  utters. 
So  baldly,  and  fo  readily,  as  you'd  judge 
It  Penn*d  and  Studied. 

Enter  Erota,  Philander,  Annophel,  Hyparcha, 
Mochingo,  and  Attendants. 

Gon.  She  comes. 

Gaf  I  muft  leave  you  then. 
But  my  beft  Wifhcs  fhall  remain  with  you.  {Exit. 

Gon.  Scill  I  muft  thank  you.  This  is  the  moft  pafTionate, 
Moft  pit'tul  Prince,  who  in  the  Caidron  of 
A(Teftions,  looks  as  he  had  been  Par-boyl'd, 

Phil.  If  I  ofiend  with  too  much  loving  you. 
It  is  a  fault  that  I  mull  ftill  commit. 
To  make  your  Mercy  fliine  the  more  on  me. 

(12)   Much  beyond :  ixihat  e'er  her  Heart  thinks  Jhe  utters  : 

And  fo  boldly,  fo  readily,  as  you  ivould judge  ]  I  have  been 
forc'd  to  take  fome  unulual  Liberties  here  to  reltore  the  Meal'urej  but 
the  Reader,  who  compares  the  feveral  Editions  of  all  our  Authors 
Plays,  will  find  fo  many  OmifTions  and  Interpolations  in  all  of  them, 
tho'  more  particularly  in  the  iall  Folio  and  the  Oftavo,  that  he  wi:l 
know  that  no  Editor  can  do  JuJice  to  them  without  taking  fonie,  even 
great  Liberties.  They  wejc  certainly  fometimes  incorrcft  in  their 
Meafures,  but  they  were  as  certainly  render'd  ten  times  more  fo  by 
the  Carelefsnefs  of  their  Tranfcribers  and  Printers. 

Ero, 
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Ero.  You  are  the  felf-fame  Creature  you  condemn. 
Or  elfe  you  durft  not  rollow  me  with  hope 
That  1  can  pity  you,  who  am  fo  far 
From  granting  any  Comfort  in  this  kind. 
That  you  and  all  Men  elfc  fhal!  perifh  firft  : 
1  will  live  free  and  finglc,   'till  I  find 
Something  above  a  Man  to  equal  me  ; 

(13)  Put  all  your  braved  Heroes  into  one. 
Your  Kings  and  Emperors,  and  let  him  come 
In  Pcrfon  of  a  Man,  and  I  fhould  fcorn  him : 
Muft,   and  will  fcorn  him. 

The  God  of  Love  himfelf  hath  loft  his  Eyes  ; 
His  Bow  and  Torch  extinguifh*d,  and  the  Poets 
That  made  him  firft  a  God,  have  loft  their  Fire 
Since  I  appear'd,  and  from  my  Eyes  muft  fteal  it. 
This  I  dare  fpeak  \  and  let  me  fee  the  Man, 
Now  I  have  fpoke  it,  that  doth  dare  deny  i 
Nay,   not  believe  it. 

Moc.  He  is  mad  that  docs  not. 

Ero.  Have  not  all  Nations  of  the  Earth  heard  of  me  ^ 
Moft  come  to  fee  me,    and  feeing  me,  return'd 
Full  of  my  Praifes?  Teaching  their  Chroniclers 
To  make  their  Stories  perfcdt?  for  where  the  Name, 
Meerly  the  word  of  fair  Erota  ftands, 
It  is  a  lafting  Hiftory  to  Time, 
Begetting  Admiration  in  the  Men, 
And  in  my  own  Sex,  Envy  •,  which  Glory's  loft. 
When  I  fliall  ftick  my  Beauty  in  a  Cloud. 

(14)  And  clearly  ftiine  through  it. 

Gon.  This  Woman's  m  the  Altitudes,  and  he  muft  be 
A  good  Aftrologcr  fliall  know  her  Zodiack. 

( 1 3)  ?ut  all  your  brnve  Heroes  into  one. 'I  There  can  be  no  doubt  of 
brwve  having  been  bra-vejl  ia  the  Original,  and  I  fo  correfted  it  with- 
out defigning  a  Note.  But  overlooking  Mr.  Theobald'^  Margin,  I 
find  he  lud  m.\de  the  Correftion  and  pu.  an  L.  T.  under  it. 

(14)  And  alczily  Jhine  thro'  ;/]  1  believe  molt  Readers  will  think 
clearly  a  Corruption  ;  a  Word  that  fignify'd  the  very  reverfe  would 
bell  fuit  the  Context,  dimly  is  rather  too  far  from  the  Trace  of  the 
Letters,  barely  therefore  leem'd  to  me  to  bid  fairelt,  but  Mr.  Syrnp/an 
conjedures  meerly,  and  perhaps  he  may  be  right.  I  am  too  doubcful 
to  ini'eit  either  of  them  in  the  Text. 

B  3  PhiU 
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(15)  Phil.  For  any  Man  to  think 
Himfelf  an  able  Purchafer  oi  you, 
But  in  the  Bargain  there  mull  be  declar'd 
Infinite  Bounty,  ocherwife  I  vow, 
By  all  that's  Excellent  and  Gracious  in  you, 
I  would  untenant  every  Hope  lodg*d  in  me. 
And  yield  myfelf  up  Love's,  or  your  own  Martyr. 

£ro.  So  you  fliall  pleafe  us. 

Phil,   O  you  cannot  be 
So  heavenly  and  (o  abfolute  in  all  things, 
And  yet  retain  fuch  cruel  Tyranny. 

Ero.  I  can,  I  do,  I  will. 

Gofi.  She  is  in  her 
Moods,  and  her  Tenfes :  I'll  then  Grammar  with  you. 
And  make  a  trial  how  I  can  decline  you : 
B'your  leave,  great  Lady.     Ero.  What  are  you. ^     Gon, 

A  Man, 
A  good  Man,  that's  a  weakhy,  a  proper  Man, 
Ay,  and  a  proud  Man  too  •,  one  that  underftands 
Himfelf,  and  knows,  unlcfs  it  be  yourfelf. 
No  Woman  in  the  Univerfe  deferves  him. 
Nay,   Lady,  I  muft  tell  you  too  withal, 
I  may  make  doubt  of  that,  unlefs  you  paint 
With  better  Judgment  next  Day  than  on  this  ; 
For  (plain  I  muft  be  with  you)  *tis  a  dull  Fucus. 

Ero.  Knows  any  one  here  what  this  Fellow  is  ? 

Atten.  He  is  of  Venice^  Madam,  a  great  MagnificOy 
And  gracious  with  the  Senate.     Ero.  Let  him  keep 
Then  among  them ;    what  makes  he  here  ?  Here's  State 

Enough  where  lam:  here's  a  do You,  tell  him, 

If  he  have  ought  with  us,  let  him  look  lower, 
And  give  it  in  Petition. 

(15)  Phil.   For  any  Man  to  think 

Himfelf  an  able  Purchafer  of  you,  &c.]  I  have  fome 
time  hefitated  on  this  Paffage,  the  Scnfe  would  be  clearer  if  the  firll 
Hemiiiich  was  nll'd  up  thus, 

'Twere  Arrogance yir  any  Man  to  think 
Himfelf  an  able  Purchafer  o/Tou,   Sec. 
Perhaps  iadeed  the  Poets  might  make  Philander  in  his  Fit  of  Adora- 
tion ufe  a  ftronger  Word  than  Arrogance,  as  Herefy  or  Blafphemy,  but 
'tis  all  meer  Conjecture. 
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Moc.   Mighty  MagmJicOy 
My  Miftrefs  bid  me  tell  you,  if  youVe  ought. 
With  her,  you  mult  look  low'r,  and  yield  it  in 
Petition. 

Con.  Here  's  for  thee  a  Duckat. 

Moc.  You  fay 
Well,  Sir,  take  your  own  Courfc. 

Go/j.  I  will  not  grace  you, 
Lady,  fo  much  as  take  you  by  the  Hand ; 
But  when  I  fhall  vouchfafe  to  touch  your  Lip, 
It  fhall  be  through  your  Court  a  Holiday 
Proclaimed  for  fo  high  Favour. 

Ero.  This  is 
Some  great  Man's  Jefter :  Sirrah,  begon,  here  is 
No  place  to  fool  in, 

Gon.  Where  are  th'  Fools  you  talk  of? 
I  do  keep  two. 

Ero.   No  queftion  of  it  -,  for 
In  your  own  ielf  you  do  maintain  an  hundred. 

Gon.  And  befides  them,  I  keep  a  noble  Train, 
Statifts,  and  Men  of  Adlion  •,  my  Purfe  is  large  and  deep, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Riot  to  draw  dry  : 
Fortune  did  vie  with  Nature,  to  beflow. 
When  I  was  born,  her  Bounty  equally  : 
*Tis  not  amifs  you  turn  your  Eyes  from  me  •, 
Forfliould  you  ftand  and  gaze  me  in  the  Face, 
You  perifh  would,  like  Semele  by  Jove  : 
In  Venice^  at  this  inftant  there  do  lie 
No  lefs  than  threefcore  Ladies  in  their  Graves, 
And  in  their  Beds  five  hundred,  for  my  Love,     [bravely ; 

Moc.  You  lie  more  than  they  ;    yet  it  becomes  him 
Would  I  could  wa'kand  talk  fo:  I'll  endeavour  it. 

Ero.   Sir,  do  you  know  me.? 

Gon.  Yes,  you  were  Sifter  to  the  late  Prince  of  C^w^v, 
Aunt  to  this  young  one  :   And  I  in  Venice^ 
Am  born  a  Lord  ;  equal  to  you  in  Fortunes, 
In  Shape — 1*11  fay  no  more,  but  view. 

Moc.  There  needs  no  more  be  faid,  were  I  a  Woman-— 
O  he  does  rarely  :  In  Shape;  V\\  fay  no  more, 
But  view :  Who  could  fay  more,  who  betcer? 

B  A  Man 
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Man  is  no  Man,  nor  Woman  Woman  is, 
Unlcls  they  have  a  Pride  like  one  of  thefe. 
How  poor  the  Prince  of  Cyprus  (hews  to  him  ? 
How  poor  another  Lady  unto  her! 
Carriage  aiid  State  roakes  us  feem  Demi-gods, 
Humility,  like  Beads,  Worms  of  the  Earth. 

Enter  Antinous,   and  Decius. 

Jnt.  Royal  Lady, 
I  kifs  your  Hand.    Ero,  I  know  you  not,  Sir.     Anno.  O! 
My  noble  Brother,  welcome  from  the  Wars. 

jint.  Dear  Sifter. 

Anno,  Where  is  my  Father,  that  you  come 
Without  him  ?  We  have  news  of  your  Succefs. 
He  has  his  Health,  I  hope  ?     Ant.  Yes  Sifter,  he  has 
His  Health,  but  is  not  well.     Anno.  How,  not  well  then  ? 
What  Riddles  do  you  utter  ? 

Ant.  I'll  tell  you  more  in  private.     Gon.  Noble  Sir, 
I  cannot  be  unmindful  of  your  Merit, 
Since  I  laft  heard  it :  You  are  a  hopeful  Youth, 
Indeed,  the  Soul  of  Candy.     I  muft  fpcak 
xMy  Thoughts. 

Anno.  The  Prince  of  Cyprus  Brother  ;  O  good  Decius. 

Ant.  I  am  his  Servant. 

Phi.  You  are  the  Patron  of  your  Country,  Sir, 
So  your  unimitable  Deeds  proclaim  you. 
It  is  no  Language  of  my  own,  but  all  Mens. 

Gon.  Your  Enemies  muft  needs  acknowledge  it: 
Then  do  not  think  ic  flattery  in  your  Friends, 
For  if  they  had  a  Heart,  they  could  not  want 
A  Tongue.     Ero.  Is  this  your  Brother,  Annophel? 

Anno.  Yes,  Madam. 

Ero.  Y' r  Name's  Antinous  ? 

Ant.  I  am. 
Lady,  that  moft  unfortunate  Man.     Ero.  How ! 
(Jnfortunate  ?  Why,  are  you  not  the  Soldier, 
The  Captain  of  thofe  Captains,  that  did  bring 
Conqueft  and  Vi(5Pry  home  along  with  you .'' 

Ayit.  I  had  fomc  fhare  in  it  •,  but  was  the  leaft 
Of  the  lead;  worthy.     G,on.  O  Sir,  in  your  Modefty 

You'll 
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You'll  make  a  double  Conqueft :  I  was  Ear-witnefs 
When  this  young  Man  fpoke  lefltr  than  he  afted. 
And  had  the  Soldier's  voice  to  help  him  out  : 

(16)  But  that  the  Law  compell'd  him,  and  his  Honour 
Inforc'd  him  make  a  claim  for  his  Reward, 

I  well  perceive  he  would  have  ftood  the  Man 
That  he  docs  now,  buried  his  Worth  in  filcncc. 

Ero.  Sir, 
I  hearken  not  to  him,  but  look  on  you. 
And  find  more  in  you  than  he  can  relate : 
You  (hall  attend  on  me. 

Ant.   Madam,  your  Pardon. 

Ero.  Deny  it  not.  Sir,  for  it  is  more  Honour 

(17)  Than  you  have  got  i'th'  Field  :  For  know  you  fhall. 
Upon  Eroia's  asking,  ferve  Erota. 

Ant.  I  may  want  Anlwers,  Lady, 
But  never  want  a  Will  to  do  you  fervice. 
I  came  here  to  my  Sifter  to  take  leave. 
Having  enjoin'd  myfelf  to  Banifhment, 
For  fome  caufe  that  hereafter  you  may  hear. 
And  wilh  with  me  I  had  not  the  occafion. 

Anno.  There  fhall  be  no  occafion  to  divide  us: 
Dear  Madam  for  my  fake  ufe  all  your  Power, 

(18)  Even  for  the  Service  that  he  ought  to  owe. 
Mud,  and  docs  owe  to  you,  his  Friends,  and  Country, 

Ero.  Upon  your  Loyalty  to  th*  State  and  me, 
I  do  command  you.  Sir,  not  depart  Candy: 
Am  I  not  your  Princefs  ? 

( 1 6)   But  that  the  Laiv  compelPd  him  for  his  H'tnour, 

To  infarct  him  make  a  claim  for  his  Re-j:ard,'\  The  La'w  com- 
feird  him  to  infarct  him  feemed  foinewhat  abfurd;  but  I  was  at  firft  a 
little  doabtful  whether  I  fhould  treat  it  as  an  evident  Corruption,  till 
obferving  that  the/or  in  the  fecond  Lir.e  flood  diredlly  under  that  in  the 
firft,  and  that  every  one  knows  how  frequently  the  Printers  make  fuch 
Miftakes ;   I  was  determin'd  to  treat  it  as  a  Miftake. 

(.17)  Than  you  ka-ve  Vth'  Field  :'\  Tho' this  was  not  Nonfenfe,  yet 
the  Abbreviations  bting  unnecefTary  unlefs  a  Word  was  dropt,  I  fuf- 
pefted  the  Verb  ivon  to  have  been  the  Original,  but  confulting  the  old 
Folio  found  it  to  he  gotten,  for  which  j-o/  is  frequently  put  both  by  the 
Old  Engitjh  Writers  as  well  as  tlie  Modern. 

(18)  £.\trforthe  Sfrvice}  The  Corruption  here  is  too  evident  to 
Df  ed  a  Proof. 

Aft!. 
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Ant.  You  are,  great  Lady. 

Ero.  Then  (hew  yourfelf  a  Servant  and  a  Subje<5l. 

jint.  I  am  yourVaflal. 

Moc.  You  are  a  Coward  ;  I  that  dare  not  Fight, 
Scorn  to  be  Vaflai  to  any  Prince  in  Europe  : 
Great  is  my  Heart  with  Pride,  which  TlJ  encreafe 
When  they  are  gone,  with  practice  on  my  VaflaJs. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Atten.  The  noble  CaJJllane  is  come  to  fee  you,  Madam. 

Bee.  There's  comfort  in  thofe  words,  Antinous  \ 
For  here's  the  Place  and  Perfons  that  have  power 
To  reconcile  you  to  his  Love  again. 

Ant,  That  were  a  fortunate  Meeting. 

Eyiter  Caffilane  and  Arcanes. 

Caf.  Greatnefs  ft  ill  wait  you,  Lady. 
Ero.    Good  Cajfdane, 
We  do  maintain  our  Greatnefs  through  your  Valour. 

Caf  My  Prayers  pull  daily  BlefTings  on  thy  Head, 
My  un-ofFending  Child,  my  Annopbcl.  [me? 

Good  Prince,  worthy  Gonzalo  !  Ha !  Art  thou  here  before 
In  every  Adlion  art  thou  thus  Ambitious  ^ 
My  Duty,  Lady,  I  firft  offered  here, 
And  Love  to  thee,  my  Child,  though  he  out-ftrip  me  j 
Thus  in  the  Wars  he  got  the  ftart  on  me, 
By  being  forward,  but  performing  lefsj 
All  the  endeavours  of  my  Life  are  loft. 
And  thrown  upon  that  Evil  of  mine  own 
Curfed  begetting,  whom  I  fhame  to  Father. 
O  that  the  heat  thou  rob'dft  me  of,  had  burnt 
Within  my  Entrails,  and  begot  a  Feaver, 
Or  fome  worfe  Sicknefs,  for  thou  'rt  a  Difeafe 
Sharper  than  any  Phyfick  gives  a  Name  to. 

Anno.  Why  do  you  fay  fo? 

Caf.  O  Annophel ;  there  is  good  caufe,  my  Girl : 
H'  has  plaid  the  Thief  with  me,  and  fiich'daway. 
The  richeft  Jewel  of  my  Life,  my  Honour, 
Wearing  it  publickly  with  that  Applaufe, 
As  if  he  juftly  did  inherit  it. 

Ant. 
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yif2t.  Would  I  had  in  my  Infancy  been  laid 
Within  my  Grave,  cover'd  with  Bleflings,  rather 
Than  grown  up  to  a  Man,  to  meet  your  Curfes. 

Caf.  O  that  thou  hadlt. 
(19)  Then  I  had  been  the  Father  of  a  Child, 
Dearer  than  thou  wert  even  unto  me, 
When  hope  perfwaded  me  I  had  begot 
Another  Iclf  in  thee;   Out  of  mine  Eyes, 
As  far  as  I  have  thrown  thee  from  my  Heart, 
Thacl  may  live  and  die  forgetting  thee. 

Ero.  How  has  he.  Sir,  deferv'd  this  untam*d  Anger, 
That  when  he  might  have  ask*d  for  his  Reward 
Some  Honour  for  himfelf,  or  mafs  of  Pelf, 
He  only  did  requeft  to  have  eredcd 
Your  Statue  in  the  Capitol,  with  Titles 
Ingrav'd  upon*t,  The  Patron  of  bis  Country? 

Caf.  Thar,  that's  the  Poifon  in  the  gilded  Cup, 
The  Serpent  in  the  Flowers,  that  ftings  my  Honour, 
And  leaves  me  dead  in  Fame :  Gods  do  a  Juftice, 
And  rip  his  Bofom  up,  that  Men  may  fee, 
Seeing,  believe  the  fubtle  Pradlices 
Written  within  his  Heart :  But  I  am  heated, 
And  do  forget  this  Prefencc,  and  myfelf. 
Your  Pardon,  Lady. 

Ero.   You  fhould  not  ask,  'lefs  you  knew  how  to  give. 
For  my  fake,  Cqffilam^  caft  out  o'  your  Thoughts 
All  ill  Conceptions  of  your  worthy  Son,    * 
That,  queftionlefs,  has  ignorantly  offended, 
Declared  in  his  Penitence. 

Caf.  Bid  me  die,  Lady,  for  your  fake  I'll  do  it; 
But  that  you'll  fay  is  nothing,  for  a  Man 
That  has  out-liv'd  his  Honour :  But  command  me 

(19)   Then  I  had  been  the  Father  of  a  Childt 

Dearer  than  thou  "xert  ever  unto  me^ 

When  hcpe  ferf-.xaded  me  1  hadhegot 

Another  f elf  in  thee  :^  This  Sentence  fcem?  a  little  obfcure. 
It  fhould  mean,  that  he  had  then  only  had  one  Child,  'viz..  Jnncphil, 
who  is  dearer  to  him  than  Antinous  was  ev'n  at  the  time  ofhis  Birth, 
when  Hope  peri'uaded  him  that  he  had  begot  another  {t\^.  The  Change 
of  ever  to  e-ven,  in  this  Place  alfo,  feems  lo  give  this  Senfe  more 
plearly. 
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In  any  thing  hvt  that,  and  CaJJilane 

Shall  ever  be  your  S^^rvant.     Come  Anmphcly 

My  Joy  in  this  World,  thou  fhalt  live  with  mc. 

Retired  in  fome  Iblitary  Nook, 

The  comfort  of  my  Age;  my  Days  are  fhort, 

And  ought  to  be  well  fpent ;  and  I  defirc 

No  othcT  Witnels  of  them  but  thyfelf. 

And  good  /ir canes. 

Anno.  I  {hall  obey  you.  Sir. 

Gon.   Noble  Sir, 
If  you  tarteany  want  of  worldly  Means, 
Let  not  that  difcontent  you :  Know  me  your  Friend, 
Th.it  hath  and  can  fupply  you. 

Caf.  Sir,  I  am  too  much  bound  to  you  already. 
And  'tis  not  of  my  Cares  the  Icaft,  to  give  you 
Fair  Sat'isfa(5tion. 

Gon.  You  may  imagine  I  do  fpeak  to  that  end. 
But  truft  me,  'tis  to  make  you  bolder  with  me. 

Caf.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  and  may  make  trial  of  you  ; 
Mean  time  my  Service. 

Anno.  Brother  be  comforted;  fo  long  as  I  continue 
Within  my  Father's  Love,  you  cannot  long 
Stand  out  an  Exile  :  I  mult  go  live  with  him. 
And  I  will  prove  fo  good  an  Orator 
In  your  behalf,  that  you  again  fhall  gain  him, 
(20)  Or  I  will  ftir  in  him  another  Anger, 
And  be  loft  with  you. 

Ant.  Better  I  were  negiedled :  Forhe'shafty, 
And  through  the  Cholerthat  abounds  in  him, 
"Which  for  the  time  divides  from  him  his  Judgment, 
He  may  call  you  off,  and  with  you  his  Life; 
For  Grief  will  ftraight  furprize  him,  and  that  way 
Muft  be  his  Death :   The  Sword  has  try'd  too  often. 
And  all  the  deadly  Inftiuments  of  War 
Have  aim'd  at  his  great  Heart,  but  ne*er  could  touch  it: 
Yet  not  a  Limb  about  him  wants  a  Scar. 

(20)   Or  Inxj'di ftir  with  him  another  Anger 

And  be  loft  ixiith you '\  Here  the  ixiith  in  the  lower  Line  by  an 
accidental  Cait  of  the  Printer's  Eye  feems  tohavejullled  a  more  proper 
Picpofuion  out  of  the  upper  one. 

Caf. 
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Caf.  Madam,  my  Duty £ro.  Will  you  be  gone? 

Caf.  I  muft, 
I,ady,  but  I'll  be  ready,  when  you  *re  plehs'd 

Command  me,  for  your  Service.     Excellent  Prince 

To  all  my  hearty  Love,  and  good  Farewel. 

Mcc.  Thanks,  honeft  Cajfilane.     Caf.  Come  Amwpheh 
Gon.  Shall  I  not  wait  upon  you.   Sir  ? 
Caf.  From  hence 
You  fhall  not  ftira  Foot:  Loving  Gonzalo^ 
It  muft  be  all  my  Study  to  requite  you. 

Gen.  If  I  may  be  To  fortunate  to  deferve 
The  Name  of  Friend  from  you,  I  have  enough. 

Caf  You  are  fo,  and  you  'vc  made  yourfelf  fo.     Gon. 
I'll  then 
Preferve  it. 

Ero.  Antinous,  you're  my  Servant,  are  you  not  ? 
Ant.  'T  hath  pleas'd  you  fo  to  grace  me. 
Ero.  Why  are  you  then  dcjeftcd  ?  You  will  fay. 
You  Ve  loft  a  Father;  but  you  Ve  found  a  Miftrefs 
Doubles  that  lofs :  Be  Mafter  of  your  Spirit; 
You  have  acaufe  for  it,  which  is  my  Favour. 
Gon.  And  mine. 

Ero.  Will  no  Man  eafe  me  of  this  Fool.? 
Gon.  Your  Fellow. 
Ero.  Antinous  wait  upon  us. 
yfnt.  I  ftiall,  Madam. 
Gon.  Nay  but  Ladv,  Lady. 
Ero.  Sir,  you  are  rude :  And  if  you  be  the  Mafter 
Of  fuch  Means  as  you  talk  of,  you  ftiould  learn 
Good  Manners. 

Gon.  O  Lady,  you  can  find  a  fault  in  me. 
But  not  perceive  it  in  yourfelf:  You  muft,  fhall  hear  me: 
1  love  you  for  your  Pride,  'tis  the  beft  Virtue  in  you, 

Ero.  I  could  hang  this  Fellow  now  :  By  whom 
Are  you  fupported,  that  you  dare  do  this  P 
Have  you  not  here  example  in  a  Prince 
Tianfcending  you  in  all  things,  yet  bears  himfelf 
As  doth  become  a  Man  had  leen  my  Beauty  ? 
B.ick  to  your  Country,  and  your  Curtizans, 
Where  you  may  be  admired  for  your  Wealth, 

Which 
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"Which  being  confum'd,  may  be  a  means  to  gain  you 
Th'  opinion  of  fome  Wit.     Here's  nothing  to 
Be  got  but  Scorn,  and  lofs  of  time.     Gon.   Which  are 
Things  I  delight  in.     Ero.  Antinous^  follow  me.      \Ex%t. 

Gon.  She  is  vcxt  to  the  Soul. 

Moc.   Let  her  be  vexr, 
'Tis  fit  (he  ihouid  be  fo  : 

Give  me  thy  Hand  Gonzalo^  thou  'rt  in  our  favour. 
For  we  do  love  to  cherifh  lofty  Spirits, 
Such  as  percuffe  the  Earth,  and  bound 
With  an  eredled  Countenance  to  the  Clouds. 

Gon.  'S-foot,  what  thing  is  this? 

Moc.  I  do  love  Fire-works,  becaufe  they  mount: 
An  Exhalation  I  profefs  to  adore 
Beyond  a  fixed  Star,  *tis  more  Illuflrious, 
As  every  thing  rais*d  out  of  Smoak  is  fo  : 
Their  Virtue  is  in  Adion  ;  What  do  you  think 
Of  me?     Gon.  Troth,  Sir,  you  are  beyond  my  guefs, 
I  know  you  not.     Moc.  D'  you  know  yourfelf ?    Gciii 

Yes,  Sir. 
.  Moc.  Why,  you  and  I  are  one :  Tm  proud,  and 
Very  proud  too. 

That  I  muft  tell  yo' ;  I  faw  it  did  become  you, 
Coufin  Gonzalo^  prithee  let  ic  be  fo. 

Gon.  Let  it  be  fo,  good  Coufin. 

Moc.  I  am  no  great  ones  Fool. 

Gon.  I  hope  fo,  for  Alliance  fake. 

Moc.  Yet  I  do  fervc 
The  Mighty,  Monftrous,  and  Magnanimous, 
Invincible  Erota. 

Gon.  O  good  Coufin, 
I  have  you  now  ;  I'll  meet  you  in  your  Coat. 

Moc.  Coat?  I've  my  Horfe-man*s  Coat  I  muft  confcfe 
Lin'd  through  with  Velvet,  and  a  Scarlet  out-fide  ; 
If  you  will  meet  me  in't,  1*11  fend  for  it ; 
And  Coufin  you  fhall  fee  me  with  much  comfort, 
For  it  is  both  a  new  one,  and  a  right  one. 
It  did  not  come  Collateral. 

Gon.  Adieu 
Good  Coufin  ;  at  this  prcfent  I've  fome  buftnefs. 

Moc.  Farcwcl,  excellent  Coufin.  ACT 
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ACT     III.       SCENE      I. 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Fernando. 

Gon.  f^Andy^  I  fay,  is  loft  already. 

V^     Fer.  Yes, 
If  to  be  Conqueror  be  to  be  loft.  [them. 

Gon.  You  have  it  i  one  Day's  Conqueft  hath  undone 
And  fold  them  to  their  ValTalage  j  for  what 
Have  I  elfe  toil*d  my  Brains,  profufely  cmpty'd 
My  Monies,  but  to  make  them  Slaves  to  Venice, 
That  fo  in  cafe  the  Sword  did  lofe  his  Edge, 
Then  Art  might  ftiarpen  hers  ? 
Fer.  Gonzalo^  how? 

Gon.  Fernando  thus:  You  fee  how  through  this  Land, 
Both  of  the  beft  and  bafeft  I  am  honour'd  j 
I  only  gave  the  State  of  Venice  notice. 
When,  where,  and  how  to  Land,  or  you  had  found 
A  better  Entertainment:   I  was  he 
Encourag'd  young  Antinous  to  affront 
The  Devil  his  Father:  For  the  Devil,  I  think. 
Dares  not  do  more  in  Battel. 

Fer.  But  why  did  ye? 
I  find  no  fuch  great  Policy  in  that. 

Gon.  Indeed  Fernando^  thou  canft  fight,  not  plot; 
Had  they  continu'd  one,  they  two  alone 
Were  of  fufficient  Courage  and  Performance 
To  beat  an  Army. 

Fer.  Now  by  all  my  hopes, 
I  rather  ftiall  admire,  than  envy  Virtue. 

Gon.  Why  then  by  all  your  hopes  youMl  rather  have 
Your  Brains  knockt  our,  than  learn  how  to  be  wife  j 
You  States-man?   Well,  Sir,  I  did  more  than  this. 
When  Caffilane  crav'd  from  the  common  Treafure 
Pay  for  his  Soldiers,  I  ftruck  home,  and  lent  him 
An  hundred  thoufand  Duckats. 

Fer.  Marry,  Sir, 
The  Policy  was  little,  the  Love  lefs, 
And  Honcfty  leaft  of  all. 

Gon. 


32  TZ^  Laws  of  Candy. 

Gon.  How  fay  ye  by  chat  ? 
Go  fight,  I  fav  go  fight,  1*11  talk  no  more  with  you. 
You  are  inlenfible. 

Fer.   Weil,  I  (hall  obferve  ye. 

Gon.  Why  look  you.  Sir,  by  this  means  have  I  got 
The  greateft  part  o^  Cajfilane*s  Eftate 
Into  my  Hands,  which  he  can  ne*er  redeem, 
But  muft  offeree  fink  :  D'  you  conceive  me  now  ? 

Fer.  So : 
But  why  have  you  importuned  the  Senate, 
(ii)  For  me  to  foiourn  with  him.? 

Gon.  There's  the  Quinteflence, 
The  Soul,   and  grand  Elixir  of  my  Wit : 
For  he,  according  to  his  noble  Nature, 
"Will  not  be  known  to  want,  though  he  do  want. 
And  will  be  bankrupted  fo  much  the  fooncr. 
And  made  the  fubjeft  of  our  Scorn  and  Laughter. 

Fer.  Here  is  a  perfedt  plotted  Stratagem. 

Gon.  Why  ?  Could  yo' 
Imagine,  that  1  did  not  hate 
In  Heart,  my  Country's  Enemies?  Yes,  yes, 
Fernando.,  and  I'll  be  the  Man  that  fhall 
Undo  them.     Fer.  Ye  are  in  a  ready  way. 

Qon.  I  was  ne'er  out  on't. 

Enter  Gafpero. 

Gon.  Peace,    here  comes  a  wife 
Coxcomb,  a  tame  Coward — Worthy  Gafpero^  what, 
You  come,  I  know,  to  be  my  Lord  Fernando''^ 
Conduder  to  old  Cajftlane  ? 

Gaf.  To  wait  upon  him.     Gon.  And  my  Lords  the 
Senators 
Sent  you  ? 

Gaf.  My  noble  Lord,  they  did. 

Gon    My  Lord  Fernando^ 
This  Gentleman,  as  humble  as  you  fee  him. 
Is  ev'n  this  Kingdom's  Treafure  :  In  a  word, 

(21)  ^or  me  tofojourn  nuith  them  ?  ]  It  was  Cajjtlane  Jo  whom  he 
was  to  become  a  Guefl,  them  therefore  feems  a  Miftake,  as  the  An- 
tecedent would  be  th.e  Senate,  not  CoJJilane  or  his  Famil/. 

'Tis 
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'Tis  his  chief  Glory  that  he  is  not  wifer 
Than  honed,  nor  more  honeft  than  approved 
In  Truth  and  Faith. 

Gaf.  My  Lord. 

GoJt,  You  may  be  bold 
To  truft  him  with  your  Bofom,  heMI  not  deceive 
If  you  rely  upon  him  once. 

Fer.  Your  Name  is  Gafpero  ? 

Gaf.  Your  Servant. 

Gon,  Go  commend  me, 
Right  honeft  GafperOy  commend  me  heartil/ 
To  noble  Cajfilane^  tell  him  my  Love 
Is  vow'd  to  him. 

Gaf.  I  fhall. 

Gon.  I  know  you  will. 
My  Lord,  I  cannot  long  be  abfcnt  from  you. 

Fer.  Sir,  you  are  now  my  Guide.  \Ex\t, 

Gon.  Thus  my  defigns 
Run  uncontroul'd  j  yet  Venice,  though  I  be 
Intelligencer  to  thee,  in  my  Brain  are 
Ocher  large  Projefts  :  For  if  proud  Erota 
Lend  to  my  lure,  I  will  be  Candy^s  King, 
And  Duke  of  Venice  too.     Ha  ?  Venice  too  ?  O 
'Twas  prettily  fhov'd  in  :  Why  not  ?  Erota 
May  in  her  Love  feal  all  fure :  If  fhe  fwallow 
The  Biit,  I'm  Lord  of  both -,  if  not,  yet  Candy, 
Djfpight  of  all  her  Power,  fhall  be  ruin*d.  [£x//. 

Enter  Caflllane,  Arcanes,  and  Anhophel. 

Caf  Urge  me  no  farther,  /Innophel. 

Anno.  My  Lord. 

Caf.  Thy  Father's  Poverty  has  made  thee  happy ; 
For  though  'tis  true,  this  folitary  Life 
Sutes  not  with  Youth  and  Beauty,  O  my  Childj 
Yet  'tis  the  fweeteft  Guardian  to  protedt 
Chad  Names  from  Court-afperfions ;  there  a  Lady, 
Tender  and  delicate  in  Years  and  Graces, 
That  doats  upon  the  charms  of  Eafc  and  Pleafure, 
Is  Ship-wrackt  on  the  Shore  j  for  'tis  much  fafer 
To  truft  the  Ocean  in  a  leaking  Ship, 

Vol.   IV.  C  Than 
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Than  follow  Greatnefs  in  the  wanton  Rites 
Of  Luxury  and  Sloth. 

Jnno.  My  Wilhcs,  Sir, 
Have  never  foar'd  a  higher  flight,  than  truly 
To  find  Occafion  wherein  I  might  witnefs 
My  Duty  and  Obedience. 

Caf,  * Tis  well  faid, 
Canit  thou  forbear  to  laugh,  Arcanes? 

Arc.  Why,  Sir.? 

Caf.  To  look  upon  my  Beggary,  to  look 
Upon  my  Patience  in  my  Beggary : 
Tell  me. 

Does  it  fliew  hand  fome?  Bravely?   Handfome  ?  Thou 
Wilt  flatter  me,  (22)  and  fwear  that  I  am  mifcrable. 

Arc.  Nothing 
More  glorifies  the  Noble,  and  the  Valiant, 

(22)    Thou  'Wilt  flatter  me 

Andfvjear  that  lam  mi/erable.l  I  have  endeavoured  to  reflify 
the  Meafure  of  this  and  the  three  preceding  Lines ;  but  there  is  a  Dif- 
ficulty in  the  laft,  which  Mr.  Sympfon  would  amend,  by  iuppofing  a 
Negative  dropt,  and  would  read, 

A^dfv:ear  that  Tm  not  miferahle. 

But  thi?  does  not  fatisfy,  and  I  therefore  prefer  the  old  Reading  with 

the  following  Interpretation, "You,  Arcanes,  will  flatter  n-.e 

•'  by  talking  of  my  former  Greatnefs  and  Glory,  and  fwear  that  this 
*'  Retirement  is  Mifery  to  a  Man  of  my  Abilities  for  the  Command 

••  of  whole  Armies." -This  gives  me  an  Opportunity  of  remarking 

the  Excellency  of  CaJJilane's  Charadler ;  the  Faults  of  whofe  Temper, 
tho'  the  firieft  Strokes  of  the  Poet's  Pencil,  are  apt  to  difgufl  fome 
Readeis.  The  fame  has  hapned  with  regard  to  Arbaces  in  the  King 
endtto  K'tnfr'y  the  Faults  of  the  Heroes  are  objeded  to  the  Poets,  and 
they  fcarce  think  it  poflible  that  Perfons  ot  fuch  noble  and  magnanimous 
Tempers  fhould  be  diftrafted  with  fuch  violent  and  frantick  Paflions. 
But  the  Poets,  from  a  deeper  Infight  into  human  Nature,  knew,  that 
Perfons  of  bright  Parts  and  extenjive  Capacities  are  more  fubjeft  to 
<violent  PaJJions  than  Genius's  of  a  Icnver  Claj's:  Becaufe  quick  Percep- 
tions are  the  Source  from  whence  chiefly  fpring  both  the  Vnderfianding  - 
and  the  Pa£ions.  The  Charafters  therefore  of  Achilles  by  Homer,  of  ' 
Turnus  and  Mezentius  by  Firgil,  of  CaJJius,  Hot/pur  and  Coriolanus 
by  Shake/pear,  of  Arbaces  and  Cajjilane,  by  our  Authors,  required 
more  Art,  and  a  deeper  Infight  into  Nature  to  draw  them,  than  either 
HeSor,  JEneas,  Brutus  or  Antinous  by  the  fame  Authors,  altho'  the 
latter  are  certainly  much  more  amiable  Characters  than  the  former. 

Than 
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Than  to  defpife  Contempt;  If  you  continue 
But  to  enjoy  yourfdf,  you  in  yourfelf 
Enjoy  all  (tore  bcfides. 

Caf.  An  excellent  change  : 
I  that  fomc  feven  Apprenticefiiips  commanded 
A  hundred  Miniflers,  that  waited  on 
My  Nod,  and  fometimes  twenty  thoufand  Soldiers, 
Am  now  retir*d,  attended  in  my  Age 
By  one  poor  Maid,  follow'd  by  one  old  Man. 

Arc.  Sir,  you  are  lower  in  your  own  Repute 
Than  you  have  reafon  for. 

Caf.  The  Roman  Captains, 
I  mean  the  bravefl:,  fi ich  as  with  their  Bloods 
Purchas'd  their  Country's  Peace,  the  Empire's  Glory, 
Were  glad  at  lad  to  get  them  to  fome  Farms, 
Off  from  the  clamours  of  th'  ingrateful  great  one?. 
And  the  uniteady  Multitude,  to  live 
As  I  do  now,  and  'twas  their  bJefTing  too. 
Let  it  be  ours,  Arcanes. 

Arc.  I  cannot  but 
Applaud  your  fcorn  of  Injuries. 

Caf.  Of  Injuries? 
Arcanesy  Anmphel^  lend  both  your  Hands. 
So,  what  fiy  y*  now  ^. 

Arc.  Why  now,  my  Lord' • 

Caf.  I  fwear 
By  all  my  paft  Profperities  •,  thus  {landing 
Between  you  two,  I  think  myfelf  as  great. 
As  mighty,  as  if  in  the  Capitol 
I  ftood  amidfl:  the  Senators,  with  all 
The  Cretan  Subjedts  proftrate  at  my  Feet, 

Anno.  Sir,  you  are  here  more  fafe. 

Caf.  And  more  belov'd  : 
Why  look  ye.  Sirs,  I  can  forget  the  weaknefs 
Of  the  traduced  Soldiers,  the  negled: 
Of  the  fair-fpoken  Senate,  the  impiety 
Of  him,  the  Villain,  whom,  to  my  dilhonour. 
The  World  mifcalls  my  Son.     But  by  the  ~  Arc.  Sir, 
Remember  that  you  promis'd  no  occafion 
Should  move  your  Patience. 

C   2  Caf 
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Caf.  Thou  doft  chide  me  friendly. 
He  dial  I  not  have  the  Honour  to  be  thought  upon 
Amongft  us. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Now  ?  the  News  ? 

Serv.  The  Secretary, 
"With  the  Venetian  Prifoner,  defire 
Admittance  to  your  Lordfliip. 

Caf.  How  ?   to  me  ? 
What  Myftery  is  this  ?  Arcanesy  can  they, 
Think'ft  thou,  mean  any  good  ? 

Arc.  My  Lord,  they  dare  not 
Intend  ought  elfe  but  good. 

Caf.  'Tis  true,  they  dare  not. 
Arcanes^  welcome  them  :  Come  hither,  Annophel^  [^Ex.  Arc, 
Stand  clofe  to  me,  we'll  change  our  Affability 
Into  a  form  of  State :   And  they  fhall  know 
Our  Heart  is  ftill  our  own. 

Enter  Arcanes,  Fernando,  and  Gafpero. 

Arc.  My  Lord • 

Caf.  Arcanes, 
I  know  them  both  :    Fernando^  as  you  are 
A  Man  of  Greatnefs,  I  fliould  undervalue 
The  Right  my  Sword  hath  fought  for,  to  obfervc 
Low- fawning  Complements,  but  as  you  are 
A  Captive  and  a  Stranger,  I  can  love  you, 
And  muft  be  kind.     You  're  welcome. 

Per.  'Tis  the  all 
Of  my  Ambition. 

Gaf  And  for  proof  how  much 
He  truly  honours  your  Heroick  Virtues, 
The  Senate,  on  his  importunity. 
Commend  him  to  your  Lordfliip's  Guard. 

Caf  For  what  ? 

Gaf   During  the  time  of  his  Abode  in  Candy ^ 
To  be  your  Houlhold  Gueft. 

Fer.   Wherein,  my  Lord, 
You  Ihall  more  make  me  Debtor  to  your  Noblenef?, 
Than  if  you  had  return'd  me  without  Ranfom. 

Caf  Are  you  in  carncft,  Sir  ? 

•     Fer, 
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Ftr.  My  Suit  to  th*  Senate 
Shall  beft  rcfolve  you  that. 

Caf.   Come  hither,  Secretary, 
Look  that  this  be  no  Trick  now  put  upon  mc  : 
For  if  it  be Sirrah — 

Gaf.  As  I  have  troth. 
My  Lord,  it  only  is  a  Favour  granted 
Upon  Fernando\  motion,  from  himfelf  : 
Your  Lordfliip  muft  conceive,  I'd  not  partake 
Ought,  but  what  Ihould  concern  your  Honour  :  Who 
Has  been  the  Prop,  our  Country's  Shield,  and  Safety, 
But  the  renowned  CaJJilane? 

Caf.  Applaufe? 

Is  Gafpero — pufF — nothing why,  young  Lord, 

Would  you  lb  much  be  fequefter'd  from  thofc 

That  are  the  blazing  Comets  of  the  Time, 

To  live  a  folitary  Life  with  me, 

A  Man  forfaken  ?  All  my  Hofpitality 

Is  now  contraded  to  a  few  ;  thefe  two, 

This  Tempeft-wearied  Soldier,  and  thisVirgicj; 

We  cannot  feaft  your  Eyes  with  Mafques  and  Revels, 

Or  Courtly  Anticks ;  the  fad  Sports  we  riot  in, 

Are  Tales  of  foughten  Fields,  of  Martial  Scars, 

And  things  done  long  ago,  when  Men  of  Courage 

Were  held  the  beft,  not  thofe  well^fpoken  Youths, 

Who  only  carry  Conqueft  in  their  Tongues  ; 

Now  ftoriesof  this  Nature  are  unfeafonabie 

To  entertain  a  great  Duke's  Son. 

Fer.  Herein 
Shall  my  Captivity  be  made  my  Happlnefs, 
Since  what  I  lofe  in  freedom,  I  regain. 
With  int'reft,  by  converfing  with  a  Soldier, 
So  matchlefs  for  Experience,  as  gvQ^i  CaJ/ilane : 
*Pray  Sir,  admit  me. 

Caf.  If  you  come  to  mock  me, 
I  Ihall  be  angry. 

Fcr.  By  the  love  I  bear 
To  Goodnefs,  my  Intents  are  honourable. 

Caf  Then  in  a  word,  my  Lord,  your  Vifjtations 
Shall  find  all  due  refpedt :  But  I  am  now 

C  3  Grown 
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Grown  old,  and  have  forgot  to  be  an  Hoft  ; 
Come  when  you  picafe,  you're  welcome. 

Fer.  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Anjw.  Good  Sir,  be  not  too  urgent  j  for  my  Father 
Will  foon  be  mov'd  :  yet  in  a  noble  way 
Of  Courtefic,  he  is  as  cafily  conquer'd. 

Fer.  Lady,  your  Words  are  like  your  Beauty,  powerful  i 
I  (hail  not  ilrive.more  how  to  do  him  Service, 
Than  how  to  be  your  Servant. 

Caf.  She's  my  Daughter, 
And  does  command  this  Houfe. 

Fer.  So  I  conceive  her. 

Caf.  D'  you  hear  ? 

Gap  My  honour'd  Lord. 

Caf.  Commend  me  to  them  : 
Tell  'em  I  thank  them. 

Gaf  Wliom,  my  Lord ; 

Gf.  The  Senate  ; 
Why,  how  come  you  fo  dull?  O  they  are  gracious. 

And  infinitely  grateful 'Thou  art  Eloquent, 

Speak  modeftly  in  mentioning  my  Services ; 

And  if  ought  fall  out  in  the  By,  that  muft 

Of  meer  neceflity  touch  any  aft 

Of  my  deferving  Praifes,  blufh  when  you  talk  on*t. 

'Twill  make  them  blufh  to  hear  on't. 

Gaf.  Why,  my  Lord • 

C^f.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  wife  now;  good,  obferveme. 
I  do  not  rail  againft  the  hopeful  Springall, 
That  builds  up  Monuments  in  Brafs  •,  rears  Trophies 
With  Mottoes  and  Infcriptions,  quaint  Devices 
Of  Poetry  and  Fiflion  •,  let's  be  quiet. 

yirc.  You  muft  not  crofs  him. 

Gaf.  Not  for  Candy^s  Wealth.  [pity 

Fer.  You  fliall  for  ever  make  me  yours.  Anno.  'Twere 
To  double  your  Captivity.     Arc.  Who's  here, 
Decius  ? 

Enter  Decius. 

Caf  Ha  !  Decius  \  Who  nam'd  Bcchis  ? 
Dec.  My  Duty  to  your  Lordfliip,  I  am  bold, 

Prefum* 


l!he  Laws  of  Candy.  39 

Prefuming  on  your  noble  and  known  Goodncfs, 
I'o 

Caf.  Whnt? 

Dec.  Prefent  you  with  this- 

Caf.  Letter  ?  ; 

Dec.  Yes,  my  honour*d  Lord. 

Caf.  From  whom  ? 

Dec.  'Pkafe  you  perufe 
The  Infide,  and  you  {hall  find  a  Name  fubfcribM, 
In  I'uch  Humility,  in  luch  Obedience, 
That  you  your  felf  will  judge  it  Tyranny 
Not  to  receive  it  fiivourably. 

Caf  Hey-day  ! 
Good  words,  my  Mafters !   This  is  Court- infedbion. 
And  none  but  Cowards  ply  them  :  Tell  me,  Deems ^ 
Without  more  Circumftance,  who  is  the  Sender  ? 

Dec.  Your  moft  griev'd  Son,  Antinous. 

Caf  On  my  Life 
A  Challenge;  fpeak,  as  thou  art  worthy,  fpeak  j 
ril  anfwer't. 

Dec.  Honour'd  Sir. 

Caf  No  honour'd  Sirs ■ 

Fool  your  young  Idol  with  fuch  pompous  Attributes. 
Say  briefly,  what  contains  it? 

Dec.  'Tis  a  lowly 
Petition  for  your  Favour. 

Caf  Rafli  young  Man, 
But  that  thou'rt  under  my  own  Roof,  and  know*ft 
I  dare  not  any  ways  infringe  the  Laws 
Of  Hofpitality,  thou  fhou'dft  repent 
Thy  bold  and  rude  Intrufion.     But  prefume  not 
Again  to  fliew  thy  Letter,  for  thy  Life; 
Decius,  not  for  thy  Life. 

Arc.  Nay  then,  my  Lord, 
I  can  with-hold  no  longer  ;  you*re  too  rough. 
And  wreftle  againft  Nature  with  a  violence 
More  than  becomes  a  Father ;  wherein  would  yc 
Come  nearer  to  the  likenefs  of  a  God, 
Than  in  your  being  intreatcd .''  Let  not  third 

C4  Of 
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Of  Honour  make  you  (23)  quite  forget  you  are 

A  Man,  and  what  makes  perfect  Manhood's  Comforts, 

A  Father. 

Anno.  If  a  Memory  remain 
Of  my  departed  Mother  i  if  the  Purity 
Of  her  unblcmifh'd  Faith  deferve  to  live 
In  your  Remembrance,  let  me  yet  by  thefe 
Awake  your  Love  to  my  uncomfortcd  Brother. 

Fer.  I  am  a  Stranger,  but  fo  much  I  tender 
Your  Son's  defertful  Virtues,  that  I  vow 
His  Sword  ne'er  Conquer'd  me  fo  abfolutely. 
As  fhall  your  Courtefie,  if  you  vouchfafe. 
At  all  our  inftances,  to  new  receive  him 
Into  your  wonted  Favour. 

Gaf.  Sir  you  cannot 
Require  more  low  Submifiion. 

Anno.  Am  I  not 
Grown  vile  yet  in  your  Eyes }  then  by  the  name 
Of  Father,  let  me  once  more  fue  for  him, 
"Who  is  the  only  now  remaining  Branch 
With  me,  of  that  mod  ancient  Root,  whofc  Body 
You  are,  dear  Sir. 

CaJ.  'Tis  well,  an  Hoft  of  Furies 
Could  not  have  baited  me  more  torturingly. 
More  rudely,  or  more  moft  unnaturally. 
Decius,  I  fay,  let  me  no  more  hear  from  him  ; 
For  this  time  go  thou  hence,  and  |cnow  from  me 
Thou  art  beholden  to  me,  that  I  have  not 

(23)  — — quite  forget  you  are 

A  Man,  and  'what  Ttiakes  perfeii  Manhoods,  comforts 
A  Father. 
Anno-  If  a  Memory  remain  &c.    Mr.  Sjmpfon  would   corred  this 
Paffage  thus. 

• -quite  forget  you  are 

A  Mar/,  and  nvhat  maizes  perfe£l  Manhood's  Comforts. 
Anno.  O  Father,  if  a  Memory  remain  Sec. 
But  this  Emendation  makes  more  Changes  than  are  necefTary,  and 
does  not  reftore  the  whole  Beauty  of  the  Poets  Sentiment,  which  was 
indeed  utterly  loft  by  the  falfe  Points  of  all  the  former  Editions.  Thefe 
being  reftor'd,  the  Senfe  will  be  clear.  *'  Don't  forget  you  are  a 
•'  Man,  and  what  is  the  greateft  Bleffing  in  the  State  of  Manhood, 
*'  a  Father. 

Kiird 
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Kill'd  thee  already,  look  to  it  next,  look  to't. 

Arcanes^  fie,  fie  Annophel.  [_Exit. 

Arc.  He's  gone, 
Chaf  *d  beyond  fufFerance  ;  we  muil  follow  him. 

Dec.  Lady,  this  Letter  is  to  you. 

Anno.  Come  with  me. 
For  we  muft  fpeak  in  private  j  'pleafe  you,  Sir, 
To  fee  what  Entertainment  our  fad  Houfe 
Can  yield  ?  [Exit. 

per.  I  (hall  attend  you.  Lady. 

Gaf.  How  do  you  like 
To  fojourn  here,  my  Lord  ? 

Per.  More  than  to  feafl 
With  all  the  Princes  of  the  Earth  befides : 
Gonzalo  told  me,  thou  wcrt  honeft, 

Gaf.  Yes,  Sir, 
And  you  (hall  find  it. 

Per.  Shall  1} 

Gaf.  All  my  Follies 
Be  elfe  recorded  to  my  Shame. 

Per.  Enough, 
My  Heart  is  here  for  ever  lodg'd. 

Gaf.  The  Lady. 

Per.  The  Place  admits  no  time  to  utter  all. 
But  Gafpero^  if  thou  wilt  prove  my  Friend, 
ril  fay  thou  art r— 

Gaf  Your  Servant  ;  I  conceive  ye. 
We'll  chufe  fome  fitter  leifure. 

Per.  Never  Man 
Was  in  a  moment,  or  more  blefs'd,  or  wretched. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Hyp^rcha  placing  two  Chairs,   Antinous, 
and  Erota. 

Pro.  Leave  us. 

Hyp.  I  (hall.  [Exit, 

pro.  Antinous t  fit  dowp. 

Ant.  Madam. 

Erq.  1  fay,  fit  down,  I  do  command  you  fit ; 

For 
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For  look  what  Honour  thou  doft  gain  by  me, 

I  cannot  lofe  it  ;  happy  Anl'mousy 

The  Graces  and  the  higher  Deities 

SmilM  at  thy  Birth,  and  (till  continue  it  r  .  '        , 

Then  think  that  I,  who  fcorn  leflcr  Examples, 

Mufl  do  the  hke  :  Such  as  do  tafte  my  Power, 

And  talk  of  it  with  Fear  and  Reverence, 

Shall  do  the  lame  unto  the  Man  1  favour. 

I  tell  thee  Youth,  thou  hall  a  Conqueil  won. 

Since  thou  cam*ft  home,  far  greater  than  that  lad 

Which  dignify'd  thy  Fame,  greater  than  '\i 

Thou  fhould'ft  go  out  again,  and  conquer  farther ;  .  ?: -^ 

For  I  am  not  afhan-.ed  to  acknowledge 

My  felf  fubdu'd  by  thee. 

Ant.  Great  Lady— r- 

Era.  Sit  ftili,  I  will  not  hear  thee  eJfe  ;  now  fpeak, 
And  fpeuk  like  my  Aiitinous,  like  my  Soldier, 
Whom  C?:^>id^  and  not  Mars,  hath  fent  to  Battel. 

Ant.  I  mult,  I  fee,  be  filent. 

Ere.  So  thou  may'ft  5 
There's  greater  Adion  in  it  than  in  Clamour  j 
A  Look,  if  it  be  gracious,  will  begin  ..; 

The  War,  a  word  conclude  it  ;  then  prove  no  Cowar^J, 
Since  thou  haft  luch  a  friendly  Enemy, 
That  teaches  thee  to  Conquer. 

Ant.  You  do  amaze  me.  Madam, 
I  have  no  Skill,  no  Practice  in  this  War, 
And  whether  you  be  fcrious,  or  pleafe 
To  make  your  Sport  on  a  dejected  Man, 
I  cannot  rightly  guefs  ;  but  be't  as  't  will. 
It  is  alike  Unhappinefs  to  me ; 

My  Difcontents  bear  thofe  Conditions  in  them,     \_Mufick. 
And  lay  me  out  fo  v/rctchcd,  no  Defigns, 
However  truly  promiling  a  good, 
Can  make  me  relifh  ought,  but  a  fweet- bitter 
And  voluntary  Exile  .'' 

Ero.  Why  an  Exile  } 
What  comfort  can  there  be  in  thofe  Companions 

Which 
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(24)  Which  fad  Tlioughts  bring  along  ?  Hyparcha? 
Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  Madam. 

Ero.  Whence  comes  this  well-tun*d  Sound  ?      Hyp.  I 
Ivnow  not,  iVIadam. 

Ero.  Liften,  Wench  ; 
Whatever  friendly  Hands  they  are  that  fend  it,  \_Son^. 

Let  'em  play  on  ;  they're  Mafters  of  their  Faculty  : 
Doth  't  pleafe  you,  Sir  ?     Ant.  According  to  the  time. 

Ero.  Go  to  'em,  Wench, 
And  tell  'cm,  we  fliall  thank  'em;  for  they've  kept 
As  good  time  t'  our  Difpofuion,  as  t'  their  Inftruments  j 
Unlefs  Antinous  lliall  fay  he  loves. 
There  never  can  be  fwecter  Accents  utter*d. 

Enter  Philander. 

Phi,  Let  then  the  Heart  that  did  employ  thofe  Hands, 
Receive  fome  fmall  ihare  of  your  Thanks  with  them, 
'Tis  Happinefs  enough  that  you  did  like  it  i 
A  Fortune  unto  me,  that  1  Ihould  fend  it 
\n  fuch  a  lucky  Minute;  but  t'  obtain 
So  gracious  Welconie  did  exceed  my  Hope. 

Ero.  Good  Prince,  I  thank  you  for't.  Phi.  O,  Madam, 
pour  not 
Too  faft  Joys  on  me, 

But  fprinkle  'em  fo  gently,  I  may  (land  'cm  ; 
It  is  enough  at  firll,  you've  laid  afide 
Thofe  cruel  angry  Looks  out  of  your  Eyes, 
With  which,  as  with  your  lovely,  you  did  (trike 
All  your  Beholders  in  an  Ecftafie. 

Ero.  Philander.,  you  have  long  profefs'd  to  Love  mc. 

Phi.  Hav'  I  but  profefs'd  it.  Madam  ? 

Ero.  Nay,  but  hear  me  ? 

Phi.  More  attentively  than  to  an  Oracle. 

(24)   Which  fad  Thoughts  bring  along  with  ? 
Enter  Hyparcha. 
Hyp.   Madam.']    I  think  it  pretty  plain  that  Erota  called  her 
Attendant ;  and  this,  with  leaving  out  an  unneceffary  Monofyllable, 
coinplcats  the  Meafure. 

Ero. 
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Ero.  And  I  will  fpeak  more  truly,  if  more  can  be  ; 
Nor  (hall  my  Language  be  wrapt  up  in  Riddles, 
But  plain  as  Truth  it  (elf;  I  love  this  Gentleman, 
Whofe  Grief  has  made  him  fo  uncapable 
Of  Love,  he  will  not  hear,  at  lead  not  underftand  it. 
I,  that  have  lookt  with  fcornful  Eyes  on  thee. 
And  other  Princes,  mighty  in  their  States, 
And  in  their  Friends  as  fortunate,  have  now  pray'd. 
In  a  petitionary  kind  almoft. 

This  Man,  this  well-deferving  Man,  that,  I  muft  fay. 
To  look  upon  this  Beauty,  yet  you  fee 
He  cafts  his  Eyes  rather  upon  the  Ground 

Than  he  will  turn  *cm  this  way • 

Philander^  you  look  pale  •,  I'll  talk  no  more. 

Phi.  Pray  ye  go  forward  ;  I  would  be  your  Martyr; 
To  die  thus,  were  immortally  to  live. 

Ero.  Will  you  go  to  him  then,  and  fpeak  for  me? 
You  have  lov'd  longer,  but  not  ferventer, 
Know  how  to  fpeak,  for  you  have  done  it  like 
An  Orator,  ev'n  for  your  felf  ;  then  how  will  you  for  me. 
Whom  you  profefs  to  love  above  your  felf. 

Phi.    Ihe  Curfcs  of  Oiflemblers  follow  me 
Unto  my  Grave,  and  if  I  do  not  fo, 

Ero.   You  may,  as  all  Men  do,  fpeak  boldlier, 
Better  in  their  Friends  Caufe  ftill,  than  your  own  i 
But  fpeak  your  utmofl",  yet  you  cannot  feign, 
I  will  ftand  by,  and  blufh,  to  vvitnefs  it. 
Tell  him,  fince  I  beheld  him,  I  have  lofl: 
The  happinefs  of  this  Life,  (25)  Food,  and  ReR ; 
A  quiet  Bjfom,  and  the  State  I  went  with  ; 
Tell  him  withal,  that  (he  is  better  pleas'd 
With  thinking  on  him,  than  enjoying  thefc. 
Tell  him  how  he  has  humbled  the  proud. 
And  made  the  living  but  a  dead  Erota. 

Tell 

(25)    Food,  and  ReJJ  ; 

A  quiet  Bofom,  and  the  State  I  rjuent  luitb. 
'fell  him  houu  he  has  humbled  the  Proudy 
And  made  the  living  but  a  dead  Erota. 
7ell  him  ixithal,  that  /he  is  better  pleaid 
With  thinking  on  him,    than  enjoying   theje.'\     The    Relative 
thefq  can  have  no  Reference  to  any  thing  contain'd  in  the  two  pre- 

ceeding 
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Xell  him Philander,  Prince  ;  I  talk  in  vain 

To  you,  you  do  not  mark  me. 

Phi.  Indeed  I  do. 

Ero.  But  thou  doft  look  fo  pale, 
As  thou  wilt  fpoil  the  Story  in  relating. 

Pbi.  Not,  if  I  can  but  live  to  tell  it. 

£ro.  It  may  be  you  have  not  the  Heart. 

Pbi.  I  have  a  Will  I'm  fure,  how  e'er  my  Heart 
May  play  the  Coward  ;  but  if  you  pleafe,  I'll  try. 

Ero.  If  a  Kifs  will  ftrengthen  thee,  I  give  you  leave 
To  challenge  it,  nay,  I  will  give  it  you. 

Phi.  O  that  a  Man  fhould  tafte  fuch  heavenly  Blils, 
And  be  enjoin*d  to  beg  it  for  another  ! 

Ero.  Alas,  it  is  a  mifery  I  grieve 
To  put  you  to,  and  I  will  fufFer  rather 
Under  his  Tyranny,  than  thou  in  mine. 

Phi.  Nay,  Madam,  fince  I  cannot  have  your  Love, 
I  will  endeavour  to  dcferve  your  Pity  ; 
For  I  had  rather  have  within  the  Grave 
Your  Love,  than  you  (hould  want  it  upon  Earth. 
But  how  can  I  hope,  with  a  feeble  Tongue 
T*  inftruft  him  in  the  Rudiments  of  Love, 
When  your  moft  powerful  Beauty  cannot  work  it  ? 

Ero.  Do  what  thou  wilt.  Philander  -,  the  Requcft 
Is  fo  unrtrafonable,  that  I  quit  thee  of  it. 
I  dcfiie  now  no  more  but  the  true  Patience, 
And  Fortitude  of  Lovers,  with  thofc  helps 
Of  Sighs  and  Tears,  which,  I  think, 's  all  the  Phyfick — 

Phj.  O,  if  he  did  but  hear  you  'twere  enough  ; 
And  I  will  'wake  him  from  his  Apoplexy, 
^nlifjous. 

jint.  My  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Nay,  'pray, 
No  Courtefic  to  me,  you  are  my  Lord, 

ceeding  Lines,  but  plainly  refers  to  Food,  Reft,  a  quiet  Bofom  and 
her  State,  which  it  cannot  do,  without  much  Force,  as  the  Lines  at 
prefenc  ftand  ;  I  have  therefore  replac'd  them  in  their  natural  Order. 
It  is  highly  probable  that  the  two  intermediate  Lines  were  added  by 
Chc  Author  after  the  Former,  and  fo  being  wrote  in  the  Margin,  the 
Tranfcriber  or  Printer  might  cafily  miftakc  the  Place  where  they  were 
to  be  inferted. 

Indeed 
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Indeed  you  are,  for  you  command  her  Heart 
That  commands  mine  ;  nor  can  you  want  to  know  it. 
For  look  you,  flic  that  toltl  it  you  in  words, 
Explains  it  now  more  paflionatcly  in  Tears  j 
Either  thou  haft  no  Heart,  or  a  Marble  one, 
If  thofe  drops  cannot  melt  it  ;  prithee  look  up 
And  fee  how  Sorrow  fits  within  her  Eyes, 
And  Love  the  Grief  uie  goes  with  (if  not  her) 
Of  which  thou  art  the  Parent  -,  and  ne'er  yet 
Was  there,  by  Nature,  that  thing  made  fo  Stony 
But  it  would  love  whatever  it  begot. 

Ant.  He  that  begot  me,  did  beget  thefe  Cares, 
Which  are  good  Ifiues,  tho*  happily  by  him 
Efteemed  Monflcrs :  Nay,  the  ill-judging  World 
Is  likely  enough  to  give  them  thofe  Chara<5lers. 

Phi.  What's  this  to  Love,  and  to  the  Lady  ?  he's  old. 
Wrathful,  perverfe,  felf-will'd,  and  full  of  Anger, 
Which  are  his  Faults ;  but  let  them  not  be  thine  ; 
He  thrufts  you  from  his  Love,  flie  pulls  thee  on  j 
He  doubts  your  Virtues,  flie  doth  double  them  i 
O  either  ufe  thine  own  Eyes,  or  take  mine. 
And  with  them  my  Heart,  then  thou  wilt  love  her. 
Nay,  dote  upon  her  more  than  on  thy  Duty, 
And  Men  will  praile  thee  equally  for  it  i 
Negledling  her,  condemn  thee  as  a  Man 
Unworthy  fuch  a  Fortune  :  O  Antinous^ 
*Tis  not  the  Friendfhip  that  I  bear  to  thee. 
But  her  Command,  that  makes  me  utter  this  ; 
And  when  I  have  prevaii'd,  let  her  but  fay, 
Philandery  you  muft  die,  or  this  is  nothing. 
It  fhall  be  done  together  with  a  Breath, 
With  the  fime  willingnefs  1  live  to  ferve  her. 

Ero.  No  more,  PhiLmder. 

Phi.  All  I  have  done,  is  little  yet  to  purpofe, 
But  ere  I  leave,  I  will  perceive  him  blufh  i 
And  make  him  feel  the  Paflions  that  I  do  ; 
Every  true  Lover  will  affift  me  in'r. 
And  lend  me  their  lad  Sighs  to  blow  it  home. 
For  Cupid  warj^ts  a  Dart  to  wound  his  Bofom. 

Ero, 
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Er.o,  No  more,  no  morf,    'Philander^  I  can  endure  n( 
more ; 
Pray  let  him  go-,  go  good  Antinous,  make  Peace 
With  your  own  Mind,  no  matter  though  1  perifh. 

{^Exeu'ft. 


A  C  T     IV.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Hyparcha,  and  Mochingo. 

Hyp.  T  Cannot  help  it. 

i      Moc.  Nor  do  I  require  it, 
The  Malady  needs  no  Phyfician, 
Help  Hofpital  People. 

Hyp.  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  are  fo  valiant. 
Mcc.  Valiant  ? 
Can  any  Man  be  proud  that  is  not  valiant  ? 

You  foolifh  Woman,  what  would'fl  thou  lay  ?  thou 

1  know  not  what  to  call  thee. 
Hyp.  I  can  you. 

For  I  can  call  you  Coxcomb,  Afs,  and  Puppy^ 

Moc.  You  do't,  I  thank  you. 
Hyp.  That  you'll  lofe  a  Fortune, 
Which  a  Cobler  better  deierves  than  thou  doll. 

Moc.  Do  not  provoke  my  Magnanimity, 
For  when  I  am  incensM  I  am  infenfible ; 
Go  tell  thy  Lady,  that  hath  fent  me  word 
She  will  difcard  me,  that  I  difcard  her. 
And  throw  a  Scorn  upon  her,  which  I  wou'd  not. 
But  that  flie  does  me  wrong. 

Enter  Erota,  and  Antinous. 

Ero.  Do  you  not  glory  in  your  Conqueft  more. 
To  take  fome  great  Man  Prifoner,  than  to  kill  him  ? 
And  fliall  a  Lady  find  lefs  Mercy  from  you, 
That  yields  her  felf  your  Captive,  and  for  her  Ranfom, 
Will  give  the  Jewel  of  her  Life,  her  Heart, 
Which  flie  hath  lockt  from  all  Men  but  thy  fclf  ? 

For 
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For  fliame,  Antinous^  throw  this  Dulnefs  off; 

Art  thou  a  Man  no  where  but  in  the  Field  ?  [fleeps. 

Hyp.  (26)    He  mufl:  hear  Drums,  and  Trumpets  or  be 
And  at  this  inflant  dreams  he's  in  his  Armour  j 
Thefe  Iron-hearted  Soldiers  are  fo  cold, 
Till  they  be  beaten  to  a  Woman's  Arms, 
And  then  they  love  *em  better  than  their  own  ; 
No  Fort  can  hold  them  out. 

Ant.  What  Pity  is  it,   Madam,  that  your  felf. 
Who  are  all  Excellence,  fhould  become  fo  wretched. 
To  think  on  fuch  a  Wretch  as  Grief  hath  made  me ! 
Seldom  defpairing  Men  look  up  to  Heav*n, 
Although  it  ftill  fpeak  to  'em  in  its  Glories ; 
For  when  fad  Thoughts  perplex  the  Mind  of  Man, 
There  is  a  Plummet  in  the  Heart  that  weighs. 
And  pulls  us,  living,  to  the  Duft  we  came  from  ; 
Did  you  but  fee  the  Miferies  you  purfuc. 
As  I  the  Happinefs  that  I  avoid 
That  doubles  my  Affli6tions,  you  wou'd  flyc 
Unto  fome  Wildernefs,  or  to  your  Grave, 
And  there  find  better  Comforts  than  in  me. 
For  Love  and  Qares  can  never  dwell  together. 

Ero.  They  fhould. 
If  thou  had  ft  but  my  Love  and  I  thy  Cares. 

Ant.  What  wild  Beaft  in  the  Defart  but  would  be 
Taught  by  this  Tongue  to  leave  his  Cruelty, 
Though  all  the  Beauties  of  the  Face  were  vail'd  ! 
But  I  am  favager  than  any  Beaft, 
And  ftiall  be  fo  till  Decius  does  arrive. 
Whom  with  fo  much  Submiftion  I  have  fent 
Under  my  Hand,  that  if  he  do  not  bring 
His  Benedidlion  back,  he  muft  to  me 
Be  much  more  crueller  than  I  to  you. 

(z6)  He  mujl  hear  Drums,  aud  Trumpets  e'er  he  Jleeps.  ]  It  wa*; 
Dullnefs,  which  Hyparcha  calls  Sleepinefs,  that  is  complain'd  of,  aiid 
I  d.^ubt  not  but  the  Senfe  of  this  Line  is  the  very  Reverfe  of  what  it 
was  originally,  by  the  accidental  Change  of  a  Particle.  E^er  (hould 
be  either  or  or  el/e.  I  prefer  the  former,  as  Shake/pear  ufcs  it  in  the 
fame  Senle. 

He^s  for  a  Jig  or  Tale  0/  Baudry,  or  he  Jleeps,  Hamlet. 

Ero. 
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Eto.  Is't  but  your  Father's  Pardon  you  defire  ? 
Ant,  With  *s  Love,  and  then  nothing  next  that,  like 
yours. 

Enter  Decius. 

Ero.  Decius  is  come. 

Ant.  O  welcome  Friend  ;  if  I  not  apprehend 
Too  much  of  Joy,  there's  Comfort  in  thy  Looks^ 

Ero.  There  is  indeed ;  I  prithee  Decius  fpeak  it. 

Dec.  How  !  prithee  Decius  f   this  Woman's  ftrangely 
alter*d. 

Ant.  Why  doft  not  fpeak,  good  Friend,  and  tell  me  how 
The  reverend  Blefiing  of  my  Life  rcceiv'd 
My  humble  Lines  •,  Wept  he  for  Joy  ? 

Dec.  No,  there's  a  Letter  will  inform  you  more  i 
Yet  I  can  tell  you  what  I  think  will  grieve  you, 
The  old  Man  is  in  Want,  and  angry  (till. 
And  Poverty  *s  the  Bellows  of  the  Coal 
More  than  diftalle  from  you,  as  I  imagine. 

y^«/.  What's  here  ?  how'sthis?   Itcannotbe!   now  fure 
My  Griefs  delude  my  Senfes. 

Ero.  In  his  Looks 
I  read  a  World  of  Changes  ;  Decius,  mark 
With  what  a  fad  Amazement  he  furveys 
The  Newsi  canft  thou  guefs  what  'tis  ? 

Dec.  None  good,  1  fear. 

Ero.  I  fear  fo  too  j  and  then 

Ant.  It  is  her  Hand. 

Ero.  Are  you  not  well? 

Ant.  Too  well  :  If  I  were  ought 
But  Rock,  this  Letter  would  conclude  my  Miferies, 
Perufe  it.  Lady,  and  refolve  me  then, 
In  what  a  Cafe  I  (land. 

Dec.  Sir,  the  worft  is, 
Your  Father's  Lownefs  and  Diftalle. 

Ant.  No,  Decius, 
My  Sifter  writes  Fernando  has  made  Suit 
For  Love  to  her  ;   and  to  exprefs  fincerely 
His  conftant  Truth,  hath,  like  a  noble  Genilemax), 
Difcover'd  Plots  of  Treachery  ;  contriv'J 
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By  falfe  Gonzalo^  not  intending  more 

The  utter  Ruin  of  our  Houfe,   than  generally 

Candf^  Confufion. 

T>ec.  'Tis  a  generous  part 
Of  young  Fernando. 

Ant.  'Tis,  and  I  cou'd  wifli 
All  thrift  to  his  Affe6lions,  Decius. 
You  End  the  Sum  on't.  Madam. 
Ero.  Yes,  I  do. 

Ant.  And  can  you  now  yet  think  a  Heart  oppreft* 
"With  fuch  a  throng  of  Cares,  can  entertain 
An  amorous  Thought  ?  Love  frees  all  Toils  but  one. 
Calamity  and  it  can  ill  agree. 

Ero.  Will't  pleafe  you  fpcak  my  Doom  ? 
Ant.  Alas,  great  Lady, 
Why  will  you  flatter  thus  a  defperate  Man 
That  is  quite  cail  away  ?  O  had  you  not 
Procur*d  the  Senate's  Warrant  to  enforce 
My  (lay,  I  had  not  heard  of  thefe  fad  News. 
What  would  ye  have  me  do  ? 
Ero.  Love  me,  or  kill  me. 
One  word  fhall  fentence  cither ;  for  as  Truth 
Is  juft,  if  you  retufe  me,   I  am  refolute 
Not  to  out-live  my  Thraldome. 
Ant.  Gentle  Lady. 
Ero.  Say,  muft  I  Live,  or  Die  ? 
Dec.   My  Lord,  how  can  you 
Be  fo  inexorable  ?  Here's  Occafion 
Of  fuccouring  your  Father  in  his  Wants 
Securely  profer*d,  pray  Sir,  entertain  it. 
Ero.  What  is  my  Sentence  ? 
Ant.  What  you  plcafe  to  have  it. 
Ero.  As  thou  art  gentle,  fpcak  thofe  Words  again. 
Ant.  Madam,  you  have  prevail'd  ;  yet  give  me  leave 
"Without  ofl^ence,  e'er  I  refign  the  Interefl 
Your  Heart  hath  in  my  Heart,  to  prove  your  Secrefic. 

Ero.  Antinous,  'tis  the  greateft  Argument 
Of  thy  Affedions  to  me. 

Ant.  Madam,  thus  then, 
My  JFather  (lands  for  certain  fums  engag'd 

To 
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To  treacherous  Qonzalo  \  and  has  mortgag'd 
The  greateft  part  of  his  Eftate  to  him  ; 
If  you  receive  this  Mortgage,  and  procure 
Acquittance  from  Gonzalo  to  my  Father, 
I  am  what  you  would  have  me  be. 

Ero.  You'll  love  me  then  ? 

A>n.  Provided,  Madam,  that  my  Father  know  not 
I  am  an  Agent  for  him. 

Ero.  If  1  fail 
In  this,  I  am  unworthy  to  be  lov'd. 

v^;//.Thcn,  with  your  Favour,  (27)  thus  I  feal  my  Truth, 
And  Decius  witnefs  how  unchangingly 
I  (hall  ftill  love  Erota. 

Ero.  Thou  haft  quickned 
A  dying  Heart,  Antimus. 

Dec.  This  is  well ; 
Much  Happinefs  to  both. 

Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  The  Lord  Gonzalo 
Attends  you,  Madam. 

Ero.  Comes  as  we  could  wifh. 
Withdraw  jintinous^  here's  a  Clofct,  where 
You  may  partake  his  Errand  •,  let  him  enter. 

Ant.   Madam  you  mufl:  be  wary.  \_Exit, 

Ero.   Fear  it  not, 
I  will  be  ready  for  him ;  t'  entertain  him 
With  fmiling  Welcome. 

Enter  Gonzalo. 

Noble  Sir,  you  take 

Advantage  of  the  time  •,  it  had  been  fie 

Some  notice  of  your  Prefence  might  have  falhionM 

A  more  prepared  State. 

Con.  D'  you  mock  me,  Madam  .'* 

(27) thus  1  feal  my  Truth, 

To  Day,  and  Dtcius  'wilnefs  hciv  unchangin'rly]  I  have 
ftruck  off  two  Words  here  as  unneceffary  to  the  Senfe,  and  hurtful  to 
the  Mcafure.  I  really  believe  them  fpurious,  though  it  does  not  ap- 
pear how  they  came  to  be  inferted. 
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Ere.  Truft  me,  you  wrong  your  Judgment,  to  repute 
My  Gratitude  a  Fault ;  I  have  examin'd 
Your  portly  Carriage,  and  will  now  confefs 
It  hath  not  ilightly  won  me. 

Gon.  The  Wind's  turn*d; 
I  thought  'twould  come  to  this.  It  pleas'd  us,  Madam, 
At  our  laft  Interview,  to  mention  Love; 
Ha^  e  you  confidcr'd  on  t .? 

Ero.   With  more  than  common 
Content  :  But  Sir,  if  what  you  fpoke  you  meant. 
As  1  have  caufc  to  doubt,  then— — 

Gen.  WHiat,  I'weet  Lady  ? 

Ero.  Methinks  we  fhould  lay  by  this  form  of  Statclinefs  5 
Love's  Courtfliip  is  familiar,  and  for  inftance. 
See  what  a  change  it  hath  begot  in  me, 
1  could  talk  humbly  now,  as  Lovers  ufe. 

Gon.  And  I,  and  I,  we  meet  in  one  Self-centre 
Of  bled  Confent. 

Ero.  I  hope  my  weaknefs,  Sir, 
Shall  not  deferve  Negledl ;  but  if  it  prove  (o, 
\  am  not  the  firfl:  Lady  has  been  ruin'd 
By  being  too  credulous  *,  you  will  fmart  for't  one  Day» 

Go7i.  Angel-like  Lady,  let  me  be  held  a  Villain, 
If  1  love  not  fincerely. 

Ero.  Would  I  knew  it. 

Gon.  Make  proof  by  any  fit  Command. 

Ero.  What  do  you  mean  ? 
To  marry  me .? 

Gon.  How !  Mean .''  Nay  more,  I  mean 
To  make  you  Emprefs  of  my  Earthly  Fortunes, 
Regent  of  my  Defires,  for  did  you  covet 
To  be  a  real  Queen,  I  could  advance  you. 

Ero  Now  I  perceive  you  flight  me,  and  would  make  me 
More  fimple  than  my  Sexes  frailty  warrants. 

Gon.  But  fay  your  Mind,  and  you  fliall  be  a  Queen. 

Ero.  On  thofe  Conditions,  call  me  yours.  Gon.  Enough. 
But  are  we  fafe  .?     Ero.  AfTuredly.     Gon.  In  fhort, 
'  Yet,  Lady,  firft  be  plain  ;  would  you  not  chufe 
•  Much  rather  to  prefer  your  own  Sun-rifing, 
Than  any'selfe  though  ne'er  fo  near  Entituled 
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By  Blood,  or  right  of  Birth  ? 

Ero.  'Tis  a  queftion 
Needs  not  a  Refolution. 

Gon,  Good  ;  what  if 
I  fet  the  Crown  of  Candy  on  your  Head  ? 

Ero.  I  were  a  Queen  indeed  then. 

Gon.  Madam,  know 
There's  but  a  Boy  'twixt  you  and  it ;  fuppofe  him 
Tranfliap  d  into  an  Angel. 

Ero,  Wife  Gonzalo^ 
I  cannot  but  admire  thee. 

Gon.  'Tis  worth  thinking  on  j 
Befides,  your  Husband  fliall  be  Duke  of  Venice, 

Ero.  Gonzalo,  Duke  of  Venice  ? 

Gon.  You  are  mine,  you  fay  ? 

Ero.  Pifli :  You  but  dally  with  me  j  and  would  lu  me 
In  a  rich  golden  Dream. 

Gon.  You  are  too  much  diftruftful  of  my  Truth. 

Ero.  Then  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  apprehend 
The  Means  and  Manner  how. 

Gon.  Why  thus > 

Ero.  You  fhall  not, 
Wc  may  be  over-heard  ;  Affairs  and  Counfels 
Of  fuch  high  Nature,  are  not  to  be  trulled 
Not  to  the  Air  it  felf,  you  fhall  in  writing 
Draw  out  the  full  Defignj  which  ifcffeded, 
I  am  as  I  profefs. 

Gon.  O  I  applaud 
Your  ready  Care,  and  Secrefie. 

Ero.  Gonzaloy 
There  is  a  bar  yet,  *twixt  our  hopes  and  us. 
And  that  muft  be  remov*d. 

Gon.  What  is't  ? 

Ero.   Old  Cajfilane. 

Gon.  Ha.?  Fear  not  him  :  I  build  upon  his  Ruins 
Already. 

Ero.  I  would  find  a  fmoother  Courfe 
To  Hiift  him  off. 

Gon.  As  how  ? 

Ero,  We'll  talk  in  private, 
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I  have  a  ready  Plot. 

Gon.  I  Ihall  adore  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Fernando,  and  Annophel. 

Fer.  Madam,  although  I  hate  unnoble  Praftices, 
And  therefore  have  perform*d  no  more  than  what 
(28)  I  ought  for  Honour's  fake;  yet  Annophel^ 
Thy  Love  hath  been  the  Spur,  to  urge  me  forward 
For  fpeedier  diligence. 

Anno.  Sir,  your  own  Fame 
And  Memory  will  beft  reward  themfelves. 

Fer.  Allgain  islofs,  fweet  Beauty,  if  I  mifs 
My  Comforts  here :  The  Brother  and  the  Sifter 
Have  double  conqucr'd  me,  but  thou  may*ft  triumph. 

Anno.  Good  Sir,  1  have  a  Father. 

Fer,  Yes,  a  brave  one ; 
Could'ft  thou  obfcure  thy  Beauty,  yet  the  Happinefs 
Of  bei-^g  but  his  Daughter,  were  a  Dower 
Fit  for  a  Prince :  What  fay  ye  ? 

Anno.  You've  deferv'd 
As  much  as  I  fhould  grant. 

Fer.  B/  this  fair  Hand 
I  take  PofTcffion, 

Anno.  What  in  Words  I  dare  nor. 
Imagine  in  my  Silence. 

Fer.  Thou  'rt  all  Virtue. 

Enter  Caffilanes,  and  Arcanes. 

Caf.  I'll  tell  thee  how  :  Baldwin  the  Emperor, 
Pretending  Tjtle,  more  through  Tyranny, 
Than  right  of  Conqueft,  or  Defcent,  ufurp'd 
The  Stife  of  Lord  o'er  all  the  Grecian  Iflands, 
And  under  Colour  of  an  Amity 
With  Crete^  preferr'd  the  Marquefs  Mountferato 
To  be  our  Governor ;  the  Cretians  vex'd 

(28)  /  ought  for  Honour'' s  Safety;]  I  have  not  rejefled  Safety  zs 
thinking  it  Nonienfe,  but  becaufe  the  more  natural  Word  better  fuits 
the  Meafure.  I  allow  that  where  a  Paufe  happens  in  the  middle  of  a 
Verfe,  a  redundant  Syllable  is  often  flung  in  by  Shakefpear  as  well  as 
cur  Authors.  But  one  fhould  not  fuppofe  them  to  vary  a  natural 
rh  afe  on  purpofe  to  do  it. 
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By  the  ambitious  Turks,  in  hope  of  aid 
From  th'  Emperor,  receiv'd  for  General 
This  Mountferato ;  he,  the  Wars  appeas*d. 
Plots  with  the  State  of  Venice,  and  takes  Money 
Of  them  {or  Candy :  They  paid  well,  he  deals 
Away  in  fecret ;  fincc  which  time,  that  Right 
TheStateof^mrf  claims  o'er  Candy,  is 
By  Purchafe,  not  Inheritance  or  Conqueft, 
And  hence  grows  all  our  Quarrel. 

Arc,  So  an  Ufurer 
Or  Lombard-]t^,  might  with  fome  Bags  of  trafli 
Buy  hall  the  Weftern  World. 

Caf.  Mony,  Ar canes. 
Is  now  a  God  on  Earth  :  It  cracks  Virginities, 
And  turns  a  Chriftian,  Turk  ; 
Bribes  Judice,  cut-throats  Honour,  does  what  not? 

Arc.  Not  captives  Candy. 

Caf.  Nor  makes  thee  diflioneft. 

Nor  me  a  Coward Now  Sir,  here  is  homely, 

But  friendly  Entertainment. 

Fer.  Sir,  I  find  it. 

Arc.  And  like  it,  do  ye  not? 

Fer.  My  Repair  fpeaks  for  me. 

Caf.  Fernando,  we  were  fpeaking  of— — —how  this? 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero,  with  a  Casket/ 

Gon.  Your  Friend,  and  Servant. 

Caf.  Creditors,  my  Lord, 
Are  Matters  and  no  Servants :  As  the  World  goes. 
Debtors  are  very  Slaves  to  thofe  to  whom 
They  *vc  been  beholden  to ;  in  which  refpe6V, 
I  (hould  fear  you,  Gonzalo. 

Gon.  Me,  my  Lord? 
You  owe  me  nothing. 

Caf.  What,  nor  Love,  nor  Mony  ? 

Gon.  Yes,  Love,  I  hope,  not  Mony. 

Caf  All  this  Bravery 
Will  fcarcely  make  that  good. 

Gon.  *Tis  done  already  : 
Sec  Sir,  your  Mortgage  ('which  I  only  took, 
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In  cafe  you  and  your  Son  had  in  the  Wars 
MifcarriedJ  I  yield  't  up  again  :  'Tis  yours. 

Caf.  Are  ye  fo  confcionable  ? 

Gon,  *Tis  your  own. 

Caf.  Piih,  pifh,  I'Jl  not  receive  what  is  not  mine. 
That  were  a  dangerous  bufinefs. 

Gon.  Sir,  I'm  paid  for*t. 
The  Sums  you  borrow*d  are  rcturn'd  ;  the  Bonds 
CancelJ'd,  and  your  Acquittance  formally  feal'd  : 
Look  here,  Sir,  Gafpero  is  vvitnefs  to  it. 

Gaf.  My  honour'd  Lord,  I  am. 

Gon.  My  Lord  Fernando^ 
Arcanes  and  the  reft,  you  all  fhall  teftifie. 
That  I  acquit  Lord  CaJJllane  for  ever. 
Of  any  Debts  to  me. 

(18}  Caf.  'Tis  plain  and  ample  : 
Fortune  will  once  again  fmile  on  us  fairly. 
But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  if  you  be  in  earneft. 
Whence  comes  this  Bounty  ?  Or  whofe  is't? 

Gon.  In  fhort, 
The  great  Erota^  by  this  Secretary, 
Rcturn'd  me  my  full  due. 

Caf  Erota?  Why 
Should  flie  do  this  ? 

Gon.  You  muft  ask  her  the  caufe, 
She  knows  it  beft 

Caf  So  ho,  ArcaneSy  none  ^  "' 

But  Women  pity  us  ?  Soft-hearted  Women  ? 
I  am  become  a  brave  Fellow  now,  Arcanes^ 
Am  I  not  ? 

Arc.  Why,  Sir,  if  the  gracious  Princefs 
Have  took  more  fpecial  notice  of  your  Services, 
And  means  to  be  more  thankful  than  fome  others 
It  were  an  Injury  to  Gratitude, 
To  difefteem  her  Favours.      '• 

Anno.  Sir,  Ihe  ever 

(29)  Gaf.  ""Tis  plain  and  ample  : 

Fortune  nuill  once  again,  &c.]  Thefe  two  Lines  were 
given  to  Gafpero^  which  I  have  rellor'd  to  CaJJilane  as  evidently  be- 
longing to  him. 

For 
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For  your  fake  moft  refpeftively  lov'd  me. 

Caf.  The  Senate,  and  the  Body  of  this  Kingdom 
Are  herein,  let  me  fpeak  it  without  Arrogance, 
Beholden  to  her:  I  will  thank  her  for  it ; 
And  if  Ihe  have  refervM  a  means  whereby 
I  may  repay  this  Bounty  with  fome  Service, 
She  iTiall  be  then  my  Patronefs :  Come,  Sirs, 
We'll  tafte  a  Cup  of  Wine  together  now. 

Gott.  Fernando^  I  mull  fpeak  with  you  in  fecret. 

Fer,  You  fhall Now  Gafpero,  all's  well. 

(30)  Go}jz.  There's  News 
You  mud  b*  acquainted  with. 
.jComc  there's  no  Mafter-piecc  in  Art,  like  Policy. 

[^Exsunt. 


ACT    V.     S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Fernando,  mid  Michael. 

i^fr.'^p  H  E  Senate  is  inform'd  at  full. 

X       Mich.  Gonzalo 
Dreams  not  of  my  Arrival  yet. 

Fer.  Nor  thinks 
'Tis  poffiblc  his  Plots  can  be  difcover'd  ; 
He  fats  himfelf  with  hopes  of  Crowns,  and  Kingdoms, 
And  laughs  fecurely,  to  imagine  how 
He  means  to  gull  all  but  himfelf:  When  truly, 
None  is  fo  grofly  gull'd  as  he. 

Mich.  There  was  never 
A  more  arch  Villain. 

Fer.  Peace,  the  Senate  comes. 

(30)    Gaf.   There's  Neav! 

Tou  mitjl  be  acquainted  ^jcitb. 

Come  there's  no  Majltr  piece  of  Art  like  Policy  '\  This  lail 
Line  is  a  Repetition  of  Gotixal6'%  vain  Opinion  of  his  own  Policy,  I 
therefore  think  that  the  whole  Speech  belong'd  to  him.  And  it  is  art- 
ful to  make  Gonzalo  triumph  in  the  Succefs  of  his  Politick?,  when  the 
Reader  knows,  that  he  is  upon  the  Brink  of  Ruin.  If  Gafpero  is  to 
ipeak  it,  he  muft  be  fuppofcd  to  have  heard  from  Fernando  the  Con- 
vfrfation  wJiich  had  pafi'd  between  Gonzalo  and  him. 

Enter 
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Enter  Porphycio,  Poflenne,  Senators y  Gafpero,  and 

Attendants. 

For   How  clofely  Trealoii  cloaks  itfelf  in  forms 
Of  Civil  Honcfty  ? 

Fof.  And  yet  how  palpably 
Does  Heav'n  reveal  it  ?  Fer.  Gracious  Lords. 

Gaf.  Th*  Ambaffador, 
Lord  Paulo  Michael^  Advocate 
To  the  great  Duke  of  Venice. 

Per.  You  are  moft  welcome, 
Your  Mafter  is  a  jufl:  and  noble  Prince. 

Mich.  My  Lords,  he  bad  me  fay,  that  you  may  know 
How  much  he  fcorns,  and,  as  good  Princes  ought, 
Defies  bafe,  indired,  and  god lefs  Treacheries  j 
To  your  more  facred  Wifdoms  he  refers 
The  Punifhment  due  to  thefalfe  Gonzaloy 
Or  elfe  to  fend  him  home  to  Venice. 

Pof  Herein 
The  Duke  is  Royal :  Gafpero,  the  Prince 
Of  Cyprus  anfwcr'd  he  would  come. 

Gaf.  My  Lords, 
He  will  not  long  be  abfent. 

Enter  Philander,  and  Melitus. 

Per.  You,  Fernandoy 
Have  made  the  State  your  Debtor:  Worthy  Prince 
We  fliall  be  Suitors  to  you  for  your  Prefence, 
In  hearing,  and  determining  of  matters 
Greatly  concerning  Candy. 

Phi.  Fathers,  I  am 
A  Stranger.     Pof  Why,  the  caule,  my  Lord,  concerns 
A  Stranger:  Pleafeyou  featyourfelf. 

Phi.  Howe'er 
Unfit,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo,  my  Lords, 
You  fhall  command  me. 

Per.  You,  my  Lord  Fernando, 
With  the  Ambaffador,  withdraw  a  while. 

Fer.  My  Lords,  we  (hall.  [£«■. 

Pof.  Melitus,  and  the  Secretary, 

Give 


i 
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Give  notice  to  Gonzalo,  that  the  Senate 

Requires  his  Prcfence.  [^Ex.  Gaf.  and  McI. 

Enter  Caflilanes,  and  Arcanes. 

Phi.  What  concerns  the  bufinefs  ? 

Por.  Thus  noble  Prince 

Caf.  Let  me  alone,  thou  troubl'll  me, 
ril  b'  heard. 

j^rc.  You  know  not  what  you  do :  Forbear  —   [dares 

(31)  Pof.  Who's  he  that  is  fo  rude?  What's  he  that 
To  interrupt  our  Counlels  ? 

Caf.  One  that  has  guarded. 
Thole  Purple  Robes  from  Cankers  worfe  than  Moths, 
One  that  hath  kept  your  Fleeces  on  your  Backs, 
That  would  have  been  fnatch'd  from  you:  But  I  fee 
""Tis  better  now  to  be  a  Dog,  a  Spaniel 
In  times  of  Peace,  than  boaft  the  bruifed  Scars, 
Purchas'd  with  lofs  of  Blood  in  noble  Wars: 
My  Lords,  I  fpeak  to  you. 

Por.  Lord  CaJJilane^ 
We  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Caf.  Yes,  you  are  fet 
Upon  a  Bench  of  Juftice  ;  and  a  day 
Will  come  (hear  this,  and  quake  ye  Potent  Great  ones) 
When  you  your  felves  (hall  (land  before  a  Judge, 
Who  in  a  pair  of  Scales  will  weigh  your  A(5tions, 
Without  abatement  of  one  Grain  :  As  then 
You  would  be  found  full  weight,  I  charge  ye  Fathers 
Let  me  have  J  uftice  now. 

Pof.  Lord  Ca{fila)ie, 
What  (Irange  D i (temperature  provokes  Diftru (I 
Of  our  Impartiality  ?  Be  lure 
(32)  We'll  father  no  Man's  Injuries. 

Caf 

(31)  Pof.  Fi.rhear:  Who  s  he  that  is  fo  rude?  What's  he  that  dares  .?] 
The  firft  Word  of  PnJJene^  Speech,  fecms  originally  to  have  bclong'd 
to  Arcanes. 

(3:)  We'll  P.atter  no  Mans  Injuries^  A  Judge  who  pardons  a  Cri- 
minal, or  rather  a  Judge  who  will  not  fee,  but  endeavours  to  palliate 
the  Criir.es  of  the  Offender,  may  be  faid  x.o  flatter  his  Injuries,  and 
therefore  it  was  not  without  confulting  feveral  ingenious  1-riends  that 


6o  n^e  Laws  of  Candy. 

Caf.  *Tis  well  ; 
You  have  a  Law,  Lords,  that  without  remorfe 
Dooms  fuch  as  are  belepred  with  the  Curfe 
Of  foul  Ingratitude  to  Death. 

Por.    We  have. 

Caf.  Then  do  me  Juflice. 

Enter  Antinous,  Decius,  Erota,  and  Hyparcha. 

Dec.  Mad-man,  whither  runn'ft  thou  ? 

Ant.  Peace,  Decius^  I  am  deaf. 

Hyp.  Will  you  forget 
Your  Greatnefs,  and  your  Modefty  ? 

Ero.  Hyparcha  leave,  1  will  not  hear. 

Ant.  Lady;  great,   gentle  Lady. 

Ero.  Prithee  young  Man  forbear  to  interrupt  me, 
Triumph  not  in  thy  Fortunes ;  I  will  fpeak. 

Pof.  More  Uproars  yet !  who  are  they  that  difturb  us  ? 

Caf.  The  Viper's  come;  his  Fears  have  drawn  him  hither. 
And  now,  my  Lords,  be  Chronicled  for  ever. 
And  give  me  Juftice  againft  this  vile  Monfler, 
This  Baftard  of  my  Blood. 

Ero.  'Tis  Juftice,  Fathers, 
I  fue  for  too ;  and  though  I  might  command  it, 
(If  you  remember.  Lords,  whofe  Child  I  was) 
Yet  I  will  humbly  beg  it ;  this  old  Wretch 
Has  forfeited  his  Life  to  me. 

Caf.  Tricks,  tricks; 
Conplots,  Devices,  'twixt  thefe  pair  of  young  oneSj> 
To  blunt  the  Edge  of  your  well  temper'd  Swords, 
Wherewith  you  ftrike  Offenders,  Lords  ;  but  I  ^ 

Am  not  a  Baby  to  be  fear'd  with  Bug-bears, 
'Tis  Juftice  I  require. 

E?o.  And  I.  [felf 

Ant.  You  fpeak  too  tenderly  ;  and  too  much  like  your 
To  mean  a  Cruelty ;  which  would  make  monftrous 
Your  Sex :  Yet  for  the  Loves  fake,  which  you  once 

I  ventur'd  todifcard  it ;  They  all  upon  reading  the  PafTage  mark'd  it 
as  an  exceptionable  Word,  and  two  of  them  conjeftur'd  the  fame  Emen- 
dation which  I  had  made :  Which  is  certainly  a  ftronger,  a  clearer 
and  a  more  poetical  Word. 

Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd  to  pretend,  give  my  gricv'd  Father  leave 
To  urge  his  own  Revenge  ;  you  have  no  Caufe 
For  yours  :  Keep  Peace  about  ye. 

Caf.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Phi.  Here's  fome  ftrange  novelty. 

Pof.  Sure  we  are  mock'd, 
Speak  one  at  once :  Say  wherein  hath  your  Son 
Tranfgrefs'd  the  Law  ? 

Caf.  O  the  grofs  mifts  of  Dulnels ! 
Are  you  this  Kingdom's  Oracles,  yet  can  be 
So  ignorant  ?  firft  hear,  and  then  confider. 
That  I  begot  him,  gave  him  Birth  and  Life, 
And  Education,  were,  I  mud  confefs. 
But  Duties  of  a  Father:  I  did  more  ; 
I  taught  him  how  to  manage  Arms,  to  dare 
An  Enemy  ;  to  court  both  Death  and  Dangers  ; 
Yet  thefe  were  but  Additions  to  compleat 
A  well  accomplifh'd  Soldier :  I  did  more  yet. 
I  made  him  chief  Commander  in  the  Field 
Next  to  my  felf,  and  gave  him  the  full  Profpe6t 
Of  Honour  and  Preferment-,  train'd  him  up 
In  all  perfeflions  of  a  Martialifi: : 
But  he  unmindful  of  his  Gratitude, 
You  know  with  what  Contempt  of  my  Deferts, 
Firft  kick'd  againll  mine  Honour,  fcorned  all 
My  Services ;  then  got  the  Palm  of  Glory 
Unto  himfclf :  Yet  not  content  with  this. 
He,  laftly,  hath  confpir'd  my  Death,  and  fought 
Means  to  engage  me  to  this  Lady's  debt, 
Whofe  Bounty  all  my  whole  Eftate  could  never 
Give  Sarisfadion  to  :  Now  honoured  Fathers, 
For  this  Caufe  only,  if  your  Law  be  Law, 
And  you  the  Minilfers  of  Juftice  ;  then 
Think  of  this  ftrange  Ingratitude  in  him. 

Phi.   Can  this  be  {'o^  ylnti}wus  ? 

Ant.  'Tis  all  true, 
Nor  hath  my  much  wrong'd  Father  JimnM  my  Faults 
In  Colours  half  fo  black,  as  in  themfelves, 
My  Guilt  hath  dy'd  them  :  Were  there  Mercy  left, 

Yet 
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Yet  mine  own  Shame  would  be  my  Executioner ; 
Lords,  I  am  guilty.     Era.  Thou  belied,  Antinous^ 
Thine  Innocence :   Alas,  my  Lords,  he's  defperate. 
And  talks  he  knows  not  what :  You  mull  not  credit 
His  Lunacy  ;   I  can  my  felt  difprove 
This  Accufation  :  CaJJilane,  be  yet 
More  mercitul ;  1  beg  it. 

Caf.  Time,  nor  Fate, 
The  World,  or  what  is  in  it,  Ihall  not  alter 
My  Rtfolution  :  He  fhall  die.     Ero.  The  Senate's 
Prayers,  or  weeping  Lovers,  (hall  not  alter 
My  Refolution  :  Thou  fhalt  die.     A)U.  Why  Madam, 
Are  ye  all  Marble? 

Pof.  Leave  your  fliifts,  Antinous^ 
What  plead  you  to  your  Father's  Accufation  ? 

jint.  Moft  fully  guilty. 

Pof  You  have  doom'd  your  fclf. 
We  cannot  quit  you  now. 

Caf.  A  burthen'd  Confcience 
Will  never  need  a  Hang-man  :  Hadfl  thou  dar'd 
To  have  deny*d  it,  then  this  Sword  of  mine 
Shou'd  on  thy  Head  haveprov'd  thy  Tongue  a  Liar. 

Ero.  Thy  Sword.''  wretched  old  Man,  thou'Il  liv*d  too 
long 
To  carry  Peace  or  Comfort  to  thy  Grave  ; 
Thou  art  a  Man  condemned :  My  Lords,  this  Tyrant 
Had  perifh'd  but  for  me,  I  ftill  fupply'd 
His  miferable  Wants ;  I  fent  his  Daughter 
Mony  to  buy  him  food  -,  the  Bread  he  eat, 
Was  from  my  Purfe:   When  he,  vain-glorioully 
To  dive  into  the  Peoples  Hearts,  had  pawn'd 
His  Birth-right,  1  redeem'd  it,  fent  it  to  him, 
And  for  requital,  only  made  my  Suit, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  new  receive  his  Son 
Into  his  Favour,  for  whofe  Love  I  told  him 
I  had  been  ftill  fo  friendly :  But  then  he. 
As  void  of  Gratitude,  as  all  good  Nature, 
Diftradted  like  a  mad  Man,  ported  hither 
To  pull  this  Vengeance  on  himfelf,  and  us ; 

For 
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For  why,  my  Lords,  fince  by  the  Law,  (33)  all  Mean 

Is  blotted  out  of  your  Commifllon, 

As  this  hard-hearted  Father  hath  accus*d 

Noble  Antbwus^  his  unblemifh'd  Son, 

So  I  accufe  this  Father,  and  crave  Judgment. 

Caf.   Ail  this  is  but  deceit,  meer  Trifles  forg'd 
By  Combination  to  defeat  the  Procefs 
Of  Juftice.     I  will  have  Antinous  Life. 
Arc.  Sir,  what  do  ye  mean  ? 
Ero.  I  will  have  Cajfilane's. 
Ant.  Cunning  and  cruel  Lady,  runs  the  Stream 
Of  your  Affedions  this  way  ?  Have  you  not 
Conquefl:  enough  by  treading  on  my  Grave  ? 
Unlefs  you  fend  me  thither  in  a  Shrowd 
Steep*d  in  my  Father's  Blood  ?  As  you  are  Woman, 
As  the  protefts  of  Love  you  vow*d  were  Honeft ; 
Be  gentler  to  my  Father.     Ero.  Cajfilane^ 
Thou  haft  a  Heart  of  Flint :  Let  my  Intreaties, 
My  Tears,  the  Sacrifice  of  Griefs  unfeign'd, 
Melt  it :  Yet  be  a  Father  to  thy  Son, 
Unmask  thy  long  befotted  Judgment,  fee 
A  low  Obedience  kneeling  at  the  Feet 
Of  Nature,  I  befeech  you. 

Caf.  Pifh,  you  cozen 
Your  Hopes  :  Your  Plots  are  idle  :  I  am  refolutc. 
Eyo.  Antinous^  urge  no  further. 
Ant.  Hence  thou  Sorcery 
Of  a  beguiling  Softnefs  -,  I  will  ftand. 
Like  the  Earth's  Center,  unmov*d  ;  Lords  your  Breath 
Muft  finifli  thefe  Divifions  :   I  confefs 
Civility  doth  teach  I  fliould  not  fpeak 
Againft  a  Lady  of  her  Birth,  fo  high 
As  great  ErotUy  but  her  Injuries 

(33)   ■  fl// means 

It  blot  te  J  out  of  your  CommiJJion.']  The  Verb  being  in  the  fin- 
gular  Number  makes  it  probable,  though  not  certain,  that  the  Nomina- 
tive was  fo  too;  and  the  Scnfe,  ilnoc  Grammar,  requires  the  Change. 
'*  Since  your  Commifllon  allows  no  Mean  or  Midway  between  the 
**  Death  or  abfolute  ."Acquittance  of  the  Party  accufed."  This  feems 
to  be  the  Sen fe  intended.  Mr.Sympfon  reads  ^ Mends,  i.  e.  Jmendi  : 
Death  being  the  only  Amends  or  Atonement  that  the  Law  allowM. 

And 
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And  thanklcfs  Wrongs  to  me,  urge  me  to  cry 
Aloud  tor  Juftice,  Fathers. 
Dec,   Whither  run  you? 

Ant.  For,  honour'd  Fathers,  that  you  all  may  know 
That  I  alone  am  not  unmatchable 
In  Crimes  of  this  Condition,  left  perhaps 
You  might  conceive,  as  yet  the  Cafe  appears. 
That  this  foul  Stain  and  Guilt  runs  in  a  Blood  j 
Before  this  Prefence,  I  accufc  this  Lady 
Of  as  much  vile  Ingratitude  to  me. 
Caf,  Impudent  Traitor  ! 
I* hi.  Her  ?  O  fpare  Antinom  ; 
The  World  reputes  thee  valiant,  do  not  foyle 
All  thy  paft  Noblenefs  with  fuch  a  Cowardize, 
As  murthering  innocent  Ladies  will  ftamp  on  thee. 

Ant.  Brave  Prince,  with  what  unwillingnefs  I  enforce 
Her  Follies,  and  in  thofe  her  Sin,  be  witnefs. 
All  thefe  about  me :  She  is  bloody-minded. 
And  turns  the  Juftice  of  the  Law  to  Rigour : 
It  is  her  Cruelties,  not  I,  accufe  her: 
Shall  I  have  Audience  ? 
Ero.  Let  him  fpeak,  my  Lords. 
Dec.  Your  Memory  will  rot. 
Ant.  Caft  all  your  Eyes 
On  this,  whatftiall  I  call  her?  (34)  ruthlefs  Woman^ 
When  often  in  my  Difcontents,  the  fway 
Of  her  unruly  Blood,  her  untam'd  PaflTion, 
Or  name  it  as  you  lift,    had  hour  by  hour 
Solicited  my  Love,  fhe  vow'd  at  laft 
She  cou'd  not,  wou'd  not  live,  unlefs  I  granted 
What  fhe  long  fued  for :  I  in  tender  Pity, 
To  fave  a  Lady  of  her  Birth  from  Ruin, 
Gave  her  her  Life,  and  promis'd  to  be  Hers  : 
Nor  urg*d  I  ought  from  her,  but  Secrcfie, 
And  then  enjoyn'd  her  to  fupply  fuch  Wants 

\xi^  —  --truthlefs  Woman^  I  have  ventured  to  change  the  Epi- 
thet here  by  ftriking  ofFa  Letter ;  not  but  I  allow  the  former  to  be 
good  Senfe  ;  but  as  Erota\  Want  of  Compaflion  to  Cajplane  was  the 
lole  Caufe  ai  AntinQus\  Anger,  ruthlefs  feems  to  nxe  the  molt  nati>- 
ral  Epithet. 

As 
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As  I  perceived  my  Father's  late  Engagements 
Had  made  him  fubjedl  to  ;  What  fhall  I  heap  up 
Long  Repetitions  ?  She  to  quit  my  Pity, 
Not  only  hath  difcover'd  to  my  Father 
What  (he  had  promised  to  conceal,  but  alfo 
Hath  drawn  my  Life  into  this  fatal  forfeit  j 
For  which  fince  I  muft  die,  I  crave  a  like 
Equality  of  Juftice  againft  her  ; 
Not  that  I  covet  Blood,  but  that  fhe  may  not 
Praftice  this  Art  of  Falfehood  on  fome  other. 
Perhaps  more  worthy  of  her  Love  hereafter. 
Por.   If  this  be  true—— 
Ero.  My  Lords,  be  as  the  Law  is. 
Indifferent,  Upright,  I  do  plead  Guilty  : 
Now  Sir,  what  Glory  have  you  got  by  this  ? 
'Las  Man,  I  meant  not  to  outlive  thy  Doonii^ 
Shall  we  be  Friends  in  Death  ? 

Caf.  Hear  me,  the  Villain 
Scandals  her,  honour'd  Lords. 

Ero.  Leave  off  to  doat, 
And  die  a  wife  Man. 

Ant.  I  am  over-reach'd. 
And  mattered  in  my  own  Refolution. 

Phi.  Will  ye  be  wilful,  Madam  ?  here*s  the  Curfe 
Of  Love's  Difdain. 

Caf.  Why  fit  you  like  dumb  Statues } 
Demur  no  longer. 

Pof.  Cajfilane,  Erota, 
Antinous^  Death  ye  ask  ;  and  'tis  your  Dooms, 
You  in  your  Folh'es  liv'd,  die  in  your  Follies. 

Caf.  I  am  reveng'd,  and  thank  you  for  it.     Ero.  Yes, 
And  I :  Antinous  hath  been  gracious.     Ant.  Sir, 
May  I  prefume  to  crave  a  Bleffing  from  you 
Before  we  part  ? 

Caf  Yes,  fuch  a  one  as  Parents 
Beftow  on  curfed  Sons ;  now,  now  I  laugh 
To  fee  how  thofe  poor  Younglings  are  both  cheated 
Of  Life  and  Comfort :  Look  ye,  look  ye,  Lords, 
I  go  but  fome  ten  Minutes,  more  or  lefs. 
Before  my  time,  but  they  have  finely  cozen'd 

Vol.   IV.  E  Themfelves 
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Themfelves  of  many,  many  hopeful  Years 
Amidft  their  prime  of  Youth  and  Glory  ;  now 

Enter  Annophel. 

My  Vengeance  is  made  full.   Welcome  my  Joy, 
Thou  com'ft  to  take  a  feafonable  Blefling 
From  thy  half-bury'd  Father's  Hand  ;  I'm  dead 
.Already,  Girl,  and  fo  is  fhe  and  he. 
We  all  are  Worms- meat  now. 

Jnno.  I  have  heard  all ; 
Nor  (hall  you  die  alone  :  Lords,  on  my  Knees 
I  beg  for  Juftice  too. 

Por.  'Gainft  whom,  for  what  ? 

Anno.  Firft  let  me  be  refolv'd  i  does  the  Law  favour 
None,  be  they  ne'er  fo  mighty  ? 

Por.  Not  the  greateft. 

Anno.  Then  juftly  I  accufe  of  foul  Ingratitude 
My  Lords,  you  of  the  Senate  all,  not  one 
Excepted.     Pof.  Por.  Us  ? 

Phi.  Annophel. Amio.  You  are  the  Authors 

Of  this  unthrifty  Bloodflied  ;   when  your  Enemies 
Came  marching  to  your  Gates,  your  Children  fuck'd  not 
Safe  at  their  Mothers  Breafts,  your  very  Cloyfters 
Were  not  fecure,  your  darting  Holes  of  Refuge 
Not  free  from  Danger,  nor  your  Lives  your  own  : 
In  this  moll  defp'rate  Ecftafie,  my  Father, 
This  aged  Man,  not  only  undertook 
To  guard  your  Lives,  but  did  fo  ;  and  beat  off 
The  daring  Foe  •,  for  you  he  pawn'd  his  Lands, 
To  pay  your  Soldiers,  who  without  their  Pay 
Refus'd  to  ftrike  a  Blow  :  But,  Lords,  when  Peace 
^Was  purchas'd  for  you,  and  Vidory  brought  home. 
Where  was  your  Gratitude,  who  in  your  Coffers 
Horded  the  rufty  Treafure  which  was  due 
To  my  unminded  Father  ?  he  was  glad 
To  live  retir'd  in  Want,  in  Penury, 
Whilft  you  made  Feafts  of  Surfeit,  and  forgot 
Your  Debts  to  him  :   The  Sum  of  all  is  this. 
You've  been  unthankful  to  him  ;  and  I  crave 
The  Rigor  of  the  Law  againft  you  all. 
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Caf.  My  Royal-fpirited  Daughter ! 

Ero.  Anmpbel, 
Thou  art  a  worthy  Wench  •,  Jet  mc  embrace  thee. 

Anno.  Lords,  why  do  you  keep  your  Scats  ?   they  are 
no  Places 
For  fuch  as  are  Offenders. 

Pof.  Though  our  Ignorance 
Of  Cajfdaneh  Engagements  might  afiTwage 
Severity  of  Juftice,  yet  to  fhew 
How  no  Excufe  fhould  Imooth  a  breach  of  Law, 
I  yield  me  to  the  Trial  of  it.     Per.  So 
Muft  I  :  Great  Prince  of  Cyprus^  you  are  left 
The  only  IModerator  in  this  Difference ; 
And  as  you  are  a  Prince  be  a  Protedlor 
To  woful  Candy.     Phi.  What  a  Scene  of  Mifery 
Hath  thine  {'^^)  obdurate  Frowardnefj,  old  Man, 
Drawn  on  thy  Country's  Bofom  ?    and  for  t'lac 
Thy  proud  Ambition  could  not  mount  fo  high 
As  to  be  ftii'd  thy  Country's  only  Patron, 
Thy  Malice  hath  dcfcended  to  the  depth 
Of  Hell,  to  be  renowned  in  the  Title 
Of  the  Deftroyer .?   Doft  thou  yet  perceive 
What  Curfes  all  Pofterity  will  brand 
Thy  Grave  with,  that  at  once  haft  rob'd  this  Kingdom 
Of  Honour  and  of  Safety  ? 

Ero.  Children  yet  unborn 
Will  ftop  their  Ears  when  thou  art  nam'd. 

Arc.  The  World  will  be  too  little  to  contain 
The  Memory  of  this  detefted  Deed  i 
The  Furies  will  abhor  it. 

Dec.  What  the  Sword 
Could  not  enforce,  your  peevifh  Third  of  Honour, 
(36)  A  bare,  cold,  weak,  imaginary  Fame, 
Hath  brought  on  Candy  :   Candy  groans,  not  thefe 
That  are  to  die. 

(35)  — .  o^^ara/^  Forwardnefs, ]  Former  Editions. 

(36)  y/ brave,  cold,  'weak,  —  ]  As  none  of  the  Epithets  befide 
the  firll  are  Ironical,  I  doubt  not  but  brave  was  a  Miltake  inftead  of 
the  natural  Word,  which  I  have,  I  believe,  only  reftored.  Mr.  Symp- 
fan  has  feat  me  alfo  the  fame  Emendation. 
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Fhi.  *Tis  Happinefs  enough 
For  them,  chat  they  fhall  not  furvive  to  fee 
The  Wounds  wherewith  thou  ftab'ft  the  Land  that  gave 
Thee  Life  and  Name. 

Dec.  'Tis  Candy's,  wrack  fliall  feel 

{l'])  Arc.  The  mifchief  of  your  Folly. 

Por.  Pof.  Annophel • 

Anm.  I  will  not  be  intreated. 

Caf.  Prithee  Annophel 

Anno.   Why  would  you  urge  me  to  a  Mercy,  which 
You  in  your  fclf  allow  not? 

Caf.  *Tis  the  Law, 
That  if  the  Party  who  complains,  remit 
Th'  Offender,  lie  is  freed  :  Is't  not  fo.  Lords  ? 

Por.  Pof.  'Tis  fo. 

Caf.  Antinous.,  by  my  Shame  obferve 
What  a  clofe  Witchcraft  popular  Applaufe  is: 
I  am  awak'd,  and  with  clear  Eyes  behold 
The  Lethargy  wherein  my  Reafon  long 
Hath  been  be-charm*d:  Live,  Jive,  my  matchlefs  Son, 
Blefl:  in  thy  Father's  Bleffing  •,  much  more  bleft 
In  thine  own  Virtues :  Let  me  dew  thy  Cheeks 
With  my  unmanly  Tears  :  Rife,  I  forgive  thee: 
And  good  Antinous,  if  I  fhall  be  thy  Father 
Forgive  me  ;  I  can  fpeak  no  more. 

Ant.  Dear  Sir, 

You  new  beget  me  now Madam,  your  Pardon, 

1  heartily  remit  you.     Era.  I  as  freely 
Difcharge  thee,  Caffilane. 

Anno.  My  gracious  Lords, 
Repute  me  not  a  blemifli  to  my  Sex, 
In  that  I  flrove  to  cure  a  defperate  Evil 
With  a  more  violent  Remedy :    Your  Lives, 
Your  Honours  are  your  own. 

Phi.  Then  with  Confent 
Be  reconcil'd  on  all  fides :  Pleafe  you  Fathers 
To  take  your  Places. 

(37)  Caf.   The  mifchief  of  your  Folly  ^  The  grofs  Miftakc  of  making 
Cnjjjlar.e  fpcak  this,  mull  be  obvious  to  every  Reader. 
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Pof.  Let's  again  afcend. 
With  Joy  and  Thankfulnefs  to  Heav'n  :  And  now 
To  other  bulinels,  Lords. 

Enter  Gafpero,  and  Melitus,  with  Gonzalo. 

Mel.  Two  Hours  and  more,   Sir, 
The  Senate  hath  been  fet. 

Gori.  And  I  not  know  it  ? 
Who  fits  with  them? 

Mel.  My  Lord,  the  Prince  of  Cyprus. 

Gon.  GaJpcrOy 
Why  how  comes  that  to  pafs  ? 

Gaf.  Some  weighty  Caufe 
I  warrant  you. 

Gon.  Now,  Lords,  the  bufinefs  ?  ha  ? 
Who's  here,  Erota? 

For.  Secretary  do  your  Charge 
Upon  that  Traitor. 

Gon.  Traitor  ?     Gaf.  Yes,  Gonzalo,  Traitor ; 
Of  Treafon  to  the  Peace  and  State  of  Candy, 
I  do  arreft  thee.     Gon.  Me.?  thou  Dog  .? 

Enter  Fernando,  and  Michael. 

Mich.  With  Licence 
From  this  grave  Senate,  I  arreft  thee  likevvife 
Of  Treafon  to  the  State  of  Venice.     Gon.  Ha  ? 
Is  Michael  here  ?  nay  then  I  fee 
I  am  undone. 

Ero.  I  fliall  not  be  your  Queen, 
Your  Dutchefs,  or  your  Emprefs, 

Gon.  DulJ,  dull  Brain. 
O  1  am  fool'd. 

Gaf.  Look,  Sir,  d'  you  know  this  Hand  ? 

Mich.  D'  you  know  this  Seal .?  Firft,  Lords,  he  writes 
to  Venice, 
To  make  a  perfeft  League,  during  which  Time 
He  wou'd  in  private  keep  fome  Troops  in  Pay,       ' 
Bribe  all  the  Centinels  throughout  this  Kingdom, 
Corrupt  the  Captains ;  at  a  Banquet  poifon 
The  Prince,  and  greateft  Peers,  and  in  Conclulion 
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Yield  Candy  Slave  to  Venice. 

Gaf.  Next,  he  contraded 
With  this  Illuftrious  Prlncefs,  th*  Lady  Erota, 
In  hopeof  Marriage  with  her,  to  dchver 
All  the  Venetian  Gallantry,  and  Strength, 
Upon  their  firft  arrival,  to  the  Mercy 
Oi  her  and  Candy.     Ero.  This  is  true,  Gonzdo, 

Gon.  Let  it  be  true :  What  then  ? 

Pof,  My  Lord  Ambaflador, 
What's  your  demand? 

Mich.  As  likes  the  State  of  Candy^ 
Either  to  fentence  him  as  he  deferves 
Here,  or  to  fend  him  like  a  Slave  to  Veitice. 

Por.  We  fhall  advife  upon  it. 

Gon.  O  the  Devils, 
That  had  not  thruft  this  trick  into  my  Pate 
A  Politician  ?  Fool.    Deftrudion  plague 
Candy  and  Venice  both. 

Fof.  Por.  Away  with  him. 

Mel.  Come,  Sir,  Pil  fee  you  fafe.     [E>:eunt  Gonz.  Mel. 
.    Ero.  Lords,  e'er  you  part 
Be  witnefs  to  another  change  of  wonder 
Antinoust  now  be  bold,  before  this  Prefence, 
Freely  to  fpeak,  whether  or  no  1  us*d 
The  humbled  means  Affeiflion  could  contrive, 
To  gain  thy  Love.     Ant.  Madam,  1  mufl:  confefs  it. 
And  ever  am  your  Servant.     Ero.  Yes,  Antinous, 
My  Servant,  for  my  Lord  thou  fhalt  be  never  : 
1  here  difclaim  the  intereft:  thou  had  ft  once 
In  my  too  palTionate  Thoughts.     Moft  noble  Prince, 
If  yet  a  Relick  of  thy  wonted  Flames 
Live  warm  within  thy  Bofom,  then  I  blufii  not 
To  offer  up  the  affurance  of  my  Faith, 
To  thee  that  haft  deferv'd  it  beft.     Phi.  O  Madam, 
You  play  with  my  Calamity.     Ero.  Let  Heav'n 
Record  my  Truth  for  ever.     Phi.  With  more  joy 
Than  I  have  words  to  utter,  I  accept  it. 
I  alfo  pawn  you  mine. 

Ero,  The  Man  that  in  requital 
Of  noble  a.nd  unfought  AfFcdion 

Grows 
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Grows  cruel,  never  Jov*d,  nor  did  Antinous. 
Yet  herein,  Prince,  ye  are  beholden  to  him  ; 
For  his  negle(5l  of  me  humbled  a  Pride, 
Which  to  a  virtuous  Wife  had  been  a  Monfter. 

Phi.  For  which  I'll  rank  him  my  dcferving  Friend. 

Ant.  Much  Comfort  dwell  with  you,  as  I  could  wiih 
To  him  I  honour  moft.     Caf.  O  my  Antinous^ 
My  own,  my  own  good  Son. 

Fer.  One  Suit  I  have  to  make. 

Fbi.  To  whom,  Fernando  ? 

Fer.  Lord  CaJJilane  to  you. 

Caf,  To  me  .''     Fer.  This  Lady 
Hath  promis*d  to  be  mine.    Anno.  Your  Blefling,  Sir; 
Brother,  your  Love.     Ant.  You  cannot.  Sir,  beftow  her 
On  a  more  noble  Gentleman. 

Caf.  Say'ft  thou  fo, 
Antinous  ?  I  confirm  it.     Here,  Fernando^ 
Live  both  as  one  ;  fhe's  thine. 

Ant.  And  herein.  Sifter, 
I  honour  you  for  your  wife  fettled  Love. 
This  is  a  day  of  Triumph,  all  Contentions 
Are  happily  accorded  ;    Candy\  Peace 
Sccur'd,  and  Venice  vow*d  a  worthy  Friend. 

\Extunt, 
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NE  W  Titles  warrant  not  a  Play  for  neWy 
'The  Suhje^  being  old :  And  Wis  as  true, 
hrejh  and  neat  Matter  tnay  with  eafe  be  frairid 
Out  of  their  Stories,  that  have  oft  been  natn^d 
With  Glory  on  the  Stage:  What  borrows  he 
From  him  that  wrote  old  Priam 'j  Tragedy, 
That  writes  his  Love  to  Hecuba  ?  Sure,  to  tell 
O/'Csefar'j  amorous  Heats,  ajid  how  he  fell 
In  th^  Capitol,  can  never  be  the  fame 
To  the  judicious :    Nor  willfuch  blame 
Thofe  who  penn'd  this,  for  Barrennefs,  when  they  find 
Toung  Cleopatra  here,  and  her  great  Mind 
Exprefs'd  to  th'  height,  with  us  a  Maid,  and  free ^ 
And  how  he  rated  her  Virginity. 
We  treat  not  of  what  boldnefs  fhe  did  die^ 
Nor  of  her  fatal  Love  to  Anthony. 
What  we  prefent  and  offer  to  your  view. 
Upon  their  Faiths,  the  Stage  yet  never  knew. 
Let  Reafon  thenfirfi  to  your  Wills  give  Laws, 
And  after  judge  of  them^  and  of  their  Caufe. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Julius  Caefar,  Emperor  c/Rome. 
Ptolomy,  King  of  Mgypt. 
Achoreus,  a??  honeji  Ccunfellor^  Prieji  of  Ifis. 
Photinus,  a  Poliliciaii,  Minion  io  Ptolomy. 
Achillas,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Ptolomy. 
Septimius,  a  revolted  Roman  Fillain. 
Labienus,  a  Roman  Soldier^  and  NuYicio. 
Apollodorus,  Guardian  to  Cleopatra. 

Dolabdia,  \  ^^'■"'^  ^"t""^'- 

Sceva,  a  free  Speaker ^  alfo  Captain  to  Ca?far. 

Guard. 

^bree  lame  Soldien. 

Servants, 

WOMEN. 

Cleopatra,  9lueen  of  TEgypt.     C^far'i  Mijlrefs, 
Arfinoe,  CleopatraV  Sifler. 
EroSj  Cleopatra*i  IVaiting-PVoman. 

SCENE,     JE  G  Y  F  T. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Achoreus. 

(i)  A  c  H  o   R   E  u  s. 

al  Love  the  King,  nor  do  difpute  his  Power, 
Si  For  that  is  not  confin'd,  nor  to  be  cenfur'd 
|i  By  me,  that  am  his  Subjed:  -,  yet  allow  me 
U  The  liberty  of  a  Man,  that  ftill  would  be 
•'•  A  Friend  to  Juftice,  to  demand  the  Motives 

That  did  induce  young  Ptolomy,  or  Photirms, 

To  whofe  diredlions  he  gives  up  himlelf, 

And  I  hope  wifely,  to  commit  his  Sifter, 

The  Princefs  Cleopatra^  if  I  faid 

The 

(i)  Acliil.  I  h^c  the  King,  &c.  ]  The  grofs  Error  of  making 
Achiilns  fpeak  this  has  run  through  all  the  Editions.  The  Corfeftion 
fcarce  dcferves  a  Note,  but  ic  ferves  to  introduce  one  of  a  different 
kind.  Thefe  Charafters  are  all  taken  from  Lucan,  and  all  but  that  of 
Achoreus  recorded  by  authentick  Hillorians.  beveral  of  the  Speeches 
are  almoft  literal  Tranflations  from  the  former;  and  though  it  is  not 
within  my  prefent  Plan  to  follow  our  Authors  wherever  I  could  difcern 
their  F"ootfteps  among  the  CiafTicks ;  yet  as  fomeching  very  like  what 
happened  in  the  Faithful  Shepherdefi,  happens  alio  in  this  Play,  that 
il  admits  a  Comparifon  not  only  between  Lucan  and  our  Author?,  but 

alio 
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The  Queen,  jichillas^  'twere,  I  hope,  no  Treafon, 
She  being  by  her  Father's  Teftamenr, 
Whofe  Memory  I  bow  to,  left  Co-heir 
In  all  he  ftood  poffcft  of. 

Acbil.  *Tis  contcfl. 
My  good  Achoreus^  that  in  thefe  Eaftern  Kingdoms 
Women  are  not  exempted  from  the  Sceptre, 
But  claim  a  Privilege,  equal  to  the  Male  ; 
But  how  much  fuch  Divjfions  have  ta*en  from 
The  Majcfty  o^ Mgypt^  and  what  Factions 
Have  fprung  from  thofe  Partitions,  to  the  ruin 
Of  the  poor  Subjcd,  doubtful  which  to  follow, 
We  have  too  many  and  too  fad  Examples : 
Therefore  the  wife  Pbotinus^  to  prevent 
The  Murders,  and  the  MafTacres,  that  attend 
On  difunited  Government,  and  to  fhew 
The  King  without  a  Partner,  in  full  fplendor. 
Thought  it  convenient,  the  fair  Cleopatra^ 
(An  Attribute  not  frequent  in  this  Climate) 
Should  be  committed  to  fafe  Cuftody, 
In  which  (he  is  attended  like  her  Birth, 
Until  her  Beauty,  or  her  Royal  Dowre, 
Hath  found  her  out  a  Husband. 

Acho.  How  this  may 
Stand  with  the  Rules  of  Policy,  I  know  not ; 

alfo  between  them  and  a  very  eminent  modern  Poet,  I  iliall  once 
more  venture  beyond  my  Plan.  Gornetlle'i  Pompey  is  exaftly  on  the 
fame  Subjedl  and  equally  copy'd  from  Lucan,  and  the  very  fame  Lines 
are  often  tranflated  :  And  as  that  is  one  of  the  firft-rate  Plays  of  the 
Tragic  Poet  whom  the  French  much  prefer  to  Shake/pear  himfelf,  it 
will  not  be  difagreeable  to  an  EngUjhman  to  fee  him  excelled,  as  I 
think  he  is,  even  by  our  fecondary  Poets,  and  by  a  Play  which  the 
greateft  Critick  of  our  Nation  has  lately  call  a  Slur  upon,  as  if  our 
Authors  had  greatly  failed  in  attempting  to  emulate  the  Antony  and 
Cleopatra  of  Shake/pear  *.  I  own  I  think  it  a  noble  Emulation  of  that 
fine  Play,  and  the  Hand  as  difficult  to  be  diftinguilh'd  from  Shake/pear's, 
as  the  Works  of  the  very  beft  Scholars  o^  Titian  and  Guido  are  from  thofe 
of  their  Mailers.  My  Diflent  from  this  great  Writer  is,  in  truth,  the 
Reafon  of  my  enlarging  my  Notes  on  this  Play  ;  for  I  pay  fuch  defe- 
rence to  his  Judgment,  as  not  to  differ  from  it  without  much  diffi- 
dence, and  without  endeavouring  to  fupport  my  Opinion  with  all  the 
Arguments  that  1  am  capable  of. 

•  See  the  firft  Note  on  the  Temptjl  by  Mr,  Warlurton, 
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Mod  fure  I  am,  it  holds  no  Correfpondence 

Wi'th'  Rites  of  ^gypt,  or  the  Laws  of  Nature : 

But  grant  that  Cleopatra  can  fit  down 

With  this  Difgrace,  tho'  infupportable  ; 

Can  you  imagine,  that  Rome's  glorious  Senate, 

To  whofe  Charge,  by  the  Will  of  the  dead  King, 

This  Government  was  deliver'd,  or  great  Pompey^ 

That  is  appointed  Cleopatra^ %  Guardian 

As  well  as  Ptolomy'*s^  will  e*er  approve 

Of  this  rafh  Counfel,  their  Confent  not  fought  for. 

That  {hould  Authorize  it  ? 

Achil.  The  Civil  War 
In  which  the  Ro7nan  Empire  is  Embark*d 
On  a  rough  Sea  of  Danger,  does  exa6t 
Their  whole  Care  to  preferve  themfelves,  and  give  them 
No  vacant  time  to  think  of  what  we  do, 
Which  hardly  can  concern  them. 

Acbo.  What's  your  Opinion 
Of  the  Succefs  ?  I  have  heard,  in  multitudes 
Of  Soldiers,  and  all  glorious  Pomp  of  War, 
Pompey  is  much  Superior. 

Achil.  I  could  give  you 
A  Catalogue  of  all  the  fcveral  Nations 
From  whence  he  drew  his  Powers ;  but  that  were  tedious. 
They  have  rich  Arms,  are  ten  to  one  in  Number, 
Which  makes  them  think  the  Day  already  won  ; 
And  Pompey  being  Mafter  of  the  Sea, 
Such  plenty  of  all  Delicates  are  brought  in. 
As  if  the  Place  on  which  they  are  entrench*d. 
Were  not  a  Camp  of  Soldiers,  but  Rome^ 
In  which  Lucullus  and  Apicius  join'd 
To  make  a  publick  Feaft:  They  at  Dirachiu?n 
Fought  with  Succefs  ;  but  knew  not  to  make  ufe  of 
Fortune's  fair  Otfer :  (2)  So  much  I  have  heard, 
C^far  himfelf  confefs'd. 

Acbo.  Whir's  are  they  now  ? 

(2)    -fo  fKuch  I  ha've  heard 

Caefar  himfelf  conlefs.  ]  This  Reading  fuppofes  Achillas  10 
have  been  in  Gretctf  and  in  Cafari  Prefence.  The  Correftion  is 
very  obvious. 
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Achil.  In  Theffal)\  near  the  Pharfalian  Plains, 
Where  defar  with  a  Handful  of  his  Men, 
Hems  in  the  greater  Number :  His  whole  Troops 
Exceed  not  twenty  Thoufand,  but  old  Soldiers 
Flcfh'd  in  the  Spoils  of  Germany  and  FrancCy 
Enur*d  to  his  Command,  and  only  know 
To  fight  and  overcome :  And  tho'  that  Famine 
Reigns  in  his  Camp,  compelling  them  to  tafte 
Bread  made  of  Roots,  forbid  the  ufe  of  Man, 
Which  they  with  Scorn  threw  into  Pom^ef%  Camp, 
As  in  derifion  of  his  Delicates, 
Or  Corn  not  yet  half  ripe,  and  that  a  Banquet: 
They  ftill  bcfiege  him,  being  ambitious  only 
To  come  to  Blows,  and  let  the  Sword  determine 
Who  hath  the  better  Caufe. 

(3)  Enter  Septimius. 

Acho.  May  Vidory     * 
Attend  on't,  where  it  is. 

Ach'il.  We  ev*ry  Hour 
Exped  to  hear  the  IlTue. 

Sep.  Save  my  good  Lords ; 
By  Ifii  and  Ofiris,  whom  you  worfhip. 
And  the  four  hundred  Gods  and  GoddefTes 
Ador'd  in  Rome,  I  am  your  Honour's  Servant. 

Acho.  Truth  needs,  SepmiuSy  no  Oaths. 

(3)  Enter  Septinius.'\  The  vulgar  Editions  have  much  oftener  wrote  it 
Septhtitts  than  Septimius,  and  have  given  him  the  former  Name  in  the 
Ptrfons  of  the  Drama.  The  Reader  will  undoubtedly  obferve  the  fine 
Moral  couch'd  under  this  infamous  Wretch's  Charafter,  I'iz.  "  That 
*'  even  among  the  groireft  Superftition  of  the  Heathens,  the  Atheifti- 
*•  cal  Scoffer  at  Religion  was  the  mofl:  pernicious  Peft  of  all  Society". 
The  Charader  feems  drawn  with  exquilite  Art,  and  our  Poets  have  by 
it  much  excelled  their  Mailer  Lucan,  and  their  Competitor  Corntille. 
In  the  former  there  is  only  a  Sketch  of  a  fierce  inhuman  Villain,  and 
in  the  latter  Septimius  is  in  the  firit  Scene  introduced  as  aPrivy-Coun- 
fellor,  makes  an  Harangue  to  perfuade  the  Death  of  Pompey,  commits 
the  Murder,  and  being  blam'd  for  it  by  Ceefar,  is  faid  to  have  kill'd 
himielf  with  the  fame  Sword  with  which  he  flew  Pompey  :  But  he  has 
abfolutely  no  Charadler  at  all,  nor  is  it  judicious  to  make  him  die  the 
Death  of  Brutus  and  CaJJius ;  tho'  a  Frenchtnan  may  perhaps  look 
upon  the  Punilhment  of  C<vfar,  in  the  fame  Light  with  the  vile  Affaf- 
fination  of  Pompey. 

Achil. 
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jichil.  You*re  cruel, 
If  you  deny  him  Swearing,  you  take  from  him 
Three  full  parts  oF  his  Language. 

Sep.  Your  Honour's  bitter. 
Confound  me,  where  I  Love  I  cannot  fay  it. 
But  I  mufl:  fwear't  ;  yet  fuch  is  my  ill  Fortune  ; 
Nor  Vows  nor  Proteftations  win  Belief, 
I  think,  (and  I  can  find  no  other  Reafon) 
Becaufe  I  am  a  Rojnan. 

Acho.  No,  SeptwiiuSi 
To  be  a  Romany   were  an  Honour  to  you^ 
Did  not  your  Manners  and  your  Life  take  from  it. 
And  cry  aloud,  that  from  Ro?ne  you  bring  nothing 
But  Ro?nan  Vices,  which  you  would  plant  here. 
But  no  Seed  of  her  Virtues. 

Sep.  With  your  Reverence 
I  am  too  old  to  learn. 

Acho.  Any  thing  honeft, 
That  I  believe  without  an  Oath. 

Sep.  I  fear  ^ 

Your  Lordlhip  has  flept  ill  to  Night,  and  that 
Invites  this  fad  Difcourfe  ;  'twill  make  you  old 
Before  your  time ; —    O I  thefe  Virtuous  Morals, 
And  old  Religious  Principles,  that  fool  us  : 
I  have  brought  you  a  new  Song  will  make  you  laugh, 
Though  you  were  at  your  Prayers. 

(4)  Achil.  What  is  the  Subjedl:  ? 
Be  free,  Septimius. 

Sep.  'Tis  a  Catalogue 
Of  all  the  Gamefters  of  the  Court  and  City, 
Which  Lord  lies  with  that  Lady,  and  what  Gallant 
Sports  with  that  Merchant's  Wife  ;  and  does  relate 
Who  fells  her  Honour  for  a  Diamond, 
Who,  for  a  TifTew  Robe  j  whofc  Husband's  jealous. 
And  who  fo  kind,  that  to  fhare  with  his  Wife 
Will  make  the  match  himfelf  j  harmlefs  Conceits, 

(4)   Acho.  What  is  the  SubjeS  ? 

Be  free,  Septimius.]  The  Miftake  of  giving  this  to  Acho' 
reus  makes  him  fpcak  much  out  of  Charafter.  It  is  perfedlly  confo- 
nant  to  that  oi  Achillas,  W  defire  to  hear  Sejximius's  Ribaldry. 

Vol..  IV.  F  Though 
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Though  Fools  fay  they  are  dangerous  :  I  fang  it 
The  lad  Night  at  my  Lord  Photinus*  Table. 

Jcho.  How  !  as  a  Fidler  ? 

Sep.  No,  Sir,  as  a  Guefl, 
A  welcome  Gueft  too  ;  and  it  was  approv*d  of 
By  a  dozen  of  his  Friends,  though  they  were  touch'd  in*t: 
For  look,  you,  *tis  a  kind  of  merriment. 
When  we  have  laid  by  foolifh  Modefty 
(As  not  a  Man  of  Fafhion  will  wear  it) 
To  talk  what  we  have  done,  at  Icaft  to  hear  it ; 
If  merrily  fetdown,  it  fires  the  Blood, 
And  heightens  Crell  fall'n  Appetite. 

y^cho.  iMew  Dodlrine ! 

j^cbil.  Was't  of  your  own  Compofing  ? 

Sep.  No,    I  bought  it 
Of  a  skulking  Scribler  for  two  Ptolomtes, 
But  the  Hints  were  mine  own  ;  the  Wretch  was  fearful ; 
But  I  have  damn'd  myfelf,  fliould  it  be  queftion'd. 
That  I  will  own  it. 

j^cho.  And  be  punifli'd  for  it ; 
Take  heed,  for  you  may  fo  long  exercife 
Your  fcurrilous  Wit  againft  Authority, 
The  Kingdom's  Counfels;  rtnd  make  profane  Jefts, 
(Which  to  you,  being  an  Atheift,  is  nothing) 
Againft  Religion,  that  your  great  Maintainers, 
Unlefs  they  would  be  thought  Co- partners  with  you,    ' 
Will  leave  you  to  the  Law  ;  and  then,  SeplimiuSy 
Remember  there  are  Whips. 

(5)  Sep.   For  Whores,  I  grant  you. 
When  they  are  out  of  date-,  *till  then  they're  fafe  too. 
Or  all  the  Gallants  of  the  Court  are  Eunuchs. 
And  for  mine  own  Defence,  Pll  only  add  this, 
Pll  be  admitted  for  a  wanton  Tale, 
To  fome  moft  private  Cabinets,  when  your  Prieft-hood, 
Though  laden  with  the  Myfteries  of  your  Goddefs, 
Shall  wait  without  unnoted  ;  fo  I  leave  you 
T'  your  pious  Thoughts.  [£wV. 

I5)  Sep.  For  Whores,   I  grant  you. 

When  they  are  out  of  date,   UiU  then  vet  fafe  toe,']  Former 
Edition?. 

AcUU 
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Achil.  'Tis  a  ftrange  Impudence, 
This  Fellow  does  put  on. 

Acho.  The  wonder  great. 
He  is  accepted  of. 

Ach'il.  Vices,  for  him, 
Make  as  free  way  as  Virtues  do  for  others. 
'Tis  the  Time's  fault ;  yet  great  ones  ftill  have  grac'd, 
To  make  them  Sport,  or  rub  them  o'er  with  Flattery, 
Obfcrvers  of  all  kinds. 

Enter  Photinus  and  Septimius. 

Acho.  No  more  of  him. 
He  is  not  worth  our  thoughts ;  a  Fugitive 
From  Pompef?,  Army,  (6)  and  now  in  a  danger 
When  he  lliould  ufe  his  Service. 

Ach'il.  See  how  he  hangs 
On  great  Phothim'*  Ear. 

Sep.  Hell,  and  the  Furies, 
And  all  the  plagues  of  Darknefs  light  upon  me  : 
You  are  my  God  on  Earth,  and  let  me  have 
Your  Favour  here,  fall  what  can  fall  hereafter. 

Pho.  Thou  art  believ'd,  doll  thou  want  Mony  ? 

Sep.  No,  Sir. 

(7)  Pho.  Or  hafl:  thou  any  Suit  ?  thefe  ever  follow 
Thy  vehement  Proteftations. 

Sep.  You  much  wrong  me ; 
How  can  I  want,  when  your  Beams  fhine  upon  me, 
Unlefs  Employment  to  exprefs  my  Zeal 
To  do  your  Greatnefs  Service  :  Do  but  think, 
A  Deed  fo  dark,  the  Sun  would  blu(h  to  look  on, 

(6)    and  notv  in  a  danger 

When  he  Jhould  ufc  his  Ser'vice\  Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  this  dark, 
it  may  therfore  be  proper  lo  explain  it,  as  it  feems  to  me  a  very  beau- 
tiful Sentiment.  "  Septimius  was  not  only  a  Fugitive  from  Pompey, 
*'  but  had  deferred  him  in  the  midft  of  Danger,  when  he  was  engaged 
*'  in  a  War  with  Ca/ar.''''  One  need  not  add  how  infamous  luch  a 
Defertion  is  held  among  Soldiers. 

(7)  Pho.  Or  haji  thou  any?  thefe  e'ver  foUo-jif]  When  a  Verfc 
wants  a  Syllable,  it  is  always  a  ftrong  Proof  of  a  Corruption,  efpecially 
in  the  more  correal  Plays.  Here  the  Senfe  directed  us  to  the  true 
Word,  and  we  found  it  in  both  the  Folios. 
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For  which  Mankind  would  curfe  me,  and  arm  all 
The  Powers  above,  and  thofe  below  againft  me: 
Command  me,  I  will  on. 

Pho.  When  I  have  ufe, 
I']  I  put  you  to  the  Teft. 

Sep.  May  ir  be  fpeedy. 
And  fomething  worth  my  Danger  ;  you  are  cold. 
And  know  not  your  own  Powers  ;  this  Brow  was  tartiion'd 
To  wear  a  Kingly  Wreath,  and  your  ^rave  Judgment, 
Giv'n  to  difpofe  of  Monarchies,  not  govern 
A  Child's  Affairs  •,  the  People's  Eye's  upon  you. 
The  Soldier  courts  you  ;  will  you  wear  a  Garment 
Of  fordid  Loyalty,  when  'tis  out  of  Fafhion  ? 

Pho.   When  Pompey  was  thy  General,  SeplimiuSj 
Thou  faidft  as  much  to  him. 

Sep.  All  my  Love  to  him. 
To  Cecfar,  Rofne,  and  the  whole  World  is  loft 
In  th'  Ocean  of  your  Bounties  :   I've  no  Friend, 
Projeft,  Defign,  or  Country,  but  your  Favour, 
Which  I'll  preferve  at  any  rate. 

Pho.  No  more  i 
"When  I  call  on  you,  fail  not  off ;  perhaps 
Sooner  than  you  expefb,  I  may  employ  you. 
So  Jeave  me  for  a  while. 

Sep.  Ever  your  Creature.  [^Exit, 

Pho.  Good  day  Achoreus.,  my  befl:  Friend  AchillaSy 
Hath  Fame  deliver'd  yet  no  certain  Rumour 
Of  the  great  Roman  A6lion. 

Achil.  That  we  are 
T'  enquire,  and  learn  of  you.  Sir,  whofe  grave  care 
For  jEgypt^s  Happinefs,  and  great  Ptolo7nfs  good. 
Have  Eyes  and  Ears  in  ail  Parts. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Labienus,  and  Guard. 

Pho.  V\\  not  boaft. 
What  my  Intelligence  cofts  me,  but  ere  long 
You  fliall  know  more.     The  King,  with  him  a  Roman. 

Acho.  The  Scarlet  Livery  of  unfortunate  War 
Dy'd  deeply  on  his  Face. 

AchiL  'Tis  Labienus. 

Ce/ar*s 
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Ccefar*^  Lieutenant  in  the  Wars  of  Gaul^ 
And  fortunate  in  all  his  Undertakings  : 
But  fince  thefe  Civil  Jars  he  turn'd  to  Pompey, 
And  though  he  followed  the  better  Caufe, 
Not  with  the  like  Succefs. 

Pho.  Such  as  are  wife. 
Leave  falling  Buildings,  fly  to  thofe  that  rife; 
But  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Lab.    In  a  word,  Sir, 
Thefe  gaping  wounds,  not  taken  as  a  Slave, 
Speak  Pompey^s  Lofs  ;  to  tell  you  of  the  Battle, 
How  many  thouland  feveral  Bloody  fhap.es 
Death  wore  that  day  in  Triumph  ;  how  we  bore 
The  fliock  oi Cafar*s  Charge-,  or  with  what  fury 
His  Soldiers  came  on,  as  if  they'd  been 
So  many  Ccefars^  and  like  him,  Ambitious 
To  tread  upon  the  Liberty  oi Rome : 
How  Fathers  kill'd  their  Sons,  and  Sons  their  Fathers, 
f  8)  Or  how  the  Roman  Piles  on  either  fide 
Prew  Roman  Blood,  which  fpent,  the  Prince  of  Weapons 
The  Sword  fucceeded,  which,  in  Civil  Wars, 

Appoints 

(8)  Or  hoiv  the  Roman  Piles  on  either  Jlde 

Dreiv  Roman  BUod,  luhich/peit  the  Prince  of  Weapons ', 
The  Sword  fucceeded,'  ]  This  Pointing,  which  is  only  the 
Corruption  of  the  laft  Edition,  makes  the  Pile  the  Prince  of  Weapons : 
Were  there  need  of  a  Proof  to  the  contrary,  Lucan  will  give  it,  who 
fpcaking  in  contempt  of  the  Parthian  Archers,  when  Pompey  had 
thoughts  of  taking  fhelter  amongit  them  fays, 

Enfs  habet  <vires,   et  Gens  qutecurtque  virorum  tfiy 

Bella  gerit  gladiis.  Lib.  8. 

The  Reader  will  obferve  what  a  noble  Flight  of  Poetry  our  Authors 
have  built  on  this  Sentiment.  And  if  he  will  pleafe  to  look  over  Lucan'i 
whole  Defcription  of  this  Battle,  in  the  Seventh  Book,  I  believe  he 
will  agree  that  our  Authors  have  chofe  the  nobleft  of  his  Sentiments, 
and  cxpreffed  them  with  the  higheft  Dignity  ;  that  they  have  (hewed 
great  Spirit  in  their  Additions,  and  as  great  Judgment  in  their  Omif« 
fions ;  that  they  feldom  fall  below,  but  often  rife  above  him.  Whereas 
in  the  Pompey  of  Corneille  (if  Prejudice  does  not  make  me  too  much 
depreciate  French  Poetry)  almolt  the  Reverfe  of  all  thefe  appears. 
Lucan  charges  Ca/ar  with  forbidding  the  dead  Bodies  to  be  burned, 
(a  thing  indeed  neither  probable  nor  confirm'd  by  Hiftory,  nor  at  all 
confonant  to  Cafar%  Temper  and  Good-fenfe  )  but  on  this  Suppofition. 
}ie  has  fome  of  the  nobleil  Lines  in  his  whole  Poem, 
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Appoints  the  Tent,  on  which  wing'd  Viclory 
Shall  make  a  certain  Stand  \  then,  how  the  Plains 
Flow'd  o'er  with  Blood,  and  what  a  cloud  of  Vulturs, 
And  other  Birds  of  Prey,  hung  o'er  both  Armies, 
Attending  with  their  ready  Servitors, 
The  Soldiers,  from  whom  the  angry  Gods 

Had 

Hos,  Caefar,  Populos,  ft  nunc  non  ujferit  ignis, 

Vret  cum  terrii,  uret  cum  gurgite   Ponti. 

Communis  Mundi  fupereji  Rogus  Sec. 
After  going  on  with  thefe  fine  Reflexions,  he  then  laughs  at  Cafar 
lor  the  Folly  of  his  Barbarity. 

^Uy  cut  dant  pcznas  inhumato  funere  GenteSy 

Sluidfugis  banc  cladem  ?  quid  olentes  deferis  agros  ? 

Has  trahe,  Caefar,  aquas,  hoc,  Ji poles,  utere  cctlo  : 

Sed  tibi   tabentes  populi  Pharjaiica  rura 

Eripiunt,  carnpofque  tenent  'vidore  fugato. 

This  kit  Sentiment  having  fomething  of  quaihtnefs  In  it,  Cornfillc, 
the  French  Shake/pear,  felefts  and  dwells  on,  not  as  a  Banter  on  Ca/ar, 
but  as  a  happy  Thought. 
,  Ces  montagnes  des  marts  pri'vez  d'honncurs  fupremes 

^ue  la  nature  force  a  fe  ijanger  eux-7nemes, 

Lt  dont  les  troncs  pourris  exhalent  dans  hs  Vents 

Dequcy  faire  la  guerre  au  rejle  des  'vi'vans. 
Corneilley  in  his  own  Examen  of  this  Play,  obferves,  that  he  had  not 
only  iranflated  many  Lines  of  Lucan,  but  had  caught  fo  much  of  his 
Spirit  as  to  be  fulp-dled  of  Plagiarifm  where  he  had  not  been  guilty  of 
it ;  and  to  this  Imitation  of  Lucan  he  alcribes  the  fiiperior  Sublimity 
of  his  Ponppey  to  all  his  other  Tragedies.  The  Fatt  is,  1  believe,  true, 
but  no:  the  Conlequance  ;  for  he  leems  to  me  to  have  caught  the  Lit- 
tlentffes  and  Extravagances,  rather  than  the  Sublimity  ^.i  Lucan.  The 
Lines  above  are  an  Liltance  of  the  former,  and  in  the  fame  Defcrip- 
tion  there  is  the  following  Proof  of  the  latter  j 

^and  les  Dieux  etonne-z,  femhloient  fe  partager, 

Pnarfale  a  decide  ce  quails  nofoient  juger. 
This  is  fo  like  forhe  of  Lucan\  Flights,  that  I  verily  thought  it  had 
been  his,  but  find  it  not  fo.  Our  Authors  Imitations  of  him  are  very 
different,  nor  have  they  fliew'd  lefs  fupericr  Judgment  in  the  Intro- 
daflion  of  this  Defcription  of  the  Battle  of  Pharfalia.  In  Corneille 
the  young  King  opens  the  Play  with  it :  Here,  the  Reader's  ExpeAa- 
tion  of  it  is  finely  raifed,  and  then  the  great  Labienus  enters,  with 

The  Scarlet  Livery  of  unfortunate  War 

Dyd  deeply  on  his  Face. 
If  the  Reader  fuppofes  the  Hint  taken  from  the  bleeding  Captain  at  the 
Beginning  of  Macbeth,  who  comes  to  relate  the  Fate  of  the  Battle  be- 
tween Macbeth  and  Macdonel,  he  will,  I  believe,  agree  that  our  Au- 
thors 
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Had  took  ail  fenfe  of  Reafon,  and  of  Pity, 

Would  ferve  in  their  own  CarcalTes  for  a  Feaft. 

How  Ccefar  with  his  Javelin  forc'd  them  on 

That  made  the  lead  Hop,  (9)  when  their  angry  Hands 

Were  lifted  up  againlt  lome  known  Friend's  Face:  j 

(10)  Then  coming  to  the  body  of  the  Army 

He  fhews  the  facred  Senate,  and  forbids  them 

To 

thors  have  here  not  only  emulated,  but  much  excelled  their  Mafter. 
But  this  cannot  be  iaid  of  their  Imitation  of  the  following  Lines  of 
Julius  Citfar,  where  the  common  Fad  of  Birds  of  Pre)  following  Ar- 
mies is  turn'd  to  a  noble  Omen. 

"     '  ra'venous  Cronxs  and  Kites 

Fly  o'er  our  Heads  ;  and  doxvnivard  look  on  us 

Js  ive  nverejsckly  Prey  ;  their  Shadaijus  fcem 

yf  Canopy  moji  fatal,   under  ivhich 

Our  Artny  lies  ready  to  gi've  the  GhoJI. 
Tho'  our  Authors  Lines  do  not  equal  this,  yet  they  firongly  partake 
of  the  fame  Spirit. 

{9)  ' ijchen  their  angry  Hands 

Were  lifted  up  againji  fame  knovcn  Friend's  Facel] 
Adnjerfcfque  jubet  ferro  confundere  njultus.  Lucan. 

The  famous  Speech  of  Co- far  in  this  Battle Miles  faciem  feri.   is 

varioufly  interpreced,  either  to  hinder  them  from  knowing  each  other, 
as  Fathers  fought  againft  Sons  and  Sons  againft  Fathers,  or  elfc,  that 
the  gay  handfome  Youths  of  Pompeyh  Army  would  be  more  afraid  of 
their  Faces  than  any  other  Part  of  tiieir  Bodies.  This  lad  is  Florus's 
Reafon,  our  Authors  prefer  the  former  :  But  perhaps  a  better  Reafon 
than  either  might  be  the  true  one.  Po?npey%  Army  confilted  chiefly 
of  new  levj'd  iVoops ;  now  to  all  raw  Fighters,  Blows  on  the  Face  are 
more  dreadful  and  more  confounding  than  any  other  ;  not  through 
fear  of  fpoiling  their  Beauty,  but  that  they  fee  more  of  the  Stroke  than 
if 'twere  aim'd  at  any  other  Part. 

(10)   Then  coming  to  the  body  of  the  Army 
He  Jheivs  the  facred  Senate,  ScC.^ 
Jh  Plebem  'vetat  ire  manus,  monjiratque  Senatum, 
Scit  cruor  Imperii  qui  fit,   qwe  vifcera  Legum  ; 
JJnde  petal  Romam,    Libertas  ultima  mundi 
Sluo Jieterit  ferienda  loco,    permifla  fecundo 
Ordine  Nobilitas,  'venerandaque  corpora  ferro 
Vrgentur  :  ca-dunt  Lepidos,  caduntque  Meteltos, 
Cor-vinosque  fimul,  Torquataque  nomina  Legum, 
Sape  Duces,  fummosque  hominum,  te,  Magne,  remoto.  LuCan. 

The  laft  Line  but  one  of  thefe  is  very  obfcure  ;  fome  of  the  Copies 
read  Regum  inftead  of  Legum,  but  retain  the  fame  Points ;  and  the 
Commentators  ftrive  in  vain  to  make  Scnfe  of  either  of  them.     But 
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To  wafte  their  force  upon  the  Common  Soldier, 
(Whom  willingly,  if  e'er  he  did  know  Pity, 
He  would  have  fpar'd.) 

Pto.  The  reafon,  Lahienus  ? 

Lab.  Full  well  he  knows,  that  in  their  Blood  he  was 
To  pafs  to  Empire,  and  that  through  their  Bowels 
He  muft  invade  the  Laws  of  Romey  and  give 
A  period  to  the  Liberty  of  the  World. 

Farnahy  propofes,  in  his  Notes,  a  Conjedlure  that  clears  up  the  Dif- 
ficulty. 

Cornjinosque  Jimul,  Torquataque  Nomina,  Regum 

Sape  Duces, 

It  is  well  known  thattheTributary  Kings  often  fought  under  the  Roman 
Confuls ;  and  at  Pharfalia  there  were  leveral  who  did  fo.  The  Reader 
will  obferve  how  finely  this  noble  Paffage  appears  in  Englijh  ;  if  our 
Poets  have  at  all  fallen  fhort  of  Lucan  in  the  tranflating  of  Scit  cruor 
Imperii  qui  fcit,  &c.  they  have  made  full  amends  in  the  three  lall  ; 
cadunt  Lepidos  is  not  equal  to  7henfell  the  Lepidi,  iffc.  And  if  the 
Apoftrophe  to  Pompey,  in  the  laft  Line,  be  a  Beauty,  the  Flow  of  the 
Englijh  in  clofing  the  Period  is  equal,  if  not  fuperior  to  it.  The  fol- 
lowing Period  is  equally  excellent,  and  feems  much  preferable  to  the 
Lines  which  it  imitates. 

Sanguis  ibi  Jiuxit  jlchaus, 

Ponticus,  Ajfyrius  :  cunSlos  harere  cruores 

Romanus,  campisque  njetat  conftjlere  Torrens. 
The  Defcription  oi  Pompey  s  Defpair  and  Flight,  is  likewife  a  fine 
Abridgment  oi  Lucan,  who  labours  much  to  excufe  Pompey  for  flying 
fo  precipitately  that  he  carried  the  News  of  his  own  Defeat. 

■  cladisque  fua  vix  ipfe  fide  lis 

Audor  erat. 
He  deferted  the  Field  even  before  the  Battle  was  half  over. 

Thejfalictg  pojl  Te  pars  maxima  pugn^. 

•         — —  leque  inde  fugato 

OJlendit  moriens,  Jibi  fe  pugnajfe,  Senatus. 
This  was  no  Excufe  to  Pompey,  and  he  would  merit  as  a  General  great 
Infamy  had  he  not  been  forced  by  the  Senate  to  fight  abfolutely  againft 
his  Judgment.  He  knew  he  could  have  ruin'd  Cafar  by  avoiding  a 
Battle,  out  that  his  raw  Troops,  however  numerous,  were  not  equal 
jn  the  Field  to  defar'i  Veterans.  He  fought  therefore  in  a  full  Per- 
fuafion  of  his  own  Ruin,  and  in  fuch  a  Cafe,  { to  ufc  a  Phrafe  of 
JUtcber'% ) 

'     ■  ■  What  General 

^Thirds  his  oivn  Worth  ? 

Our  Poets  have  judicioufly  omitted  all  the  Circumftances  that  are 
difadvantagcous  to  Pompey,  and  in  this  they  follow  Nature ;  for  a 
Lieutenant  fent  by  him  to  Ptolomy  would  naturally  fpeak  fo. 

Then 
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Then  fell  the  Lepidi^  and  the  bold  Corvini^ 

The  fam'd  Torquaii,  Scipio's,  and  Marcelli, 

Names  next  to  Pompefs,  moft  renown'd  on  Earth. 

The  Nobles,  and  the  Commons  lay  together. 

And  Pontick,  Punkk^  and  Ajjyr'ian  Blood 

Made  up  one  crimfon  Lake  :  Which  Pompey  feeing. 

And  that  his,  and  the  Fate  of  Rome  had  left  him. 

Standing  upon  the  Rampier  of  his  Camp, 

Though  fcorning  all  that  could  fall  on  himfelf, 

He  pities  them  whofe  Fortunes  are  Embark'd 

In  his  unlucky  Quarrel ;  cries  aloud  too 

That  they  (hould  found  Retreat,  and  fave  themfclves  ; 

That  he  defir'd  nor,  fo  much  noble  Blood 

Should  be  loll  in  his  Service,  or  attend 

On  his  Misfortunes :  And  then,  taking  Horfe 

With  feme  few  of  his  Friends,  he  came  to  Lesbos, 

And  with  Cornelia,  his  Wife,  and  Sons, 

He's  touch'd  upon  your  Shore :  The  King  of  Parfbia, 

Famous  in  his  defeature  of  the  CraJ/i, 

Offcr'd  him  his  Protedlion,  but  Pompey 

Relying  on  his  Benefits,  and  your  Faith, 

Hath  chofen  Mgypt  for  his  Sancfluary, 

Till  he  may  recoiled  his  fcatter'd  Powers, 

And  try  a  lecond  Day  :  Now  Ptolomy, 

Though  he  appear  not  like  that  glorious  Thing 

That  three  times  rode  in  Triumph,  and  gave  Laws 

To  conquer'd  Nations,  and  made  Crowns  his  Gift, 

(As  this  of  yours,  your  noble  Father  took 

From  his  vidtorious  Hand,  and  you  dill  wear  it 

At  his  Devotion)  to  do  you  more  Honour 

In  his  declin*d  Eftate,  as  the  ftraight'ft  Pine 

In  a  full  Grove  of  his  yet  fliourifhing  Friends, 

He  flies  to  you  for  Succour,  and  expefts 

The  entertainment  of  your  Father's  Friend, 

And  Guardian  to  yourfelf. 

Pio.  To  fay  I  grieve  his  Fortune, 
As  much  as  if  the  Crown  I  wear,  his  Gift, 
Were  ravifh*d  from  me,  is  a  holy  Truth, 
Our  Gods  can  witnefs  for  me  :   Yet,  being  young. 
And  not  a  free  Difpofer  of  myfelf. 

Let 
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Let  not  a  few  hours,  borrow'd  for  Advice, 
Beget  i'ufpicion  of"  Unthankfulnefs, 
Which  next  to  Hell  I  hate  •,  pray  you  retire. 
And  take  a  little  reft,  and  let  his  VVounds 
Be  with  that  care  attended,  as  they  were 
CarvM  on  my  Flefli  :   Good  Labienus^  think 
The  little  Refpite  I  defire  fhall  be 
"Wholly  employ 'd  to  find  the  readied  way 
To  do  great  Potnpey  fcrvice. 

Lab.  May  the  Gods, 
As  you  intend,  protect  you.  [^Exit. 

Pto,  Sit,  lit  all, 
It  is  my  Pleafure  :  Your  Advice,  and  freely. 

^cho,  A  fhort  deliberation  in  this, 
(ii)  May  ferve  to  give  you  Counfel.  To  be  honeft. 
Religious,  and  thankful,  in  themfelves 
Are  forcible  Motives,  and  can  need  no  flourifli 
Or  glofs  in  the  Perfuader ;  your  kept  Faith, 
Though  Pompey  never  rife  to  th'  height  he*s  fall'n  from, 
Qefar  himfclf  will  love ;  and  my  Opinion 
Is,  Hill  committing  it  to  graver  Cenfure, 
You  pay  the  Debt  you  owe  him,  with  the  hazard 
Of  all  you  can  call  yours. 

Pto.  What's  yours,  Photimts  ? 

Pho.  Achorem.,  great  Ptohinyy  hath  counfel'd 
I/ikc  a  religious  and  honeft  Man, 
Worthy  the  Honour  that  he  juftly  holds 
In  being  Fried  to  Ifn :   But  alas. 
What  in  a  Man,  fequcfter'd  from  the  World, 
Or  in  a  private  Perfon,   is  prefer*d. 
No  Policy  allows  of  in  a  King  : 

(l  l)  May  few  e  to  give  you  Counfel  to  be  honeft ; 
Religious  and  thankful,  in  t he mf elves 

Are  forcible  Moti'ves, ]     1  have  ventured  to  change  the 

Pointing  here,  and  propofe  what  fecms  a  more  natural  one.    We  have 
the  Purport  of  this  Speech  of  Achoreus  in  Lucan. 

•  fuos  inter  Achoreus 

Conjllii  vox  prima  fuit,  meritumque,  fidemquCj 
Sacraque  defunili  jacia'vit  Pignora  Patris. 
Corneille  has  left  Achoreus  out  of  this  Council,  and   Photinus  by  that 
means  has  no  Contrail  to  enhance  the  Wickednefs  of  his  Advice. 

To 
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{12)  To  be  or  juft,  or  thankful,  makes  Kings  guilty  ; 
And  Faith,  though  prais'd,  is  punifii'd,  that  fupports 
Such  as  good  Fate  forfakes  :  Join  with  the  Gods, 
Obferve  the  Man  they  favour,  leave  the  wretched  ; 
The  Stars  are  not  more  diftant  from  the  Earth 
Than  Profit  is  from  Honefty  ;  all  the  Power, 

Prerogative, 

(12)  Taheorjuji,  or  thankful, ]     From  hence  to  the  End  of 

Thotinus'%  Speecu  is  almoft  a  literal  Tranflation  cue  of  Lucan,  and  Cor- 
tieille  tranflatcs  nearly  in  the  fame  manner.  He  has  taken  great  part 
of  Lucan's  Sentiments,  the'  he  has  not  rang'd  them  in  the  fame  Order, 
and  his  Tranflation  wants  much  of  the  Spirit  of  his  Original,  which 
our  Poets  have  extremely  well  preferred . 

yus  et  fas  multosfaciunt,  Ptolemeeey  vocentes. 
Dat  f  anas  laudata  fides,   cum  fufiinet,   inquity 
^uos  Fortuna  premit :   Fatis  accede,   Deisque, 
Et  cole  felices,  miferos  fuge :  Sidcra  terra 
Ut  difiant,  iff  fiamma  man',  fie  utile  reSlo. 
Sceptrorum  fis  tota  per  it,  Ji  ponder  e  j'ujia 
Incipit :   evert it^ue  arces  t^fpc^us  honefli. 
Libertas  fcelerum  efi,  qua:  regna  innjifa  tuetur^ 
Sublatusque  modus  gladiis,  facere  o?nnia  ftcve 
Non  impune  licet,  nijl  dum  facts  :  Exeat  aula 
^ui  <volet  effe  pius :  Firtus  et  fumma  potefias 
hon  coeunt :  femper  mctuet,   quern  fa'va  pudebutit. 
Not  impute  tuos  Magnus  contemferit  annos ; 
^ui  te  ncc  'viSios  arcere  a  litore  noflro 
Pojff  putnt.     Neu  te  fceptris  privan)erit  hofpes, 
Pignorafunt  propiora  tibi  :   hilonque,    P  baron  que  ^ 
Si  regnare  piget,   damnata  redde  forori. 
^^yptum  certe  Latiis  tueamur  ab  amis, 
^uicquid  non  fuerit  Magni,   dum  bella  gcruntur^ 
Nee  'vicloris  erit :  Tota  jam  pulfus  ab  or  be, 
Poflquam  nulla  manet  rerum  fiducia,  quarit 
Cum  qua  gente  cadat :  rapitur  civilibus  umbris. 
Nee  foceri  tan  turn  armn  fugit :  fugit  ora  Senatus, 
Cujus  Thejfalicas  fuiurat  pars  mngna  'volucres. 
Et  metuet  gentes,  quas  uno  in  /anguine  mifias 
Deferuit :  regesque  timet,  quorum  omnia  merfit : 
Theffaliieque  reus,   nulla  tellure  receptus, 
Sollicitat  Hofirum,  quem  nondum  perdidit,  orbem. 
Jufiior  in  Magnum  nobis,   Ptolemtee,  querelre 
Caufa  data  efi  ;  quidfepofitatn,  femperque  quietam 
Crimine  bellorum  maculas  Pharon,  ari;aque  nofira 
ViEleri  fufpeclafacis?  cur  fola  cadenti 
Hac  placuit  tellus,    in  quam  P bar falica  fata 
Conferres,  paenasquf  tvas  ?  Jam  crimen  habemui 

Purgandum 
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Prcrogatirc,  and  Greatnefs  of  a  Prince 

Is  loft,  if  he  dcr<;end  once  but  to  ftcer 

His  courfe,  as  what's  right  guides  him  ;  let  him  leave 

The  Scepter,  that  ftrives  only  to  be  good, 

Since  Kingdoms  are  maintain'd  by  Force  and  Blood. 

j^cho.  Oh  wicked. 

Pto.  Peace :  Go  on. 

Pbo.  Proud  Pom^ey  fhews  how  much  he  fcorns  your 
Youth, 
In  thinking  that  you  cannot  keep  your  own 
From  fuch  as  are  o'ercome.     If  you  are  tired 
With  being  a  King,  let  not  a  Stranger  take 
What  nearer  Pledges  challenge  :  Refign  rather 
The  Government  o^  jE^pt  and  o^ Nile 
To  Cleopatra^  that  has  Title  to  them  : 
At  lea  ft  defend  them  from  the  Roman  Gripe  ; 
What  was  not  Pompey  Sy  while  the  Wars  endur*d. 
The  Conqueror  will  not  challenge.     By  all  the  World 
Forfaken  and  defpis'd,  your  gentle  Guardian, 
His  Hopes  and  Fortunes  defperate,  makes  choice  of 
What  Nation  he  (hall  fall  with  :  And  purfuM 
By  their  pale  Ghofts,  flain  in  this  Civil  War, 
He  flies  not  Ccefar  only  but  the  Senate, 
Of  which,  the  greater  part  have  cloid  the  Hunger 
Of  fharp  Pharfalian  Fowl  ;  he  flies  the  Nations 

Purgandum  gladio,  quod  nobis  fceptra  Senatus 
Tf  fuadente  dedit,    'votis  tua  fo'vimus  artna. 
Hoc  ferrum,  quod  fata  jubent  prof er  re,  paravi 
Non  tibi,  fed  'viilo  :   Feriam  tua  njifcera,   Magne  : 
Malueramfoceri :  rapimur,  quo  cunSla  feruntur. 
Tent  tnihi  dubitas  an  Jit  'violare  necejfe. 
Cum  liceat  ?  qute  te  nojlri  fiducia  regni 
Hue  agit  inftlix  ?  populum  non  cernis  inermentf 
Arvaque  vix  refuge  fodientem  mollia  Nilo  ? 
Metiri  fua  regna  decet,   'uiresque  fateri. 
yjrr  Ttolem/te  potes  Magni  fuUire  ruinam. 
Sub  qua  Roma  jacet  ?    hujlum,   cineresque  mover t 
^Thfffalicos  audes,  bellumque   in  rtgna  'vocare  ? 
jinte  aciem  Emathiam  nullis  accejjimus  armis  : 
Pompeii  nunc  caflra  placent,  qu<e  deferit  orbit  ? 
l^unc  njidorij  opes,   et  cognita  fata  lacejfis  ? 
Ad'verfis  non  deejfe  decet,  fed  lata  fecutos. 
Nulla  fidii  unquam  niferes  elegit  amicoi. 

That 
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That  he  drew  to  his  Quarrel,  whofc  Eftates 
Arc  funk  in  his  :    And  in  no  place  recciv*d, 
Hath  Found  out  Mgyp^  by  him  yet  not  ruin'd  : 
Arui  Ptolomy^  things  confider'd,  juftly  may 
Complain  of  Pompey  :  Wherefore  fhould  he  (lain 
Our  /Egypt  with  the  fpots  of  Civil  War? 
Or  muke  the  peaceable,  or  quiet  JSlilfj 
Doubted  of  Lltefar?  Wherefore  (hould  he  draw 
His  L^fs  and  Overthrow  upon  our  Heads  ? 
Or  chule  this  place  to  fuffer  in  ?  Already 
We  have  offended  Cjp/r/r,  in  our  Wifhes, 
(13)  And  no  way  left  us  to  redeem  his  Favour 
But  by  the  Head  of  Pompey. 

Acho.  Great  Ofiris^ 
Defend  thy  yEgypt  from  fuch  Cruelty, 
And  barbarous  Ingratitude ! 

Pho.  Holy  trifles, 
And  not  to  have  place  in  defigns  of  State ; 
This  Sword,  which  Fate  commands  me  to  uniheatb* 
I  would  not  draw  on  Pompey^  if  not  vanquifh'd, 
I  grant  it  ratl:er  (hould  have  pafs*d  through  Cafar  ; 
But  we  muft  follow  where  his  Fortune  leads  us  ; 
All  provident  Princes  meafure  their  intents 
According  to  their  power ;  and  fo  difpofe  them. 
And  think'fl:  thou,   Ptolomy^  that  thou  canft  prop 
His  Ruins,  under  whom  fad  Rome  now  fuffers? 
Or  tempt  the  Conqueror's  force  when  *tis  confirm'ii  «• 
Shall  we,  that  in  the  Battle  fat  as  Neuters 
Serve  him  that's  ovorcome  ?  No,  no,  he*s  loft. 
And  though  'tis  noble  to  a  finking  Friend 
To  lend  a  helping  Hand,  while  there  is  hope 
He  may  recover,  thy  part  not  engag'd  ; 
Tho*  one  moft  dear,  when  all  his  hopes  are  dead, 

(13)   y/«</  no  ivay  left  us  to  redcetn  his  Favour 

But  by  the  Hand  o/Pompfy  ]  It  was  evident  at  firft  Sight 
that  Hand  was  a  Corruption  for  Head,  fince  his  Death  and  not  his 
AflilUnce  was  to  make  their  Peace  with  Cafar.  Upon  Examination  I 
found  it  only  the  Miftake  of  the  firft  and  laft  Editions,  the  fecord 
Folio  has  it  right,  which  is  a  very  uncommon  Cafe  with  that  Edition; 
for  it  veiy  feldom  correA>,  but  often  adds  Millakes  to  the  former 
Editions. 

To 
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To  drown  him,  {^  thy  Foot  upon  his  Head. 

Acho.  Mod  execrable  CounfcJ. 

Achil,  To  be  followed, 
'Tis  for  the  Kingdom's  fafety. 

Pto.  Wc  give  up 
Our  abfolute  Power  to  thee  :   Difpofe  of  it 
As  Reafon  fhall  dire6t  thee. 

Pho.   Good  Achillas^ 
Seek  out  Septimius:  Do  you  but  footh  him. 
He  is  already  wrought :  Leave  the  difpatch 
To  me  of  Lahienus :   'Tis  determin*d 
Already  how  you  fhall  proceed :  Nor  Fate 
Shall  alter  it,  fince  now  the  Dye  is  caft. 
But  that  this  hour  to  Pofnpey  is  his  laft.  [ExganL 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Apollodorus,  Eros,  and  Arfinoe. 

Apol.  Is  the  Queen  ftirring,  Eros  ? 
Eros.  Yes,  for  in  truth 
She  touch'd  no  Bed  to  Night. 
Apol.  I'm  forry  for  it, 

(14)  And  wilh  it  were  in  me,  with  any  hazard. 
To  give  her  eafe. 

Arf.  Sir,  fhe  accepts  your  Will, 
And  does  acknowledge  fhe  hath  found  you  noble. 
So  far,  as  if  reftraint  of  Liberty 
Could  give  admifllon  to  a  thought  of  Mirth, 
She  is  your  Debtor  for  it. 

Apol.  Did  you  tell  her 
O'  the  fports  I  have  prepar'd  to  entertain  her  ? 

(15)  She  us'd  to  take  delight,  with  her  fair  Hand 
To  Angle  in  the  Nile,  where  the  glad  Fifli 

As 

(14)  And  woijh  it  njcere  in  me,  ivith  my  hazardj]  The  Verfe  re- 
q^iiresthat  it  (hould  be  either  z»y  oixin  or  any  hazard.  1  prefer  the  latter, 
as  it  fomewhat  heightens  the  Sentiment. 

(15)  She  us^d  to  take  delight,   ivith  her  fair  Hand 

To  angle  in  the  Nile,  ^r.]  This  Defcription,  particularly 
that  of  the  Stag  enamour'd  with  his  Death,  is  extremely  poetical, 
and  one  may  fay  of  it  what  I  have  heard  faid  by  Connoiffeurs  of  the 

famous 
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As  if  they  knew  who  'twas  fought  to  deceive  *em, 

Contended  to  be  taken  :  Other  times 

To  (Irike  the  Stag,  who  wounded  by  her  Arrows, 

Forgot  his  tears  in  Death,  and  kneeJing  thanks  her 

To  his  Jaft  Gafp,  then  prouder  of  his  Fate, 

Than  if  with  Garlands  crown'd,  he  had  been  chofen 

To  fall  a  Sacrifice  before  the  Altar 

O'  the  Virgin  Huntrefs. — The  King,  nor  great  Photinus^ 

Forbid  her  any  Pleafure  ;  and  the  Circuit 

Jn  which  fhe  is  confin'd,  gladly  affords 

Variety  of  Paftimes,  which  I  would 

Increafe  with  my  bed  Service. 

Eros    O,  but  the  thought 
That  fhe  that  was  born  Free,  and  to  difpencc 
Reftraint  or  Liberty  to  others,  fhould  be 
At  the  Devotion  oi  her  Brother,  (whom 
She  only  knows  her  Equal)  makes  this  Place 
In  which  fhe  lives,  though  ftor'd  with  all  Delights, 
A  loathfome  Dungeon  to  her. 

Apol.  Yet,  howe'er 
She  fliall  interpret  it,  Pll  not  be  wanting 
To  do  my  beft  to  ferve  her  :  Pve  prepar'd 
Choice  Mufick  near  her  Cabinet,  and  compos*d 
Some  few  Lines,  fet  unto  a  folemn  time. 
In  the  praife  of  Imprifonment.     Begin,  Boy. 

The    SONG. 

LOok  out,  bright  Eyes,  and  hlefs  the  Air : 
Even  in  Shadows  you  are  Fair. 
Shut-up-beauty  is  like  Fire, 
That  breaks  out  clearer  Jlill  and  higher. 
Though  your  Body  be  confined. 
And  foft  Love  a  Prifoner  bound, 
Tet  the  Beauty  of  your  Mind, 
Neither  Check,  nor  Chain  hath  found. 

Look  out  nobly  then,  and  dare 

Even  the  Fetters  that  you  wear, 

famous  Piflure  of  Michael  and  Satan  by  Guido,  it  has  vaft  Beauties 
and  would  be  a  capital  Piece,  did  it  not  put  one  in  mind  of  one  upon 
the  fame  Subjcft  by  Raphael.  1  freely  owji,  that  our  Authors  areas 
far  Iliort  of  Shakefpear\  Delcription  of  Cleopatra  failing  up  the  Csdnus. 

Enter 
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Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cle.  But  that  we  are  afTur'd  this  taftes  of  Duty, 
And  Love  in  you,  my  Guardian,  and  Defirc 
In  you,  my  Sifter,  and  the  reft,  to  pleafe  us. 
We  fhould  receive  this  as  a  faucy  Rudenefs 
Offer'd  our  private  Thoughts.    But  your  Intents 
Are  to  delight  us:  'Las,  you  wafh  an  Eihiop : 
Can  Cleopatra^  while  (he  does  remember 
Whofe  D-iughter  Ihe  is^  and  whofe  Sifter  ;  O 
I  fufFer  in  the  Name !  and  that,  in  Juftice, 
There  is  no  place  in  Mgypt^  where  I  ftand. 
But  that  the  tributary  Earth  is  proud 
To  kifs  the  Foot  of  her,  that  is  her  Queen  ; 
Can  flie,  I  fay,  that  is  all  this,  e'er  relifti 
Of  Comfort,  or  Delight,  while  bafe  Photinus, 
Bond-Man  Achillas^  and  all  other  Monfters 
That  reign  o'er  Ptolomy,  make  that  a  Court, 
Where  they  refidej  and  this,  where  I,  a  Prifon  ? 
But  there's  a  Rome,  a  Senate^  and  a  C^far^ 
Though  the  great  Pompey  lean  to  Ptolomy^ 
May  think  of  Cleopatra. 

Apol.  Pompey,  Madam  ? 

Cle.  What  of  him  ?  Speak  :  If  ill,  Apollodorus, 
It  is  my  Happinefs :  And  for  thy  News 
Receive  a  favour,  Kings  have  kneel'd  in  vain  for, 
And  kifs  my  Hand. 

Apol.  He's  loft. 

Cle.  Speak  it  again  I 

Apol.  His  Army  routed  :  He  fled,  and  purfu*d 
By  the  all-conquering  C^far. 

Cle.  Whither  bends  he  ? 

Apol.  To  Mgypt. 

Cle.  Ha !  In  Perfon  I 

Apol.  'Tis  receiv'd 
For  an  undoubted  Truth. 

Cle.  I  Jive  again. 
And  if  aflurance  of  my  Love  and  Beauty 
Deceive  me  not,  I  now  fliall  find  a  Judge, 
To  do  me  right :  But  how  to  free  myfclf. 

And 
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And  get  accefs?  The  Guards  are  ftrong  upon  me, 

(16)  This  Door  I  muft  pafs  through. Apoliodcrus^ 

Thou  oken  haft  profefs'd,  to  do  me  Service, 
Thy  Life  was  not  thine  own. 

Apol.  I  am  not  alter'd  ; 
And  let  your  Excellency  propound  a  Means, 
In  which  I  may  but  give  the  leaft  afliftance. 
That  may  reftore  you,  to  that  you  were  born  to. 
Though  it  call  on  the  anger  of  the  King, 
Or,  what's  more  deadly,  all  his  Minion 
Pbotinus  cnn  do  to  me,  I,  unmov'd. 
Offer  my  Throat  to  ferve  you :   Ever  provided. 
It  bear  fome  probable  fhew  to  be  effefted  ; 
To  lofe  myfelf  upon  no  Ground,  were  Madnefs, 
Not  Loyal  Duty. 

Cle.  Stand  off:  To  thee  alone, 
I  will  difcover  what  I  dare  not  trufl: 
My  Sifter  with.     C^far  is  amorous, 
And  taken  more  wi'th'  title  of  a  Queen, 
Than  Feature  or  Proportion ;  he  lov'd  Eunoe, 
A  Moor^  dcformM  too,  I've  heard,  that  brought 
No  other  Objcdt  to  inflame  his  Blood, 
But  that  her  Husband  was  a  King,  on  both 
He  did  beftow  rich  Prefents  ;  fhall  I  then. 
That,  with  a  Princely  Birth,  bring  Beauty  with  me, 
That  know  to  prize  mylclf  at  mine  own  rate, 
Defpair  his  Favour  ?  Art  thou  mine  ? 

Apol,  I  am. 

Cle.  I  have  found  out  a  way  fhal!  bring  me  to  him, 
Spight  of  Pbotinus  watches  :   If  I  profper, 
As  I  am  confident  I  ftiall,  expert 
Things  greater  than  thy  wifties  :   Though  I  purchafc 
His  Grace  with  lofs  of  my  Virginity, 
It  skills  not,  if  it  bring  home  Majefty.  [ExeufiL 

(16)   This  Door  I  muji  pafs  throuo^h,   Apollodorus ;  ]     The  Pointing 
of  the  firlt  Folio  and  che  Odavo;  the  lecond  Folio  points  ic  right. 
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ACT     IL     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Septimius,  uith  a  Head,  Achillas  and  Guard. 

^^^o/rnrM  S  here,  *tis  done,  behold  you  fearful  Viewers, 
J_     Shake,  and  behold  the  Model  of  the  World  here. 
The  Pride,  and  Strength  ;  look,  look  again,  'tis  finifh'd  i 
That,  that  whole  Armies,  nay  whole  Nations, 
Many  and  mighty  Kings,  have  been  ftruck  blind  at, 
And  fled  before  wing'd  with  their  Fears  and  Terrors, 

(17)  That  fteel  War  waited  on,  and  Fortune  courted. 
That  high  Plum'd  Honour  built  up  for  her  own  ; 
Behold  that  Mightinefs,  behold  that  Fiercenefs, 
Behold  that  Child  of  War,  with  all  his  Glories, 

By  this  poor  Hand  made  breathlcfs  j  here,  my  Achillas^ 
jEgypty  and  Cd'far,  owe  me  for  this  Service, 
And  all  the  conquer'd  Nations. 

/Ichil.  Peace,  Septimius, 
Thy  Words  found  more  ungrateful  than  thy  Adlions  ; 
Though  fometimes  Safety  feek  an  Inftrument 
Of  thy  unworthy  Nature,  thou,  loud  Boafter, 
Think  not  fhe's  bound  to  love  him  too  that's  barbarous." 
Why  did  not  I,  if  this  be  meritorious 
And  binds  the  King  unto  me,  and  his  Bounties, 
Strike  this  rude  Stroke  ?  I'll  tell  thee,  thou  poor  Roman^ 

(18)  It  was  a  facred  Head,  I  durft  not  heave  at. 
Not  heave  a  Thought. 

Sep. 

(17)  TJfl/ fteel   War ]     Both  Mr.  Symp/on  and   Mr.  Theobald 

would  chufe  to  read7?^^/V,  but  the  old  Reading  is  furely  preferable. 
Subllantives  taken  adjedlively  is  a  great  Beaucy  in  Poetry,  and  \tTy 
common  in  Shake/pcur  and  our  Authors. 

(18)  //  ''-oas  a  facred  Head,  1  durjl  not  hea've  <7/,]  Our  Authors 
have  falfify'd  Hillory  in  the  Charadler  of  Jchillasy  in  order  to  draw 
our  whole  Indignation  upon  the  Wretch  Sept'unius.  Achillas  join'd 
with  him  in  the  Murder  of  Pcv.pry,  as  did  Salz-ius  another  Roman 
Centurion  ;  but  Septimius  ftabb'd  him  (irit  in  the  Back,  and  afterwards 
the  two  others  in  the  Face.  ComeHie  is  equally  favourable  X.o  Achillas^ 
tho'  for  what  Reafon  I  know  not,  fince  Septimius  has,  as  wasobferv'd, 
no  more  Character  than  an  Hiftorian  would  have  given  him  by  faying, 
that  he  murder'd  Pompcy.  As  the  French  delight  in  long  Descrip- 
tions, 
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Sep.  It  was. 

Jch'il.  V\\  tell  thee  truly. 
And  it  thou  ever  yet  heardll  tell  of  Honour, 
V\\  make  thee  blurti  :  It  was  thy  Generars  ; 
That  Man's  thai  ted  thee  once,  that  Man's  th?.t  bred  thee. 
The  Air  thou  breath'il  was  his ;  the  Fire  that  warm'd  thee. 
From  his  care  kindled  ever  \  nay,  1*11  fhow  thee, 
Bccaui'e  I'll  make  thee  (/p)  fenfible  o'  thy  bafenefs. 
And  why  a  noble  Man  durft  not  touch  at  it, 
There  was  no  piece  of  Earth  thou  put'll  thy  Foot  on, 
Bur  was  his  Conqueft,  and  he  gave  thee  Motion  : 
He'  triumph'd  three  times :   Wno  durll  touch  his  Perfon  ? 
The  very  Walls  o'l  Rome  bow'd  to  his  Prefence  ; 
Dear  to  the  Gods  he  was ;   to  them  that  fcar'd  him 
A  Fair  and  noble  Enemy  :   Didft  thou  hate  him. 
And  for  thy  Love  to  Cafar^  fought  his  Ruin  ? 
Arm'd  in  the  red  PharfaUan  Fields,  Septimius, 
W'lere  killing  was  in  grace,  and  Wounds  were  glorious, 
"Where  Kings  were  fair  Competitors  for  Honour, 
(20)  Thou  Ihou'dft  have  come  up  to  him,  there  have 
fought  him 

tions.  CorneiUe  has  tranflated  the  greateft  Part  of  Lucati's  Defcriptioa 
oi  Pompey'i  Murder,  but  has  fallen,  as  ufual,  infinice!y  fliort  of  the 
Spirit  of  the  Original.  This  Scene  oi  Achillas  taking  the  Head  from 
Septimius  is  left  out  by  Corncille,  tho'  mentioned  by  Lucan  and  the 
Hiftorians,  and  the  next  of  its  being  prefented  to  C^far,  (a  Circum- 
llance  that  fliines  greatly  in  At^ion)  is  by  him  dcfcribed  in  Narration, 
the  Fre?ich  being  too  delicace  to  fufFer  the  femblance  of  a  Dead  man's 
Head  to  be  produced  on  the  Stp.ge.  Thefe  frequent  long  Narrations 
are  really  a  greater  Fault  againlt  the  true  Genius  of  Dramatick  Poetry, 
than  all  the  Breaches  of  Unity  in  Time  and  Place  that  appears  even 
in  the  Antony  and  Cleopatra  of  Shake/pear. 

(ig) fenfihle  of  the  bujinefs,']      Tho'  this  is  Senfe,  yet  it  is  fo 

flat  and  unpoetical,  that  I  hope  the  Reader  will  pardon  me  for  put- 
ting my  o  vn  Reading  into  the  Text,  it  is  fj  near  the  Trace  of  the 
Lectcrs,  and  is  fo  much  more  in  the  Spirit  of  the  relt  of  the  Speech, 
that  [  think  it  bat  a  candid  Prcfumption  to  fuppofe  it  the  Authors. 
Since  I  made  this  Mr.  Sympfon  fent  me  the  very  fame  Conjefture. 

(20)  Thou  /houdjl  hanje  come  uf)  to  him,  there  ha^e  fought  him.'l  As 
this  m:ike?  a  grofs  Tautology,  it  is  evident  that  fought  is  the  true 
Word  here  ;  and  it  is  very  particular  that  I  find  the  fecond  Folio  much 
more  correft  in  this  Play  than  in  any  I  have  before  met  with  ;  and 
the  Odlavo,  which  fccmcd  hitherto  to  have  copy'd  from  the  fecond 
Folio,  has  got  thi-s  and  all  the  Milbkes  in  this  Piay  that  \^ere  in  the 
irit,  tho'  cjrrefted  in  the  fecond. 

G  2  There 
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There,  Sword  to  Sword. 

Sep.  1  kill'd  him  on  commandment. 
If  Kings  Commands  be  fair,  when  you  all  fainted,  ) 

When  none  of  you  durit  look- 

AcIjU.  On  Deeds  fo  barbarous. 
What  haft  thou  got .? 

Sep.  The  King's  Love,  and  his  Bounty, 
The  Honour  of  the  Service  -,  which  though  you  rail  at. 
Or  thoufand  envious  Souls  fling  their  foams  on  me. 
Will  dignify  the  Caufe,  and  make  me  glorious: 
And  I  Ihall  live 

Acbil.  — A  miferable  Villain, 
(ii)  What  Reputation  and  Reward  belongs  to  it 
Thus,  with  the  Head,  1  feize  on,  and  make  mine  ; 
And  be  not  impudent  to  ask  me  why.  Sirrah, 
Nor  bold  to  (lay,  read  in  mine  Eyes  the  reafon  : 
The  Shame  and  Obloquy  I  leave  thine  own. 
Inherit  thofe  Rewards,  they're  fitter  for  thee  ; 
Your  Oil's  fpent,  and  your  SnufF  ftinks :  Go  out  bafely." 

Sep.  The  King  will  yet  confider.  [Exit, 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  and  Photinus. 

(22)  AchiL  Here  he  comes. 

Acho.  Yet  if  it  be  undone,  hear  me,  great  Sir. 
If  this  inhuman  ftroke  be  yet  unftruckcn. 
If  that  adored  Head  be  not  yet  fever'd 
From  the  moft  noble  Body,  weigh  the  Miferies, 
The  Defolations  that  this  great  Eclipfe  works : 
You're  young,  be  provident  -,  (23)  fix  not  your  Empire 

Upon 

(21)  U'lat  Reputation  and Renxiard  belongs  to  it? 

ThuSt  n.<:ith  the  Head,  I  feize  ov,  and  make  mine  ;  ]  In  the 
grofs  Miftake  of  the  Pointing  here  the  Oftavo  follows  the  firll  Folio, 
tho'  the  fecond  had  fct  it  right. 

(22)  Here  he  covies.  Sir.]  Had  Jckillas  fpoke  to  Septimius,  it 
would  have  been  Sirrah,  as  before  ;  but  he  was  gone  out,  and  this  Sir 
feenis  only  to  have  flipt  in  from  the  Line  below. 

t2-)   • fix  not  your  Empire 

Upon  the  Tomb  of  him  iKillfI:ake  a/ZEgy^t, 

Whofe  ivarlike  Groans  avill  raife  ten  thoufand  Spirits, 

Great  as  himfelf,  in  every  Hand  a  Thunder  ; 

DeJIruBions  darting  from  their  Looks, ]      Mr.    Warburton 

obferves  on  a  Paffage  in  Julius  Cetfar,    Page  25,    that  Dionyftus  had 

complained 


I 
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Upon  the  Tomb  of  him  will  fhake  all  Egypt, 
Whofe  warlike  Groans  will  raife  ten  thoufand  Spirits, 
Great  as  himfclf,  in  every  Hand  a  Thunder  ; 
Deftruftions  darting  from  their  Looks,  and  Sorrows 
That  eafie  Womens  Eyes  (hall  never  empty. 

Pho.  You  have  done  well  ;  and  'tis  done  \  fee  Jcbilks, 
And  in  his  Hand  the  Head. 

Piol.  Stay,   come  no  nearer, 
Methinks  1  feel  the  very  Earth  fhake  under  me, 
I  do  remember  him,  he  was  my  Guardian, 
Appointed  by  the  Senate  to  preferve  me  : 
What  a  full  Majefty  fits  in  his  Face  yet  ? 

Pho.  The  King  is  troubled :  Be  not  frighted.  Sir, 
Be  not  abus'd  with  fears  ;  his  Death  was  neceflary. 
If  you  confider.  Sir,  moft  neceflary, 
Not  to  be  mifs*d  :  And  humbly  thank  great  IJiSy 
He  came  fo  opportunely  to  your  Hands ; 
Pity  mufl:  now  give  place  to  rules  of  Safety.  ^ 

Is  not  vidorious  Cci^far  new  arriv'd. 
And  enter*d  Alexandria,  with  his  Eriends, 
His  Navy  riding  by  to  wait  his  charges  ? 
Did  he  not  beat  this  Pompey,  and  purfu'd  him  ? 
Was  not  this  great  Man,  his  great  Enemy  ? 
This  Godlike  virtuous  Man,  as  People  held  him; 
But  what  Fool  dare  be  Friend  to  flying  Virtue  ? 

complained  that  thofe  great  flrokes,  which  he  calls  the  ferrii/e  Graces, 
which  are  fo  frequent  in  Homer  are  rarely  to  be  found  in  the  fubfe- 
quent  Poets ;  and  he  adds,  that  amongil  our  Countrymen  they  feem  as 
much  confin'd  to  our  Britifh  Homer.  Before  I  favv  this,  I  had  ob- 
ferved  fomething  like  it  in  a  Note  in  the  Maid''s  Tragedy,  fpeaking  of 
Poetical  Enthujiafm,  only  adding,  that  no  Followers  of  Shake/pear 
approach  fo  near  him  in  thefe  allonilliing  Graces  as  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher.  The  Lines  here  quoted  are  a  ftrong  Proof  of  it,  and  what 
was  faid  above  of  the  Comparifon  between  GuiJo  and  Raphael  is  here 
again  applicable  ;  terrible  and  ailonilliing  as  they  are.  they  bring  to 
ones  Mmd  a  Paflage  ftiU  more  terribly  allonifhing  in  Julius  C<r/a)-. 

And  Ca:far'i  Spirit  ranging  for  Re'vtnge, 
IVith  Ate'^v  his  fide  come  hot  from  Hell, 
Shall  in  thefe  Confines,  iviih  a  Monarch'' s  Voice 
Cry  havock,  and  let  fiip  the  Dogs  of  H'^a.r. 

G  3  Enter 
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Enter  Cacfar,  Antony,  Dobbella  and  Sceva. 

I  hear  their  Trumpets,  *tis  too  late  to  dagger  ; 
Give  me  the  Head,  and  be  you  Confident  : 
Hail  Conqueror,  and  Head  of  all  the  World, 
Now  this  Head's  off. 

Ccef.  Ha? 

Pho.  Do  not  fhun  me,  Ccsfar^ 
From  Kingly  Ptolomy  I  bring  this  Prefent, 
(24)  The  Crown  and  Sweat  of  thy  Pharfalian  labour, 
The  Goal  and  Mark  of  high  ambitious  Honour ; 
Before,  thy  Vidory  had  no  Name,  Co'far^ 
Thy  Travel  and  thy  lofs  of  Blood,  no  Recompence  \ 
Thou  dream'ft  of  being  worthy,  and  of  War, 
And  all  thy  furious  confiiils  v/ere  but  flumbers. 
Here  they  take  life  -,  here  they  inherit  Honour, 
Grow  fixt,  and  fhoot  up  everlafting  Triumphs : 
Take  it,    and  look  upon  thy  humble  Servant, 
With  noble  Eyes  look  on  the  Princely  Ptolomyy 
That  offers  with  this  Head,  mofl:  mighty  Ccsfar^ 
What  thou  wou*dfi:  once  have  giv'n  for't,  all  Mgypt. 

(25)  Acho.  Nor  do  not  queftion  it,  mofl:  Royal  Con« 
queror. 
Nor  difefteem  the  Benefit  that  meets  thee, 
Becaufe*tis  eafily  got,  it  comes  the  fafer  : 
Yet  let  me  tell  thee,  mod  imperious  Caefar, 
Though  he  opposM  no  flrength  of  Swords  to  win  this, 
Nor  labour'd  through  no  fhowers  of  Darts,  and  Lances  i 
yet  here  he  found  a  Fort,  that  fac'd  him  fl:rongly. 

An 

(24)  The  Crown  and  S-MCat  of  thy  Pharfalian /^^o«rJ  Mr.  Symt/oa 
would  rend, 

The  Croiun  of  'h-j  Pharfalian  Siveat  and  L»haur, 
But  I  cari'c  agree  to  the  Change,  both  becaufe   Labour  after  Sn.veat, 
in  this  Pcfition,  makes  an  Anticlimax,  and  as  the  old  Text  is  more 
poetical;   for  x.\\Q  Sixeat  of  thy  Labour,    jut   for  the   End  for  ijvhich 
tkou  labouredji,  is  extremely  elegant. 

(25)  Acho,  Nor  do  not  q-^efion  Sec"]  Mr.  7>^fo^a^'s  Margin  fays, 
certe  Achillas.  And  there  is  this  Proof  of  it,  that  in  Lucan  the  vvholq 
Speech  to  Ctefar  is  made  by  Achillas,  (tho',  in  reality,  Ihr.odotus  the 
Rherorician,  who  had  joined  Photinus  in  perfuading  Ptolojr.y  to  the 
Murder,  was  rhe  Perfon  who  prefented  the  Head  to  Cafar  and  ha- 
^angu^d  on  the  Occafion,  for  vvhich  he  afcerwards  niet  his  due  Reward 

from 


The  Falfe  One,  103 

An  inward  War:  He  was  his  Grandfire's  Guefl ; 
Friend  to  his  Father,  and  when  he  wascxpell'd 
And  beaten  from  this  Kingdom  by  ilrong  hand, 
And  had  none  left  him  to  reftore  his  Honour, 
No  hope  to  find  a  I'Viend  ;  in  fuch  a  miiery. 
Then  in  ftept  Pompey  ;  took  his  feeble  Fortune, 
Strengthen'd,  and  cherifli'd  it,  and  fet  it  right  again  ; 
This  was  a  love  to  Cafar. 

See.  Give  me  Hate,  Gods. 

Pho.  This  Cafzr  may  account  a  little  wicked  ; 
But  yet  remember,  if  thine  own  Hands,  Conqueror, 
Had  fallen  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then?         [way  ! 
If  thine  own  Sword  had  touch'd  his  Throat,    what  that 
He  was  thy  Son-in-law,  there  to  be  tainted 
Had  been  moft  terrible :  Let  the  worfl:  be  render'd. 
We  have  defervM  for  keeping  thy  Hands  innocent. 

def.  Oh  Sceva.,  Sceva^  fee  that  Head :  See,  Captains, 
The  Head  of  godlike  Pompey. 

See.  He  was  bafely  ruin'd. 
But  let  the  Gods  be  griev'd  that  fuffer*d  it. 
And  be  you,  Ccrfar • 

from  Brutus  and  Cafflus,  who  tortur'd  and  crucify'd  him)  Notwith- 
ftanding  this,  there  is  room  to  doubt  whether  the  Poets  ciefigned  Acho- 
reus  to  fpeak  this,  for  they  have  given  it  a  different  turn  from  Lucan. 

■  7!ec  rvi/e  putaris 

Hoc  meritum,   nobis  fac  Hi  quod  cade  fcraSlum  eji. 

Hofpes  a'vitus  erat :  depulfo  fceptra  Parenti 

Reddiderat.     £hiid  plura  fcram?    tu  nomina  tanto 

Jnijenies  cperi,  'velfmnam  ccnjule  Mundi ; 

Si  fcelus  eJi,  plus  te  nobis  debere  fateris^ 

^odfcelus  hoc  non  ipfe  facis.  Lucan.   Lib.  g. 

This  is  the  Language  of  Villany,  boading  of  Merits  from  the  Great- 
nefs  of  it.  But  the  Speech  in  The  Fa.'fe  One  reprefents  the  Reluftance, 
the  Pangs  and  inward  War  that  Ptolomf  llruggled  through  to  be  able 
to  ferve  Cafar.  And  this  fpoke  by  a  Man  wlio  had  a  real  Love  for 
Virtue,  gives  a  fine  Contrail  to  Photinus\  unfeeling  and  confirm'd  Vil- 
lany. I  muft  add,  in  Favour  of  Mr.  Theobald^  Opinion,  that  the 
fecond  Folio  (which  is  remarkably  coneQ  in  this  Play,  beyond  any 
thing  I  have  before  met  with  in  it)  gives  this  Speech  to  Ach.  which 
generally  ftands  for  Achillas  rather  than  Achoreus.  Being  therefore 
vfry  dubious,  I  refer  it  to  the  Reader's  Decifion. 

G  4  Qaf^ 
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C^f.  (26)  Oh  thou  Conqueror, 
Thou  Glory  of  the  World  once,  now  the  Pity  : 
Thou  Awe  of  Nations,  wherefore  didft  thou  fall  thus  ? 
What  poor  Fate  foUow'd  thee,  and  pluckc  thee  on. 
To  truft  thy  facred  Life  to  an  Egyptian ; 
The  life  and  light  of  Rome,  to  a  blind  Stranger, 

That 

(26)  Oh,  thou  Conqueror,  Sec.']  The  Reader  will  have  obferred  one 
DifFerence  in  our  Authors  Tranflauon  oi Photinus's  Speech  in  Council, 
that  they  do  not  follow  him  in  thofe  very  frequent  Apollrophes  to 
Pompfy  in  his  Abfence,  It  is  what  the  Roman  Orators  greatly  de- 
lighted in,  but  too  frequent  a  Uie  of  it  is  certainly  wrong,  and  ac- 
cordingly we  find  many  more  in  Lucan  and  O'vid,  than  in  Virgil^ 
Homer,  Shake/pear,  Milton,  or  Fletcher.  The  prefent  Speech  to 
Pompeyi  Head  as  to  himfelf,  which  is  as  beautiful  as  it  is  natural,  Lu- 
can has  not  ;  but  it  copies  a  much  greater  Mailer,  -viz.  Shake/pear  in 
Antony  z  Apoltrophe  to  the  Corps  oi  Ctefar.  This  is  the  Reafon  why 
our  Poets  have  vary'd  the  Order  of  Z.«frt«'s  Sentiments  in  the  following 
Speech. 

Jufer  ab  afpeSu  nojiro  funejla,  fatelles. 
Regis  dona  tui :  pejus  de  C^fare  nicjlrum, 
^am  de  Pompeio  meruit  fcelus.     Vnicu  belli 
Prtemia  cinjilis,   'viclis  donare  falutem, 
Perdidimus.  ^uod  Ji  Phario  germana  tyranno 
J^on  in'vifa  foret,  potuijfem  reddere  rcgi, 
^od  meruit ;  fratrique  tuum  pro  rnunere  tali 
MiJiJTem,  Cleopatra,  caput.    Secrela  quid  arma 
Mo'vit,  iff  inferuit  nofiro  fua  tela  labor i? 
Ergo  iu  TheJJ'alicis  Pellcco  fecimus  arnjis 
Jus  gladio?  'vejlris  qu^Jita  licentia  regnis? 
yion  tuleram  Magnum  mecum  Roniana  regentem  : 
Te,  Ptolomae,feram  ?  frujlra  ci'vilibus  armis 
Mifcitimus  gentes,  Ji  qua  eji  hoc  or  be  potejias 
Altera,  quam  Cajar :  Ji  tellus  ulla  duorum  ejl ; 
Veriijfem  Latias  a  njcjiro  littore  proras  : 
Famo"  cura  'uetat,  ne  non  damnajfe  cruentam, 
Sed  I'idear  timuijfe  Pharon.    Nee  fallerc  <vos  me 
Credite  njicloretn:  nobis  quoque  tale  paratum 
Littoris  hcfpitium  :  ne  fie  mea  colla  gerantur, 
^beJfuliiZ  fortuna  facit      Major e  prof e 80, 
^udm  metui  poterut,  difcrimine  gejjimus  arma  : 
Lxilium,  generique  minas,  Romamque  timebam  : 
Pcena  fug^  Ptolom/cus  erat.    Sed  parcimus  annis, 
Donamufque  nefas :  fciat  hac  pro  cade  tyr annul 
Nil  venid.  plus  pojfe  dari.     Vos  condite  bujio 
Tanti  colla  ducis:  fed  non,  ut  crimina  tnntum 
Vejira  tegat  tellus.     jfujio  date  tura  fepulchro, 
£t  placate  caput,  cinere/que  in  littore  fufos 

Colligitey 
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That  honourable  War  ne*er  taught  a  noblenefs. 
Nor  worthy  circumftance  fhew'd  what  a  Man  was. 
That  never  heard  thy  Name  fung,  but  in  Banquets; 
And  loofe  lafcivious  Pleafures  ?  To  a  Boy, 
That  had  no  Faith  to  comprehend  thy  Greatnefs, 
No  ftudy  of  thy  Hfe  to  know  thy  Goodnefs ; 
And  leave  thy  Nation,  nay,  thy  noble  Friend, 
Leave  him  diftrufted  that  in  Tears  falls  with  thee ; 
In  foft  relenting  Tears?  Hear  me,  great  Pompe}\ 
If  thy  great  Spirit  can  hear,  (27)  I  muft  tax  thee : 
Thou'It  moft  unnobly  robb'd  me  of  my  Vidory, 
My  Love,  and  Mercy. 

Jnt.  O  how  brave  thefe  Tears  (hew  ? 
How  excellent  is  Sorrow  in  an  Enemy  ? 

Dol.  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  Goodnefs. 

Caf.    Egyptians^    dare  you  think  (28J  your  higheft 
Pyramids, 
Built  to  out- dure  the  Sun,  as  you  fuppofe. 
Where  your  unworthy  Kings  lye  rak'd  in  Afhes, 

Celligite,   atque  unam  fparjis  date  manibus  urnam, 
Sentiat  ad-ventum  foceri,   'vocejque  querentis 
jiudiat  umbra  pias.      Dum  nobis  ojnnia  pra-fert, 
Dum  vitam  Phario  ma'vult  debere  client i, 
La;ta  dies  rapt  a  eji  populis  :  concordia  mundo 
^  Noflra  perit :  caruere  deis  mea  'vota  fecundiSf 

Ut  te  complexus  pofitis  felicibus  armis 
Affe^us  abs  te  'veteres,  'vitamque  rogarem, 
Magne,  tuam  :  digndque  fatis  mercede  laborutn 
Contentus  par  ejfe  tibi.      Tunc  pace  fide  It 
Tecijfem,  ut  vi^us  pojfes  ignofccre  diuis  i 
FeciffeSt  ut  Roma  mi  hi.  Lucan.  Lib.  9. 

(27)  1  mufi  task  thee  :  ]  Former  Editions. 

(28)  'your  high  Pyramids,  Former  Editions. 

Built  to  out-dare  the  Sun,  as  you  fuppofe, ^^  To  out-dare  the  Sun 
by  their  Height  is  poetical,  but,  as  you  fuppofe,  greatly  flattens  it;  for 
this  Reafonboth  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I  change  it  to  out-durey  which  feems 
to  fuit  the  Context  better.  This  is  one  of  thofe  Paffages  which  foars 
much  above  any  thing  in  Lucan,  and  makes  ample  amend«  for  the 
Omiffion  of  fome  few  of  his  beautiful  Sentiments,   fuch  as 

Affe£lus  abs  te  veteres,  'vita?nque  rogarem 
Magne  tuam. 

and  thofe  that  immediately  follow  it. 

Arc 
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Are  Monuments  fit  for  him?  No,  Brood  o^ Niks, 
Nothing  can  cover  his  high  Fame,  but  Heav*ji  ; 
No  Pyramids  fer  off  his  Memories, 
But  the  eternal  fubftance  of  his  Greatnefs, 
To  which  I  leave  him  ;  take  the  Head  away. 
And,  with  the  Body,  give  it  noble  Burial  : 
Your  Earth  fhall  now  be  blefs'd  to  hold  a  Ro?nafi, 
Whofe   Braveries   (ig)  all   the   World's-Earth    cannot 
ballance. 

See.  If  thou  be'fl:  thus  loving,  I  Ihall  honour  thee ; 
(30)  But  great  Men  may  dilTemble,  *tis  held  polTible, 
And  be  right  glad  of  what  they  feem  to  weep  for. 
There  *re  I'ucji  kind  of  Philofophers ;  now  do  I  wonder 
How  he  would  look  if  Pcmpey  were  alive  again. 
But  how  he*d  fet  his  Face  ? 

Crif.  You  look  now,  King, 
Ad  you  that  have  been  Agents  in  this  Glory, 
For  our  efpecinl  Favour  ? 

Flol,   Wc  dcfire  it. 

Caf.  And  doubtlefs  you  exped  Rewards. 

See.  Let  me  give  *em  : 
ril  give  'cm  fuch  as  Nature  never  dreamt  of, 
I'll  beat  him  and  his  Agents  in 'a  Mortar, 
Into  one  Man,  and  that  one  Man  I'll  bake  then.' 

Qef.  Peace  :  I  forgive  you  all,  that's  Recompence  : 
YouVe  young,  and  ignorant,  that  pleads  your  Pardon, 
And  fear  it  may  be  more  than  Hate  provok'd  ye  ; 
Your  Miniflers  I  muft  think  wanted  judgment, 

(29)  all  the  World's  Earth — ]     I   have  reftored  a  Hyphen 

from  the  fecond  Folio,  which  Mr.  Ssmpfon  obferves  makes  the  Expref- 
iion  of  World's-Earth  direftly  anfwer  che  Latin  Terrarum  Orbis. 

(3c)   But  great  Men  may  diffemhle, ]    This,  which  comes  very 

raturally  from  the  rough  Honelty  oi  Sce^ua,  and  what  Photinus  after- 
wards fays  more  fully  to  the  fame  Purpofe,  is  copy'd  from  Lucan,  who 
writing  with  the  Zeal  of  Party  againlt  Cafar,  laughs  at  his  pretended 
J'iety  upon  this  Occafion. 

•  tutumque  putwv'it 

yam  bonus  ejjfe  focer.  Sec. 
But  Prejudice  apart  j  C>vfar'%  Compaflion  to  Potnpey  feems  perfeftly 
confonar.t  to  his  Charadler.      He  was  a  terrible  Enemy,   but  a  gentle 
Conqueror.    Ambition  was  his  firit  Paflion,   Good-Nature,  or  rather 
<Qood-Temt>ery  his  fecond, 

And 
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(31)  And  fo  they  err'd  :  Pm  bountifuJ  to  think  this ; 

B'lieve  me  moft  bountiful  :  Be  you  moft  thankful. 

That  Bounty  Ihare  amongft  ve  :  If  I  knew  what 

To  lend  you  for  a  Treffnt,  King  o'l  Egypt ^ 

I  mean  a  Head  of  equal  Reputation, 

And  that  you  lov'c],  tho*  't  were  your  brighteft  Sifter's, 

But  her  you  hate,  1  would  not  be  behind  ye. 

Plol.  Hear  me,  great  Cafar. 

Cicf.   I  have  heaid  too  much  ; 
And  ftudy  not  with  fmooth  ftiews  to  invade 
My  noble  Mind,  as  you  have  done  my  Conquefl: : 
Ye're  poor  and  ope;i :  1  muft  tell  you  roundly. 
That  Man  that  could  not  recompence  the  Benefits, 
The  great  and  bounteous  Services  of  Pompey^ 
Can  never  doat  up(^n  the  Name  of  Co: far  ; 
Though  I  had  hated  Pcmpey^  and  allow'd  his  Ruin, 
I  gave  you  no  ConimifTion  to  perform  it  ; 
Hdft    to  pleafe  in  Blood  are  fcldom  tiufty  ; 
And  but  I  ftand  inviron'd  with  my  Vidlories, 
My  Fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me. 
My  noble  Strengths,  and  Friends  about  my  Perfon, 
I  durft  not  try  ye,  nor  expe6f  a  Courtefie, 
Above  the  pious  I  ove  you  fhew'd  to  Pcmpey. 
You've  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  ye: 
(^2)  Swords,  Hang -men.  Fires,  Deflrudionsofall  Natures, 
Dcmolifliments  ot  Kingdoms,  and  whole  Ruins, 
Are  wont  to  be  my  Orators  ;  turn  to  Tears, 
{Zl)  You  wretched  and  poor  Seeds  of  Sun-burnt  Egypt^ 

And 

(31)  And  fo  they  tnA  : ]    The  firft  Folio  reads  ^r^,  the  fecond 

err'd,  which  is  right.     Mr,  Theoia/d sund  Mr.  Sjmpfon  both  concurr'4 
wiin  me  in  obferving  this. 

(32)  S^jjords,  Hangers,  Fires,  ]  As  Hangers  give  much  the  kme 
Idea  as  Swords,  efpecially  in  the  Mouth  of  a  Roman,  I  hope  the  Reader 
will  agree  to  the  Change  of  it  to  Hang-men,  which  weie  proper  to  be 
threatned  to  the  Murderers  oi  Ponipey,  and  which  afterward  prov'd  the 
Fate  oi  Septimius.  There  is  fomeching  extremely  noble  in  this  Paf- 
fage,  it  even  approaches  to  thofe  terrible  Graces  before  fpoke  of. 

(33)  Towxrctched  and  poor  SctAi  of  Sun-burnt'Egy^iy']  AstheWor^ 
Seeds,  is  good  Senfe,  I  fear  the  Reader  would  think  it  loe  great  a  Li- 
berty for  an  Editor  to  difplace  it  and  advance  his  own  Conjefture  into 
;heText:  But  where  the  Change  of  ^  iingle  Letter  give^  great   In-.- 

provemeno 
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And  now  you've  found  the  Nature  of  a  Conqueror, 
That  you  cannot  decline,  with  all  your  flatteries. 
That  where  the  day  gives  light,  will  be  himfclf  ftill ; 
Know  how  to  meet  his  Worth  with  human  Courtefies: 
Go,  and  Embalm  thofe  Bones  of  that  great  Soldier  ; 
Howl  round  about  his  Pile,  fling  on  your  Spices, 
(34)  Make  a  Sahean  Bed,  and  place  this  Phenix 
Where  the  hot  Sun  may  emulate  his  Virtues, 
And  draw  another  Pojnpey  from  his  Aflies 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  him  'mongfl:  the  Worthies. 

Ptol   We  will  do  all. 

C<£f.  You've  robb'd  him  of  thofc  Tears 
His  Kindred  and  his  Friends  kept  facred  for  him  ; 
The  Virgins  of  their  Funeral  Lamentations ; 
And  that  kind  Earth  that  thought  to  cover  him, 
(His  Country's  Earth)  will  cry  out  'gainft  your  Cruelty, 
And  weep  unto  the  Ocean  for  Revenge, 
'Till  Kilus  raife  his  feven  Heads  and  devour  ye  : 
My  Grief  has  fl:opt  the  refl: :  When  Pompey  liv'd 
He  us*d  you  nobly,  now  he's  dead,  ufe  him  fo.  {Exit, 

provement,  I  think  it  a  Juflice  to  the  Authors  to  fuppofe  it  genuine; 
elpecialiy  when  it  Itrongly  partakes  of  their  ufual  Spirit.  Seeds  feems 
Tu..her  flat,  and  Weeds  was  the  firft  Word  that  occurr'd  as  an  improve- 
ir.^nt,  becaul'c  it  makes  Ctrfar  fpeak  with  more  Contempt  of  the  Egyp- 
ti^Ks  i  but  oblerving  the  great  Propriety  of  all  our  Authors  Metaphors 
which  he  applies  to  the  Egyptians,  as  where  he  calls  them  tbe  Spaivn  of 
JE^pt ;  and  again,  Thefe  Beds  of  Jlimy  Eels  ;  and  Septimius,  ^fhat  Ver- 
minc  that's  noixj  become  a  natural  Crocodile,  a  better  Reading  occurr'd. 
Reeds,  to  which  Egypt  is  greatly  fubjed  from  the  Overflow  of  the  Nile. 
Thus  the  Scriptures  fpeaking  of  the  Behemoth  or  Crocodile.  He  lietb 
under  the  Jhady  Trees,  in  the  Co'vert  of  the  Reed  or  Fens. 

(34)  ^^'^^^  ^  Sabean  Bed,  and  place  this  Phenix 

Where  the  hot  Sun  &c.]  The  latter  Part  of  this  Sentence  may 
at  firft  Reading  appear  a  Rant,  for  it  would  be  fo  if  fpoke  by  an 
Englijhtnan  of  this  Age,  but  in  the  Mouth  of  C^far  'tis  perfeftly  in 
Character.  Deifications  of  great  Men  was  the  Pradice  of  the  Age  he 
Jiv'd  in,  and  the  fuppofed  Proof  of  an  Apotheofis  was  an  Eagle's 
afcending  from  the  Funeral  Pile  ;  but  C^far  being  in  Egypt,  where  the 
Arabian  Phenix  was  fuppofed  to  make  her  Neil  of  Sabean  Spices, 
[whether  in  the  Temple  of  Apolh  at  Hcliopolis,  or  in  that  at  Thebes^ 
S  don't  recoUeft]  this  Circumllance  gives  extreme  propriety  to  the 
^Application  of  it  10  Pompey, 

PtoL 
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Ptol  (35)  Now  Where's  your  Confidence,   your  Aim, 
Photinus^ 
And  Oracles  •,  the  fair  Favours  from  the  Conqueror, 
You  rung  into  mine  Ears?  How  ftand  I  now  ? 
You  fee  the  1  empeft  of  his  Hern  Difpieafure, 
The  Death  of  him,  you  urg'd  a  Sacrifice 
To  ftop  his  Rage,  prefaging  a  full  Ruin  ; 
"Where  are  your  Counfeis  now  ?  .4 

Acko.  I  told  ye.  Sir, 
And  told  the  truth,  what  Danger  would  fly  after : 
And  though  an  Enemy,  I  fatisfied  you 
He  was  a  Roman^  and  the  top  of  Honour  ; 
And  howfoever  this  might  pleafe  great  C^far, 
I  told  ye,  that  the  foulnefs  of  his  Death 
The  Impious  bafenefs 

Pbo.  Peace,  ye  are  a  Fool, 
Men  of  deep  Ends  mufl:  tread  as  deep  Ways  to  'em  ; 
Oefar  I  know  is  pleas'd,  and  for  all  his  Sorrows, 
"Which  are  put  on  for  Forms,  and  meer  Diffemblings, 
I'm  confident  he's  glad :  T'  have  told  yc  fo. 
And  thank'd  ye  outwardly,  had  been  too  open. 
And  taken  from  the  Wifdom  of  a  Conqueror. 
Be  confident,  and  proud  ye've  done  this  Service  ; 
Ye  have  deferv'd,  and  ye  will  find  it  highly  : 
Make  bold  ufe  of  this  Benefit,  and  be  fure 
You  keep  your  Sifter,  the  High-foul'd  Cleopatra, 
Both  clofe  and  fhort  enough,  flie  may  not  fee  him  : 
The  reft,  if  I  may  counfel.  Sir.' 

Ptol.  Do  all, 
For  in  thy  faithful  Service  refts  my  Safety.  [Exeunt. 

(35)  Nvwtvhere's your  Confidence,  your  Aim,  Photinus, 
The  Oracles,  and  fair  Favours  from  the  Conqueror, 

Tou   rung  into  mine  Ears  ? ]      Either   the   iecond    Line 

fhould  be.  The  Oracles  of  fair  Fa-Jours,  or,  what  feems  more  pro- 
bable, the  Particles  the  and  and  Ihould  change  Places,  and  Hand  as 
the  Text  is  now  given. 
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SCENE         II. 

Euter  Scptimius. 

Sep.  Here's  a  flrange  alteration  in  the  Court ; 
Men's  Faces  are  of  other  Sets  and  Motions, 
Their  Minds  of  fubtlcr  Stuff:   I  pals  by  now 
As  though  I  were  a  Rafcal,  no  Man  knows  me. 
No  Eye  looks  after  -,  as  I  were  a  Plague, 
Their  Doors  fhut  clofe  againfl:  me,  and  1  wondred  at 
Becaufe  IVe  done  a  meritorious  Muider ; 
Becaufe  I've  pleas*d  the  Time,  docs  the  Time  plague  me  ? 
I've  known  the  Diy  they  would  have  hugg'd  me  tor't : 
For  a  lefs  ftroke  than  this,  have  done  me  Reverence  i 
Open'd  their  Hearts,  and  fecret  Clofets  to  me. 
Their  Purfes,  and  their  Pleafures,  and  bid  me  wallow. 
I  now  perceive  the  great  Thieves  eat  the  Ids, 
(^6)  And  th'  huge  Leviathaiis  of  Villany 
Sup  up  the  Merits  nay  the  Men  and  all 
That  do  them  Service,  and  fpout  'em  out  again 
Into  the  Air,  as  thin,  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  Water  that  are  loft  i'th'  Ocean. 
I  was  lov'd  once  for  Swearing,  and  for  Drinking, 
And  for  other  principal  Qualities  that  became  me  : 
Now  a  foolilli  unthankful  Murder  has  undone  me, 
Jf  m'  Lord  Photbius  be  not  merciful, 
That  lee  me  on  j  and  fee  he  comes,  now  Fortune. 

Enter  Photinus. 

Pho.  Ccefar^s  Unthankfulnefs  a  little  ftirs  me, 
A  little  frets  my  Blood  ;  take  heed,  proud  Romany 
Provoke  me  nor,  ftir  not  mine  Anger  farther  ; 
I  may  find  out  a  way  unto  thy  Life  too, 
Though  arm'd  in  all  thy  Viftories,  and  feize  it  •,  ^ 

(36)  And  th''  huge  Leviathans  of  k<:.'\  I  fhould  not  take  the  Liberfy 
of  marking  out  beautiful  PafTages,  but  that  I  am  very  defirous  this 
Play  (hould  meet  with  due  Regard  from  every  Reader  ;  and  I  there- 
fore beg  him  not  to  pafs  flightly  over  this  Paffage,  where  a  Metaphor 
is  carried  on  with  fuch  exquifite  Beauty,  that  it  may  vie  with  the 
finell  Strokes  of  this  Sort  even  in  Shake/pear. 

A 
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A  Conqueror  has  a  Heart,  and  I  may  hit  it. 
Sep.  May'c  pleafe  your  Lordfliipj 
Pho.  O,   Septimius ! 

Sep.  Your  LordOiip  knows  my  wrongs. 
Pho.  Wrongs  ? 
Sep.  Ye-s  my  Lord, 
How  th'  Captain  of  the  Guard,  Achillas,  flights  mc. 

Pbo.  Think  better  of  him,  he  has  much  befriended  thee, 
Shew*d  thee  much  Love  in  taking  the  Head  from  thee : 
The  Times  are  alter'd.  Soldier,  C^far^s  angry  ; 
And  our  dcfign  to  pleafe  him,  loft  and  perifh'd : 
Be  glad  thou  art  unnam'd,  'tis  not  worth  th'  owning. 
Yet,  that  thou  may*il  be  ufeful — — 

Sep.  Yes,  my  Lord, 
I  fhall  be  ready. 

Pbo.  For  1  may  employ  thee 
To  take  a  rub  or  two  out  of  my  way. 
As  time  fhall  ferve  -,  fay  that  it  be  a  Brother, 
Or  a  hard  Father. 

Sep    'Tis  moll  neceflary, 
A  Mother,  or  a  Sifter,  or  whom  you  pleafe,  Sir. 
Pbo.  Or  to  betray  a  noble  Friend. 
Sep.  'Tis  all  one. 
Pho.  I  know  thou'it  ftir  for  Gold. 
Sep.  *Tis  all  my  Motion. 

Pbo.  There,  take  that  for  thy  Service,  and  farewel: 
I've  greater  Bufinefs  now. 
Sep.  I'm  flill  your  own,  Sir. 

Pbo.  One  thing  I  charge  thee  j  fee  me  no  more,  Sept'wilus^ 
Unlefs  I  fend.  \_Exit. 

Sep.  I  (hall  obferve  your  Hour. 
So,  this  brings  fomething  in  the  Mouth,  fome  favour  ; 
This  is  the  Lord  I  ferve,  the  Power  I  worfliip. 
My  Friends,  Allies  ;  and  here  lies  my  Allegiance. 
Let  People  talk  as  they  pleafe  of  my  Rudenefs, 
And  fhuii  me  for  my  Deed  i  bring  but  this  to  'em, 
Let  me  be  damn'd  for  Blood,  yet  Itill  I'm  honourable  : 
This  God  creates  new  Tongues,  and  new  AfTeclions  j 
And  though  I'd  kill'd  my  Father,  give  me  Gold, 
I'll  make  Men  fwear  I've  done  a  pious  Sacrifice. 

Now 
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Now  I  will  out-brave  alJ,  make  ail  my  Servants, 
And  my  brave  Deed  fhall  b*  writ  in  Wine  for  Virtuous. 

\Kxit, 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  Czefar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  and  Sceva. 

Caf.  Keep  (Irong  Guards,  and  with  wary  Eyes,  my 
Friends, 
There  is  no  trufting  to  thefe  bafe  Egyptians  : 
They  that  are  falfe  to  pious  Benefits, 
And  make  compell'd  Neceflities  their  Faiths, 
Are  Traitors  to  the  Gods. 

y^nt.  We'll  call  a-fliore 
A  Legion  of  the  bcfl:. 

Caf.  Not  a  Man,  Antony, 
That  were  to  fhew  our  Fears,  and  dim  our  Greatnefsj 
No,  'tis  enough,  my  Name's  a-fhore. 

See.  Too  much  too, 
A  fleeping  C^efar  is  enough  to  fhake  them  ; 
There  are  fome  two  or  three  malicious  Rafcals 
Train*d  up  in  Villany  ;  bcfides  that  Cerberus, 
That  Roman  Dog,  that  Jick'd  the  Blood  of  Pompey, 

Dol.  'Tis  ftrange,  a  Roman  Soldier  ? 

See.  You're  cozen'd. 
There  be  of  us,  as  of  all  other  Nations, 
Villains  and  Knaves  j  'tis  not  the  Name  contains  him. 
But  the  Obedience  ;  when  that's  once  forgotten, 
And  Duty  flung  away,  then  welcome  Devil : 
Photifius  and  Achillas,  and  this  Vermine, 
That's  now  become  a  natural  Crocodile, 
Muft  be  with  care  obferv'd. 

Ant.  And  'tis  well  counfell'd. 
No  Confidence,  nor  Truft— — — 

See.  I'll  truft  the  Sea  firft. 
When  vv^ith  her  hollow  Murmurs  fhe  invites  me. 
And  clutches  in  her  Storms,  as  politick  Lions 
Conceal  their  Claws  i  I'll  truft  the  Devil  firft  ; 
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(37)  The  Rule  of  III  PJI  truft,  before  the  Doer. 

Cief.  Go  to  your  Refts,  and  follow  your  own  Wifdoms, 
And  leave  me  to  my  Thoughts,  pray  no  more  Complement ; 
Onct  more  ftrong  Watches. 

DoL  All  Ihall  be  obferv'd,  Sir.  \_Exit. 

Caf.  Pm  dull  and  heavy,  yet  I  cannot  fleep  j 

(38)  How  happy  was  I,  in  my  lawful  Wars 
In  Germany^  and  GauU  and  Britatiy  ? 
When  every  Night  with  pleafure  I  fat  down 
What  the  Day  miniftredi*  the  Sleep  came  fweetly. 
But  fince  I  undertook  this  Home-divifion,  j. 
This  Civil  War,  and  pafs'd  the  Rubicon, 

What  have  I  done,  that  fpeaks  an  ancient  Roman ; 
A  good,  great  Man  ?  Tve  enter'd  Rome  by  force. 
And  on  her  tender  Womb,  that  gave  me  Life, 
Let  my  infulting  Soldiers  rudely  trample  j 
The  dear  Veins  of  my  Country  I  have  open'd. 
And  fail'd  upon  the  Torrents  that  flovv'd  from  her. 
The  bloody  Streams,  that  in  their  confluence 
Carry'd  before  'em  thoufand  Defolations  : 
I  robb'd  the  Treafury,  and  at  one  gripe 
Snatch'd  all  the  Wealth,  fo  many  worthy  Triumphs 
Plac'd  there  as  facred  to  the  Peace  of  Rome  : 

(37)  The  Rule  of  III  Vlltruji,  before  the  Doer. ^  Mr.  Sympfon  and 
I  both  helitated  on  this  Expreifion,  but  I  believe  it  right,  as  God  is 
the  Rule  of  Good  or  Virtue,  fo  is  the  Devil  of  ///.  It  is  certainly 
injudicious  in  Shake/pear  and  our  Poets  to  make  Heathens  fo  often  talk 
of  the  Devil,  with  the  fame  Ideas  affixed  to  him  as  we  now  have. 
But  \i  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  have  many  of  the  Faults  of  Shake/pear, 
which  our  modern  Poets  have  avoided,  fo  they  have  many  of  his 
Beauties  which  none  bjt  they  ever  reached,  of  which  the  three  Lines 
preceding  are  a  ftrong  Inllance. 

(38)  i/oxy  happy  nxias  I,  in  my  lanufulWars  &c.]  This  Soliloquy  of 
Ctejur%  is  extremely  judicious  as  well  as  beautiful,  it  was  difficult  to 
conform  both  to  Hiltory  and  to  poetical  Juftice.  it  would  be  an  Outrage 
upon  the  former  to  make  Cafar  unfortunate,  and  as  great  a  one  to 
have  made  him  a  perfectly  virtuous  Charadler,  as  Corncille  has  endea- 
voured to  do.  How  then  fhould  our  Poets,  who  have  drawn  Crejar 
exiftly  to  the  Life,  fulfil  in  any  Degree  the  Jullice  ihat  the  Audience 
demand  againft  him.  This  they  have  finely  accomplilh'd,  by  iTiewing 
him  ia  his  Retirement,  ftung  and  tormented  with  the  horrid  MafTacres 
that  he  had  brought  upon  his  Country,  whicii  are  defcribed  with 
great  energy. 

Vol.  IV.  H  I 
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1  razM  MdJ/ilia  in  my  wanton  Anger ; 

Petreius  and  Jf ramus  1  defeated. 

Pompey  I  overthrew  •,  what  did  that  get  me? 

(39)  The  Qubber'd  name  of  an  author iz*d  Enemy. 

[_Noife  within. 
I  hear  fome  Noi fes,  they  are  the  Watches,  fure. 
What  Friends  have  I  ty*d  faft  by  thefe  Ambitions? 
CatOy  the  Lover  of  his  Country's  Freedom 
Is  pafs*d  now  into  Africk  to  affront  me  •, 
Juha,  that  kill'd  my  Friend,  is  up  in  Arms  too  : 
The  Sons  of  Pompey  are  IVIafters  of  the  Sea, 
And  from  the  Relicks  of  their  fcatter*d  Faction, 
A  new  Head's  fprung  :  Say  I  defeat  all  thefe  too ; 
I  come  home  Crown'd  an  honourable  Rebel. 
I  hear  the  Noife  ftill,  and  it  comes  ftill  nearer  ; 
Are  the  Guards  faft  ?  Who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  Sceva,  with  a  Packet^  Cleopatra  in  it. 

See.  Are  ye  awake.  Sir  ? 

Caf.  I'th'  name  of  Wonder— 

See.  Nay,  I  am  a  Porter, 
A  ftrong  one  too,  or  elfe  my  Sides  would  crack.  Sir ; 
An  my  Sins  were  as  weighty,  I  fhould  fcarce  walk  with  'cm. 

Caf.   What  haft  thou  there? 

See.  Ask  them  which  ftay  without. 
And  brought  it  hither  •,  your  Prefence  I  deny'd  'em. 
And  put  'em  by,  took  up  the  Load  myfelf ; 
They  fay  'tis  rich,  and  valu'd  at  the  Kingdom  ; 
I'm  fure  'tis  heavy  -,  if  you  like  to  fee  it, 
You  may  j  if  not,  I'll  give  it  back. 

Caf.  Stay,  Seeva^ 
I  would  fain  fee  it. 

See.  I'll  begin  to  work  then  ; 
No  doubt  to  flatter  ye,  they've  fent  ye  fomething 

^39)  The  Jlubber  d  name  of  an  author'z'd  Enemy.'\  By  an  authoriVd 
Enemy  the  Poets  feem  to  have  meant,  an  Incmy  to  his  Country 
pronounc'd  fo  by  the  Authority  of  the  whole  Senate,  as  Ceefar  had 
been  by  the  Senate  of  Rome.  If  this  Explanation  Ihould  not  fatisfy, 
the  Verfe  will  run  better  thus, 

The  Jluhber' d  navie  of  an  unauth'iiz'd  Etiem^. 
i>  e.  Of  an  Enemy  without  a  legal  Caufe  or  legal  Authority. 

Of 
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Of  a  rich  value,  Jewels,  or  fome  Treafure  ; 
May  be  a  Rogue  within,  to  do  a  Mifchief. 
I  pray  you  (land  farther  off,  if  there  be  Villany, 
Better  my  Danger  firfl:,  he  fhall  'fcape  hard  too  ; 
Ha,  what  art  thou  ? 

Qef.  Stand  farther  off,  good  Sceva.  5 
What  heavenly  Vifion  ?  Do  I  wake  or  flumber  ? 
Farther  o*  that  Hand,  Friend. 

See.  What  Apparition  ? 
What  Spirit  have  I  rais'd  ?  fure  *tis  a  Woman  •, 
She  looks  like  one  ;  now  fhe  begins  to  move  too  ; 
A  tempting  Devil,  o'  my  Life?  Go  off  G^r, 
Blefs  thyfelf  off,  a  Bawd  grown  in  mine  old  Days? 
Bawdry  advanc'd  upon  my  Back  ?  *tis  noble  j 
Sir,  if  you  be  a  Soldier,  come  no  nearer. 
She's  fent  to  difpoffefs  you  of  your  Honour, 
A  Spunge,  a  Spunge,  to  wipe  av/ay  your  Viftories  \ 
And  fhe'd  be  cool'd,  Sir,  let  the  Soldiers  trim  her ; 
They'll  give  her  that  Hie  came  for,  and  difpatch  her; 
Be  loyal  to  yourfelf :  Thou  damned  Woman, 
Doft  thou  come  hither  with  thy  flourifhes. 
Thy  flaunts,  and  faces,  to  abufe  Mens  Manners? 
And  am  I  made  the  Inftrument  of  Bawdry  ? 
I'll  find  a  Lover  for  ye,  one  fhall  hug  ye. 

Caf.  Hold  on  thy  Life,  and  be  more  temperate. 
Thou  Beaft 

See.  Thou  Bead  ? 

C<ef.  Couldft  thou  be  fo  Inhuman, 
So  far  from  noble  Man,  to  draw  thy  Weapon 
Upon  a  thing  Divine  ? 

See.  Divine,  or  Human, 
They're  never  better  pleas'd,  nor  more  at  Heari's-eafe, 
Than  when  we  draw  with  full  intent  upon  'em. 

Caf.  Move  this  way.  Lady, 
'Pray  ye  let  me  fpeak  to  ye. 

See.  And  Woman,  you  had  bed  ftand 

Caf.  By  the  Gods, 
But  that  I  fee  her  here,  and  hope  her  mortal, 
I  lliould  imagine  fome  celeflial  Sweemefs, 
The  Treafure  of  foft  Love. 

H  2  Sei. 
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See.  Oh,  this  founds  mangily. 
Poorly,  and  fcurvily  in  a  Soldier's  Mouth ; 
You'd  beft  be  troubled  with  the  Tooth- ach  too: 
For  Lovers  ever  are,  and  let  your  Nofe  drop. 
That  your  celeftial  Beauty  may  befriend  ye. 
At  thefe  Years  do  you  learn  to  be  fantaftical  ? 
After  fo  many  bloody  Fields,  a  Fool  ? 
She  brings  her  Bed  along  too,  fhe*ll  lofe  no  time, 
Carrys  her  Litter  to  lye  fofr,  d*  you  fee  that? 
Invites  ye  like  a  Gamefter,  note  that  Impudence: 
For  fhame  refledl  upon  your  Self,  your  Honour, 
Look  back  into  your  noble  Parts,  and  blufh  ; 
Let  not  the  dear  Sweat  of  the  hot  Pharfalia, 
Mingle  with  bafe  Embraces ;  am  I  he 
That  have  receiv'd  fo  many  Wounds  for  C<efar  ? 
(40)  Upon  my  Target,  groves  of  Darts  ftill  growing  ? 
Have  I  endur'd  all  Hungers,  Colds,  Diftrefies, 
And  as  I  had  been  bred  that  Iron  that  arm'd  me. 
Stood  out  all  Weathers,  now  to  curfe  my  Fortune  ? 
To  ban  the  Blood  I  loft  for  fuch  a  General  ? 

Catf.  Offend  no  more,  be  gone. 

See.  I  will,  and  leave  ye. 
Leave  ye  to  Womens  Wars,  that  will  proclaim  ye: 

(40)  Upon  my  Target,  groves  r>f  Darts  ftill  groivlng  F"]  Sce-va  had 
beeu  a  common  Soldier,  but  pref'trr'd  for  his  amazing  Valour  and  ir- 
refiflible  Strength.  When  Pompey  bcficg'd  Ccrfar  at  Durachium,  he 
flood  in  a  Breach  againlt  the  whole  Army,  Plutarch  tells  us  that  he 
had  a  Hundred  and  Thirty  Darts  Iluck  in  his  Target;  one  had  pierc'd 
his  Shoulder,  and  another  his  Eye,  which  he  drew  ou^and  dafh'd,  with 
his  Eye- ball,  on  the  Ground  :  Pompey  •j  Soldiers  on  this  fhouted  as  for 
Vidlory  ;  and  he  pretending  faintncfs  ask'd  them  why  they  would  not 
come  and  carry  him  as  a  Prize  to  Pompey  before  he  dy'd  ;  two  Soldiers 
believing  him  in  earneft,  came  to  him ;  the  firft  he  ilew,  and  wounded 
the  other,  and  then  withdiew  amongll  his  own  Party.  The  Story  is 
told  with  great  Spirit  in  the  Sixth  Book  of  Lucan,  who  afcribes  to 
Sce-va  the  Prefervation  of  all  Ca:far''i  Army. 

^uem  non  mille  Jimul  turmis,  nee  Cafare  toto 

Auferret  For  tuna,  locum  vidorihus  unus 

Eripuit,  I'ctuitque  capi :  fcque  arma  tenente, 

Ac  nondum  ftrato,  Miignum  njicijfe  nega^vit. 

ScfS'va  ijiro  nomen.  SlZ. 
J  need  not  mention  the  Juftice  with  which  our  Poets  have  drawn  Sceva*$ 
Charafter,  in  a  familiar,  rough,  Soidiei-iike  Honeftj. 

You'll 
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You'll  conquer  Rcme  now,  and  the  Capitol, 
With  Fans  and  Looking- glailes  \  farewel,  Cafar. 

Cle.  Now  1  am  private,  Sir,  I  dare  fpeak  to  ye ; 
But  thus  low  firft,  for  as  a  God  I  honour  ye. 

See.  Lower  you'll  be  anon. 

C<ef.  Away. 

4^^^.  And  privater. 
For  that  you  covet  all.  \Exit. 

Caf,  Tempt  me  no  farther. 

Ck.  (41)  Contemn  me  not,  becaufe  I  kneel  thus,  Cafar, 
I  am  a  Qiieen,  and  Co-heir  to  this  Country, 
The  Sifter  to  tht  mighty  Ptclomy, 
Yet  one  Diftrefs'd,  that  files  unto  thy  Juftice, 
One  that  lays  facred  hold  on  thy  Protedtion, 
As  on  a  holy  Altar,  to  preferve  me. 

Cccf.  Speak,  Queen  of  Beauty,  and  ftand  up. 

Cle.  I  dare  not, 
*Till  1  have  found  that  Favour  in  thine  Eyes, 
That  godlike  great  Humanity  to  help  me. 
Thus,  to  tiiy  Knees  muft  I  grow,  facred  Cafar'^ 
And  if  it  be  not  in  thy  Will  to  right  me. 
And  raife  me  like  a  Queen  from  my  fad  Ruins  ; 
If  thefe  foft  Tears  cannot  fink  to  thy  Pity, 
And  waken  with  their  Murmurs  thy  CompafTions; 
Yet  lor  thy  Noblenefs,  for  Virtue's  fake. 
And  if  thou  be'il  a  Man,  for  defpis'd  Beauty, 
For  honourable  Conqueft,  which  thou  dot'ft  on  ; 
Let  not  thofe  Cankers  of  this  flourifhing  Kingdom, 
Photinus  and  Achillas,  the  one  an  Eunuch, 
The  other  a  bafe  Bondman,  thus  reign  o'er  me. 
Seize  my  Inheritance,  and  leave  my  Brother 
Nothing  of  what  he  fhould  be,  but  the  Title : 
As  thou  art  Wonder  of  the  World         ■> 

(41)  Contemn  me  not,  becaufe  I  V.no\v  thus,  Caefar, 

/  um  a  z^-ci  ri.    ]    For  l-ro^v,  I  read  ^nee/,   and  Mr.  Sympfat 

tc^.  As  (he  was  evidently  krsrliag,  I  hope  it  is  not  Prejudice  thaC 
makes  me  prefer  tlie  former.  The  Corruption,  tho'  extremely  grofs, 
had  palVd  through  all  the  former  Editions,  altho'  this  Play  (and  this 
only  as  far  as  I  have  yet  eximined)  feems  in  tlie  fecond  Folio  to  have 
been  correttec'  by  an  able  Hand,  but  no  Man  is  always  attentive. 

Vol.  IV.  H  3  Caf. 
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def.  Stand  up  then 
And  be  a  Queen,  this  Hand  fhall  give  it  to  ye. 
Or  chufe  a  greater  Name,  worthy  my  Bou.ity  : 
A  common   Love  makes  Queens :    Chufe  to  be  wor- 

fhipp'd, 
To  be  divinely  great,  and  I  dare  promife  it: 
A  Suitor  of  your  fort,  and  blefied  Sweetncfs, 
Thar  hath  adventur*d  thus  to  fee  great  C^^efar^ 
iVluit  never  be  deny'd  ;  you've  /ound  a  Patron 
(42)  That  dare  not  in  his  private  Honour,  fufFer 
So  great  a  blemifh  to  the  Heav'n  of  Beauty  : 
The  God  of  Love  wou'd  dap  his  angry  Wings, 
And  from  his  finging  Bow  (43^  let  fly  his  Arrows, 
Headed  with  burning  Griefs  and  pining  Sorrows, 
Should  I  negled;  your  Caufe,  would  make  me  monftrous. 
To  whom  and  to  your  Service  I  devote  nie. 

Enter  Sceva. 

Ck.  He  is  my  Conqueft  now,  and  fo  I'll  work  him  ; 
The  Conqueror  of  the  World  will  I  lead  captive. 

See.    Still  v,'ith    this  Woman?     tilting  flili  with  Bar- 
bies ? 
As  you  are  honefl:,  think  the  Enemy, 
Some  valiant  Foe  indeed,  now  charging  on  ye. 
Ready  to  break  your  Ranks,  and  fling  thefe  — — — 

C^f.  Hear  me. 
But  tell  me  true,  if  thou  hadfl  fuch  a  Treafure, 
And  as  thou  art  a  Soldier,  do  not  flatter  mc, 
Such  a  bright  Gem  brought  to  thee,  wouldfl:  thou  not 
Mod  greedily  accept  ? 

See.  Not  as  an  Emperor, 
(44)  A  Man  that  tirll  would  rule  himfclf,  then  others ; 

As 

(42)  T^hat  dure  not  in  this  private  Honour,---']  Former  Editions. 

(43) i^ffy  thefe  Arronius,']  Former  Editions. 

(44)   A  hU7i  thai  firjl  would  ,ule  hinifelf, ]  Mr.  Theobald  zlttrs 

^jjculd  X.ojhould,  and  puts  the  initial  Letters  of  his  Name  to  it,  the  Mark 
17  which  he  leems  to  have  diilinguifird  his  favourite  Emendations. 

Mr. 
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As  a  poor  hungry  Soldier,  I  might  bite,  Sir, 
Yet  that's  a  weaknefs  too :  Hear  me,  thou  Tempter  j 
And  hear  thou,  Cafar,  too,  for  it  concerns  thee. 
And  if  thy  Flefh  be  deaf,  yet  let  thine  Honour, 
The  Soul  of  a  Commander,  give  Ear  to  me. 
Thou  wanton  Bane  of  War,  thou  gilded  Lethargy, 
In  whofe  Embraces,  Eafe,  the  ruft  of  Arms, 
And  Pleafure,  that  makes  Soldiers  poor,  inhabits. 

Cdcf.  Fy,  thou  blafphem'ft. 

See.  I  do,  when  flie*s  a  Goddefs. 
Thou  melter  of  ftrong  Minds,  dar'fl:  thou  prefumc 
To  fmother  all  his  Triumphs,  with  thy  Vanities  ? 
And  tye  him,  like  a  Slave,  to  thy  proud  Beauties  ? 
To  thy  imperious  Looks?  that  Kings  have  follow*d 
Proud  of  their  Chains  ?  have  waited  on  ?  I  fliame.  Sir. 

C<£f.  Alas  thouVt  rather  mad  :  Take  thy  reft,  Sceva, 
Thy  Duty  makes  thee  err,  but  I  forgive  thee: 
Go,  go,  I  fay,  fhew  me  no  Difobedience :     \_Exit  Sceva, 
'Tis  well,  farewel.     The  Day  will  break,  dear  Lady, 
My  Soldiers  will  come  in  ;  pleafe  you  retire. 
And  think  upon  your  Servant  ? 

Cle.  Pray  you,  Sir,  knov/  me. 
And  what  I  am. 

Ccef.  The  greater,  I  more  love  ye. 
And  you  muft  know  me  too. 

Cle.  So  far  as  Modefty, 
And  Majefty  gives  leave.  Sir  ;  ye're  too  violent. 

Ccef.  You  are  too  cold  to  my  Dcfires. 

Cle.  Swear  to  me, 
And  by  yourfelf,  for  I  hold  that  Oath  facred, 
You'll  right  me  as  a  Queen  - 

Mr.  Sympfon  joins  him ;  but  I  think  the  change  rather  prejudicial,  for 
ivoulJ  zs,  it  implies  a  H'^ ill  to  rule  himfelf  as  well  as  others,  intimares 
that  fuch  a  IVill  is  effential  to  an  Emperor,  and  that  none  are  worthy 
of  the  Title  that  have  it  not.  Befide  this,  it  has  been  fome  doubt 
with  me  whether  the  old  EngUp  Writers  had  that  clear  Idea  of  the 
difference  between  luould  and  Jhould  which  we  have  at  prefent,  but 
which  not  one  Foreigner  in  ten  Thoufand  can  be  taught  to  comprehend, 
altho'  it  is  certainly  a  very  great  Beauty  of  our  Language,  and,  I  be- 
lieve, peculiar  to  it.  I  never  yet  faw  a  grammatical  Rule  fur  it,  and 
were  i:  not  too  great  a  Digreflion  I  would  infert  one. 

H  4  Caf. 
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Caf.  Thefe  Lips  be  witnefs. 
And  if  I  break  that  Oath 


Cle.  You  make  me  blufli.  Sir, 
And  in  that  Blufh  interpret  me. 

C^/  I  will  do i 
Come  let's  go  in,  and  blufli  again :  This  one  Word, 
You  fhall  bilieve. 

Cle.  I  muft,  you  are  a  Conqueror.  [Exeunt. 


ACT     III.     SCENE     1. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  and  Photinus. 

Pho.f^  OOD  Sir,  but  hear. 

Vjr    Ptol.  No  more,  you  have  undone  me. 
That  that  I  hourly  fear'd  is  fain  upon  me. 
And  heavily,  and  deadly. 

Pho.  Hear  a  Remedy. 

Ptol.  A  Remedy,  now  the  Difeafe  is  ulcerous. 
And  has  infefted  all .''  Your  fecure  Negligence 
Has  broke  through  all  the  hopes  I  have,  and  ruin'd  me: 
My  Sifter  is  with  Cifgfaf,  in  his  Chamber, 
All  Night  ihe  has  been  with  him ;  and  no  doubt 
Much  to  her  Honour. 

Pho.  Would  that  were  the  worft,  Sir, 
That  will  repair  itfelf :  But  I  fear  mainly, 
She'as  made  her  Peace  with  C<efar. 

Ptol.  'Tis  moft  likely, 
And  what  am  I  then  ? 

Pho.  'Plague  upon  that  Rafcal 
Apollodorus.,  under  whofe  Command, 
Under  whofe  Eye  — 

Enter  Achillas. 

Ptol.  Curfe  on  you  all,  ye  are  Wretches. 
Pho.  'Twas  providently  done,  Achillas. 
Achil,  Pardon  me. 

Pho.  Your  Guards  were  rarely  wife,  and  wondrous 
watchful. 

AchiU 
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Ach'ih  I  could  not  help  it,  if  my  Life  had  lain  for't. 
Alas,  who  would  fufped  a  pack  of  Bedding, 
Or  a  fmall  trufs  of  houfhold  Furniture, 
And,  as  they  faid  for  Cafar'%  ufe?  Or  who  durft, 
Being  for  his  private  Chamber,  feek  to  ftop  it  ? 
I  was  abus*d. 

Enter  Achoreus. 

Acho.  *Tis  no  hour  now  for  Anger, 
No  Wifdom  to  debate  with  fruitlels  Cholcr ; 
Let  us  confider  timely  what  we  mull  do. 
Since  fhc  is  flown  to  his  Prote(5tion, 
From  whom  we  have  no  pow'r  to  fever  her. 
Nor  force  Conditions  ■ • 

PtoL  Speak,  good  Achoreus. 

Acho.  Let  indiredt  and  crooked  Counfels  vanifli, 
And  ftraight  and  fair  Diredtions  ■ 

Pho.  Speak  your  Mind,  Sir. 

Acho.  Let  us  chufe  Ccsfar^  and  endear  him  to  us. 
An  Arbitrator  in  all  DiflFerences, 
Betwixt  you,  and  your  Sifter ;  this  is  fafe  now. 
And  will  fhew  off,  moft  honourable. 

Pho.  Bafe, 
Moft  bafe  and  poor ;  a  fervile,  cold  Submiflion : 
Hear  me,  and  pluck  your  Hearts  up,  like  ftout  Counfellors, 
(46)  Since  we  are  fenfible  this  cJfar  loaths  us. 
And  have  begun  our  Fortune,  with  great  Pompey ; 
Be  of  my  Mind. 

Acho.  'Tis  moft  uncomely  fpoken. 
And  if  I  fay  moft  bloodily,  1  lye  not : 
The  Law  of  Hofpitality  it  poifons, 
And  calls  the  Gods  in  queftion  that  dwell  in  us: 
Be  wife,  O  King. 

Ptol.  I  will  be :  Go  my  Counfellor, 
To  Ctefar  go,  and  do  my  humble  Service : 
To  my  fair  Sifter  my  Commends  negotiate, 

(46)  Since  nue  are  fenjlhh  this  Cxfar  loads  aj,]  Cafar  had  not  as  yet 
loaded  them  with  any  Injuries,  nor  given  them  their  due  Puniftiment. 
The  true  Word  therefore  feems  to  be  loaths,  which  is  \ixy  near  in 
X-ctters  to  the  former,  and  is  clear  of  all  Objeftion. 

And 
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And  here  I  ratify  whate'er  thou  treat'ft  on. 

Acbo.  Crown*d  with  fair  Peace,  I  go.  \_Exit, 

Ptol.  My  Love  go  with  thee. 
And  from  my  Love  go  you,  you  cruel  Vipers : 
You  Ihali  know  now  I  am  no  Ward,  Photinus.       [Exit, 

Pho.  This  for  our  Service?  Princes  do  their  Pleafures, 
And  they  that  ferve  obey  in  all  Difgraces : 
The  loweft  we  can  fall  to,  is  our  Graves, 
There  we  Ihall  know  no  Difference :  Heark  AhilkSy 
I  may  do  fomething  yet,  when  Times  are  ripe, 
(47  j  To  tell  this  raw  unthankful  King. 

AchiL  Photinui^ 
"Whate'er  it  be  1  (hall  make  one,  and  zealoufly : 
For  better  die  attempting  fomething  nobly, 
Than  fall  difgrac'd. 

Pbo.  Thou  lov'ft  me,  and  I  thank  thee.         \_EKeunt. 

SCENE      n. 

Enter  Antony,  Dolabcl'a,  and  Sceva.  | 

Dol.  Nay  there's  no  roufing;  him  :  He  is  bewitch*d  fure. 
His  noble  Blood  crudled,  and  cold  within  him  5 
Grown  now  a  Woman's  Warrior. 

See.  And  a  tall  one: 
Studies  her  Fortifications,  and  her  Breaches, 
And  how  he  may  advance  his  Ram  to  batter 
The  bulwark  of  her  Chaftity. 

Ant.  Be  not  too  angry,  .  , 

For  by  this  Light,  the  Woman's  a  rare  Woman,  | 

A  Lady  of  that  catching  Youth  and  Beauty, 
That  unmatch'd  Sweetnefs • 

Bol.  But  why  fhould  he  be  fool'd  fo  ? 
Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  why  fhould  his  Wifdom, 
His  Age,  and  Honour      • 

(47)  '^o  tetl  thisrsiTt  unthankful  King.']  Rare  unthankful  vcizy  fig- 
nlfy  njery  unthankful,  or  rare  may  be  the  fame  with  ranv',  but  as  the 
Word  is  very  often  ufed  by  cur  Authors  in  its  common  Acceptation, 
(and  particularly  twice  in  the  very  next  Scene,)  there  fccms  no  room 
to  doubt  of  ranA!  being  the  true  Word  here. 

Ant. 

I 

i 
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Ant.  Say  it  were  your  own  Cafe, 
Or  mine,  or  any  Man's,  that  has  Heat  in  him : 
'Tis  true,  at  this  Time  when  he  has  no  Promife 
Of  more  Security  than  his  Sword  can  cut  through, 
I  do  not  hold  it  fo  difcreet :  But  a  good  Face,  Gentleman, 
And  Eyes  that  are  the  winning'ft  Orators  i 
A  Youth  that  opens  like  perpetual  Spring, 
And  to  all  thefc,  a  Tongue  that  can  deliver 
The  Oracles  of  Love 

See.  I  wou'd  you  had  her, 
With  all  her  Oracles,  and  Miracles  j 
Sh'were  fitter  for  your  Turn. 

Ant.  Wou'd  I  had,  Sceva^ 
With  all  her  Faults  tooj  Let  me  alone  to  mend  *em, 
O*  that  Condition  I  made  thee  mine  Heir. 

See.  I'd  rather  have  your  black  Horfe  than  your  Harlots. 

Dol.  Cafar  writes  Sonnets  now,  the  Sound  of  War 
Is  grown  too  boyltrous  for  his  Mouth  :  He  fighs  too. 

See.   And  learns  to  fiddle  moft  Melodioufly, 
And  fings,  'twou'd  make  your  Ears  prick  up,  to  hear  him. 

Gentlemen. 
Shortly  fhe'll  make  him  fpin  ;  and  't's  thought  he'll  prove 
An  admirable  Maker  of  Bonelace, 
And  what  a  rare  Gift  will  that  be  in  a  General? 

Ant»  I  wou'd  he  cou'd  abftain. 

See.  She  is  a  Witch  fure, 
And  works  upon  him  with  fome  damn'd  Inchantmenr. 

Dol.  How  cunning  fhe  will  carry  her  Behaviours, 
And  fet  her  Countenance  in  a  thoufand  Poftures, 
To  catch  her  Ends  ? 

See.  (48)  She  will  be  fick,  well,  fullen. 
Merry,  coy,  over-joy 'd,  and  feem  to  die. 

All 

(48)   She  luill  be  Jick,  nutll,  fullen. 

Merry,  cov,  &c.]  Here  our  Poets  follow  their  Mailer  Sh.iie- 
fpear  in  the  Charafter  of  Cleopatra ;  we  (hall  find  in  the  Sequel,  that 
they  have  added  more  of  the  Dignity  of  the  Queen  to  the  Coquetry 
of  the  wanton,  than  Shakefpear  has  done.  Corneille,  in  order  to  form 
an  interefting  Amour  between  Cirfar  and  Cleopatra^  has  endeavoured 
to  draw  them  both  unexceptionably  virtuous ;  what  Lord  Bo/comfr.on 
very  happily  obfervcj  are. 

Such 
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All  in  one  half  an  hour,  to  make  an  Afs  of  him; 
I  make  no  doubt  Ihe  will  be  Drunk  too,  damnably. 
And  in  her  Drink  will  fight,  and  then  fhe  fits  him. 

Ant.  That  thou  fhould'ft  bring  her  in  ? 

See.  *Twas  my  blind  Fortune  •, 
My  Soldiers  told  me,  by  the  weight  'twas  wicked : 
Would  I  had  carried  Milo's  Bull  a  Furlong, 
When  I  brought  in  this  Cow-calf:  He  has  advanc'd  me. 
From  an  old  boldier,  to  a  Bawd  of  Memory : 
O,  that  the  Sons  of  Pompey  were  behind  him. 
The  honour'd  Cato,  and  fierce  Juba  with  'em 
That  they  might  whip  him  from  hisWhore,  and  rowze  him ; 
That  their  fierce  Trumpets,  from  his  wanton  Trances 
Might  fhake  him,  like  an  Earthquake. 

Enter  Septimius. 

Jnt.  What's  this  Fellow  ? 

Dol.  Why  a  brave  Fellow,  if  we  judge  Men  by  their 

Cloaths. 
Ant.By  my  faith  he's  brave  indeed  :  He's  no  Commander. 
See.  Yes,  he'as  a  Roman  Face,  he  has  been  at  fair  Wars, 
And  plenteous  too,  and  rich,  his  Trappings  fhew  it. 

Such  faultlefs  Monjiers  as  the  World  ne'er  faiv. 
Such  Charafters  are  like  Piftures  with  all  Light  and  no  Shade,  nothing 
but  a  Glare  to  fet  them  ofF,  which  itrikes  the  Eye  of"  the  injudicious, 
but  not  the  leaft  refembling  the  Life,  are  de'pifed  by  all  that  know  the 
leaft  of  Poetry  or  Painting.  Thefe  perfeft  Charafters  are  more  unpar- 
donable, when  they  are  drawn  in  direft  Outrage  againft  the  moft  pub- 
lickly  known  Fadls  of  Hiftory.  Geefar  was  fo  infamous  for  his  De- 
baucheries, even  of  the  grofieft  Kind,  that  Suetonius,  who  feems  to 
write  very  impartially,  fums  up  his  Chara<fler,  as  to  this  Particular, 
with  Cur:o''s  famous  Saying  fo  him,  "  That  he  was  every  Woman's 
*'  Man,  and  every  Man's  Woman.  "  Cleopatra  is  perhaps  the  moll 
illuftrious  Whore  on  Record,  with  whom,  fays  the  fame  Hiflorian, 
**  Cafar  often  fpent  whole  Nights  in  Banqueting,  "  which  was  very 
rear  ruining  him,  as  it  afterwards  aftually  did  his  Succeflbr  Antony. 
It  is  not  neceflary  to  mark  out  to  the  Reader  of  Tafte,  the  noble 
Strain  of  rich  Metaphors  that  run  through  the  Remainder  of  this  and 
the  next  Scene,  paticularly  in  the  rough  Charafler  of  Sceva,  which 
(  I  am  almoft  afraid  to  fay)  feems  to  me  not  only  an  Imitation  of,  but 
a  great  Improvement  on  the  Charafter  of  J^nobarbus  in  Antony  and 
Cleopatra, 

Sep. 
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Sep.  An  they'll  not  know  me  now,  they'll  never  know 
me, 
Who  dare  blufli  now  at  my  Acquaintance  ?  Ha  ? 
Am  I  not  totally  a  Span-new  Gallant 
Fit  for  the  choiceft  Eyes  ?  Have  I  not  Gold  ? 
The  Friendlhip  of  the  World  ?  if  they  fhun  me  now, 
(Though  I  were  the  arranteft  Rogue,  as  I'm  well  forward) 
Mine  own  Curfe  and  the  Devil's  too  light  on  me. 
Ant.  Is't  not  Septimius  ? 
See.  Yes, 

Dol.  He  that  kill'd  Pompey  ? 

5f^.The  fame.  Dog,  Scab;  that  gilded  Botch, that  Rafcal. 
Dol.  How  glorious  Villany  appears  in  jEg\pt  ? 
Sep.  Gallants,  and  Soldiers ;  fure  they  do  admire  me. 
See.  Stand  further  off,  thou  ftink'ft. 
Sep.  A  likely  matter : 
Thefe  Cloaths  fmell  muftily,  do  they  not.  Gallants  ? 
They  (link,  they  flink,  alas,  poor  things,  contemptible  -, 
By  all  the  Gods  in  ^gypK  the  Perfumes 
That  went  to  trimming  thefe  Cloaths,  coft  me  ' 

See.  Thou  ftink'ft  ftill. 
Sep.  The  powdring  of  this  Head  too  ■■ 
See.  If  thou  haft  it, 
I'll  tell  thee  all  the  Gums  in  fweet  Jrahia 
Are  not  fufficient,  were  they  burnt  about  thee. 
To  purge  the  Scent  of  a  rank  Rafcal  from  thee. 

Ant.  I  fmell  him  now :  Fie,  how  the  Knave  perfumes 
him. 
How  ftrong  he  fcents  of  Traitor  ? 

Dol  You'd  an  ill  Milliner, 
He  laid  too  much  o'th'  Gum  of  Ingratitude 
Upon  your  Coat,  .you  fhould  have  wafh'd  off  that,  Sir ; 
Fie  how  it  choaks ;  too  little  of  your  Loyalty, 
Your  Honefty,  your  Faith,  that  are  pure  Ambers ; 
1  fmell  the  rotten  Smell  of  a  hir'd  Coward, 
A  dead  Dog's  fweeter. 

Sep.  Ye're  merry  Gentlemen, 
And  by  my  Troth,  fuch  harmlefs  Mirth  takes  me  toe. 
You  fpeak  like  good  blunt  Soldiers ;  and  'tis  well  enough : 
But  did  you  live  at  Court,  as  I  do,  Gallants, 

You 
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You  would  refine,  and  learn  an  apter  Language ; 

I've  done  ye  fimple  Service  on  your  Poinpey\ 

You  might  have  looked  him  yet  this  brace  of  twelve  Months, 

And  hunted  after  him,  like  founder'd  Beagles, 

Had  not  this  fortunate  Hand  — - 

Ant.  He  brags  on't  too :  -  . 

By  the  good  Gods,  rejoyces  in't  5  thou  Wretch, 
Thou  mod  contemptible  Slave. 

See.  Dog,  mangy  Mongrel, 
Thou  murd*ring  Mifchief,  in  the  Shape  of  Soldier, 
To  make  all  Soldiers  hateful ;  thou  Difeafe, 
That  nothing  but  the  Gallows  can  give  eale  to.  — — 

BoL  Thou  art  fo  impudent,  that  I  admire  thee. 
And  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Sep.  I  know  your  Anger, 
And  why  you  prate  thus :  I've  found  your  Melancholy, 
Ye  all  want  Mony,  and  you  are  liberal  Captains, 
And  in  this  Want  will  talk  a  little  defperately : 
Here's  Gold,  come  fhare ;  I  love  a  brave  Commander : 
And  be  not  peevifh,  do  as  Cafar  does : 
He's  merry  with  his  Wench  now,  be  you  jovial. 
And  let's  all  laugh  and  drink :  Would  ye  have  Partners? 
I  do  confider  all  your  Wants,  and  weigh  'em  ; 
He  has  the  Miftrefs,  you  (hall  have  the  Maids, 
111  bring  'em  to  ye,  to  your  Arms. 

Ant.  I  blufh. 
All  over  me,  I  blufh,  and  fweat  to  hear  him : 
Upon  my  Confcience,  if  my  Arms  were  on  now 
Through  them  I  fhould  blufii  too:  Pray  ye  let's  be  walking. 

See.  Yes,  yes :  But  e'er  we  go,  I'll  leave  this  Leflbn, 
And  let  him  ftudy  it:  Firft  Rogue,  then  Pandar, 
Next  Devil  that  will  be;  get  thee  from  Mens  Prefence, 
And  where  the  Name  of  Soldier  has  been  heard  of 
Be  fure  thou  live  not :  To  feme  hungry  Defart, 
Where  thou  canft  meet  with  nothing  but  thy  Confcience, 
And  that  in  all  the  Shapes  of  all  thy  Villanies, 
Attend  thee  ftill,  where  brute  Bcafts  will  abhor  thee, 
And  even  the  Sun  will  fhame  to  give  thee  Light, 
Go  hide  thy  Head  :  Or,  if  thou  think'ft  it  fitter. 
Go  hang  thy  {di, 

mi. 
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'Dol.  Hark  to  that  Claufe. 

See.  And  that  fpeedily. 
That  Nature  may  be  eas'd  of  fuch  a  Monfter.         {^Exe, 

Sep.  Yet  all  this  moves  not  me,  nor  refleds  on  me : 
(49)  I  keep  my  God  ftill,  and  my  Confidence. 
Their  want  of  Breeding  makes  thefe  Fellows  murmur ; 
Rude  Valours,  fo  I  let  'emj  pafs;  rude  Honours: 
There  is  a  Wench  yet,  that  I  know  afFedts  me. 
And  Company  for  a  King :  A  young  plump  Villain, 
That  when  flie  fees  this  Gold,  Ihe*Jl  leap  upon  me. 

Enter  Eros. 

And  here  fhe  comes  :  I'm  fure  of  her  at  Midnight; 
My  pretty  Eros  welcome. 

Eroi.  1  have  Bufinefs. 

Sep.  Above  my  Love,  thou  can  ft  not. 

Eros.  Yes  indeed.  Sir, 
Far,  far  above. 

Sep.  Why,  why  fo  coy?  Pray  ye  tell  me ; 
We  are  alone. 

Eros.  I'm  much  afliam'd  we  are  fo. 

Sep.  You  want  a  new  Gown  now,  and  a  handfomc 
Petticoat, 
A  Scarf,  and  fome  odd  Toys :  Pve  Gold  here  ready. 
Thou  fhalt  have  any  thing. 

Eros.  I  want  your  Abfence  ? 
Keep  on  your  Way,  I  care  not  for  your  Company. 

Sep.  How  ?  How  ?  You're  very  fhort :  Do  you  know 
me,  Eros  ? 
And  what  I  have  been  to  ye  ? 

Eros.  Yes,  I  know  ye : 
And  hope  I  fhall  forget  ye :  Whilft  you  were  honefl: 
I  lov'd  ye  too. 

Sep.  Honeft  ?  Come  prithee  kifs  me. 

Eros.  I  kifs  no  Knaves,  no  Murderers,  no  Beads, 

(49)  /  hep  my  God  Jitll,']  Septimius  had  before  called  Gold  hii 
God,  therefore  the  Expreffion  feems  unexceptionable,  and  even  poeti- 
cal in  this  Place,  though  neither  Mr.  Theobald,  Mr.  Symp/on,  nor  the 
judicious  Corredor  of  this  Play  in  ihe  fecond  Folio  thought  it  fo ;  for 
they  all  read  — —  GaU. 

No 
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No  bafc  Betrayers  of  thofe  Men  that  fed  *em, 

1  hate  their  Looks  -,  and  though  I  may  be  wanton, 

(50)  I  fcorn  to  nourifh  it  with  thy  Blood-purchafe, 
Purchafe  fo  foully  got ;  I  pray  ye,  unhand  me, 

I'd  rather  touch  the  Plague,  than  one  unworthy : 
Go  feek  fome  Miftrefs  that  a  Horfe  may  marry. 
And  keep  her  company,  (he's  too  good  for  ye.        \Exit. 
Sep.  Marry  this  goes  near  -,  now  1  perceive  I*m  hateful. 
When  thefe  light  Stuffs  can  diftinguifh,  it  grows  dangerous, 

(51)  For  Mony  feldom  they  refufe  a  Leper : 
But  fure  I  am  more  odious,  more  difeas'd  too : 

Enter  three  lame  Soldiers. 

It  fits  cold  here.  What  are  thele  ?  three  poor  Soldiers? 
Both  poor  and  lame :  Their  Mifery  may  make  *em 
A  little  look  upon  me,  and  adore  me  j 
If  thefe  will  keep  me  Company,  I'm  made  yet. 

1  Sol.  The  Pleafure  Ccsfar  fleeps  in  makes  us  miferable. 
We  are  forgot,  our  Maims  and  Dangers  laugh*d  at ; 
He  banquets,  and  we  beg. 

2  Sol.  He  was  not  wont 

To  let  poor  Soldiers,  that  have  fpent  their  Fortunes, 
Their  Bloods,  and  Limbs,  walk  up  and  down  like  Vaga- 
bonds. 
Sep.  Save  ye  good  Soldiers :  Good  poor  Men,  Heav*n 
help  ye: 
YouVe  borne  the  Brunt  of  War,  and  fhew  the  Story. 

1  Sol.  Some  new  Commander  fure. 
Sep.  You  look,  my  good  Friends, 

By  your  thin  Faces,  as  you  would  be  Suitors. 

2  Sol.  To  Ccefar,  for  our  Means,  Sir. 
Sep.  And  'tis  fit.  Sir. 

3  Sol,  We  are  poor  Men,  and  long  forgot; 

(50)  /  fcorn  to  nourifj}  it  'with  Blood  purcha/e,'\  A  Syllable  fccms 
wanting  to  the  Meafure  here,  and  an  Hyphen  to  the  Senfe. 

(51)  For  Mojiy  feldom  they  refufe  a  Leaper;]  This  is  the  Reading  of 
the  old  Folio  and  the  Oftavo,  and  as  Leaper  may  fignify  a  Whore- 
mafter,  and  the  Verb  leap  is  often  uTed  in  that  Senfe  by  our  Authors, 
ic  may  miflead  the  Reader ;  the  fecond  Folio  fpells  it  right  Leper, 
which  is  forty  times  a  better  Word  than  the  former. 

Sep. 


Hoe  Falfe  One.  129 

Sep.  I  grieve  for  it  : 
Good  Soldiers  fhould  have  good  Rewards,  and  Favours, 
V\\  give  up  your  Petitions,  for  I  pity  yc, 
And  freely  fpeak  to  defar. 

Ail.  O  we  honour  ye. 

1  Sol.  A  good  Man  fure  ye  are  :  The  Gods  preferve  ye, 
Sep.  And  to  relieve  your  Wants  the  while,  hold  Soldiers  ; 

Nay,  'tis  no  Dream :  'Tis  good  Gold :   Take  it  freely, 
'Twill  keep  you  in  good  Heart. 

2  Sol.  Now  Goodnefs  quit  ye. 

Sep.  I'll  be  a  Friend  to  your  Afflictions, 
And  eat,  and  drink  with  ye  too,  and  we'll  be  merry : 
And  every  Day  Til  fee  ye. 

I  Sol.  You're  a  Soldier, 
And  one  fent  from  the  Gods,  I  think. 

Sep.  (52)1*11  cloath  ye. 
Ye  are  lame,  and  then  provide  good  Lodging  for  ye: 
And  at  my  Table,  where  no  Want  (hall  meet  ye. 

Enter  Sceva. 

All.  Was  ever  fuch  a  Man  ? 

1  Sol.  Dear  honoured  Sir, 

Let  us  but  know  your  Name,  that  we  may  worfhip  ye. 

2  Sol.  That  we  may  ever  thank  — 
Sep.   Why,  call  me  any  thing. 

No  matter  for  my  Name,  that  may  betray  me. 

See.  A  cunning  Thief,  call  him  Septimiusy  Soldiers, 
The  Villain  that  kill*d  Potnpey, 

All.  How? 

See.  Call  him  the  Shame  of  Men.'  [^Exlt. 

I  Sol.  O  that  this  Mony 
{5Z)  Were  Weight  enough  to  beat  thy  Brains  out :  Fling 

all : 
And  fling  our  Curfes  next  j  let  them  be  mortal. 

(J2)   r II  cloath  ye, 

Te  are  lame  ; ]  Thefe  Soldiers  are  before  faid  to  be  lame  ; 

and  therefore  I  don't  difcard  the  Word,  but  think  it  more  fuicable  to 
the  Context  in  this  Place  to  read  hart. 

(53)  IVere  ffei^hf  enough  to  break  thy  Brains  outi    Former  Edi- 
tions. 

Vol.  IV.  I  Out 
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Out  bloody  Wolf,  doft  thou  come  gilded  over. 
And  painttd  with  thy  Charities,  to  poifon  us? 

2  Sol.  I  know  him  now  :  May  never  Father  own  thee. 
But  as  a  monftrous  Birth  fhun  thy  bale  Memory  : 

And  if  thou  hadlt  a  Mother,   (as  I  cannot 

Believe  thou  wert  a  natural  Burden)  let  her  Womb 

Bs  curs'd  of  Women  for  a  Bed  of  Vipers. 

3  Sol.  Mcthinks  the  Ground  fhakes  todevour  this  Rafcal, 
(54J   And  the  kind  Air  turns  into  Fogs  and  Vapours 
'lh*infe(5lious  Mifts,  to  crown  his  Villanies; 

Thou  may'rt  go  wander  like  a  thing  Heav'n  hated. 

1  Sol.  And  valiant  Minds  hold  poifonous  to  remember; 
The  Hangman  will  not  keep  thee  Company, 

He  has  an  honourable  Houfe  to  thine  ; 
No,  not  a  Thief,  though  thou  could'ft  fave  his  Life  for*t. 
Will  eat  thy    Bread,  {S5)  "or  one  Thirft-ftarv'd  drink 
with  thee. 

2  Sol.  Thou  art  no  Company  for  an  honeft  Dog, 
And  fo  we'll  leave  thee  to  a  Ditch,  thy  Deftiny.  {^Exeunt, 

Sep.  Contcmn'd  of  all  ?  And  kick*d  too  ?  Now  1  find  itj 
My  Valour's  fled  too,  with  mine  Honefty, 
For  fmce  I  would  be  Knave,  I  muft  be  Coward : 
This  'tis  to  be  a  Traitor,  and  Betrayer  j 
What  a  Deformity  dwells  round  about  me? 
How  monilrous  fhews  that  Man,  that  is  ungrateful  ? 

(54)  And  the  kind  At  r  turr.s  Into  Fogs  and  Vapours 

The  infeSikus  Mijis,']    Both  the  fecond  Folio  and  Mr.  Symp/on 
omit  the  Parcicle  The  in  the  fccond  Line,  and  give  this  Senle, 

May  the  kind  Air  tJirn  into  Fogs  and  Vapours ^ 
Infctlions  Mijis,  to  croiun  his  Villanies, 

But  before  I  faw  their  R-ading,  another  occurr'd  to  me  that  I  think, 
Icis  exceptionable  ;  for  the  V/ord  Vapours,  not  implying  any  thing 
noxious,  rather  flattens  the  other  Reading,  which  at  belt  is  but  a  Re- 
pttiiion  of  the  fame  Idea  thrice  over.     My  Reading  gives  this  6eniiB  : 

May  all  the  Air  become  Fogs,   mav  all 
Wholefome  Vapours  become  infeSious  MiJls,  8cc. 

(55)  Nor  one  for  Thiril  flarv'd  drink  nvith  thee.']  The  trifling 
Change  made  here,  by  ftriking  out  the /or,  and  adding  a  Hyphen, 
both  improves  the  Meafure  and  Poetry  io  much,  and  is  fo  much  in 
our  Author's  Scile,    that  I  verily  believe  it  was  their  Reading. 
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{c,G)  I  am  afraid  the  very  Beads  will  tear  me : 

Infpir'd  with  what  I  have  done,  the  Winds  will  blaft  me. 

Now  I  am  paid,  and  my  Reward  dwells  in  me. 

The  Wages  of  my  Faft,  my  Soul's  oppreft  : 

Honeft  and  noble  Minds,  you  find  moft  Reft.        [£^//. 

SCENE       III. 

Enter  PtoJomy,  Achoreus,  Photinus,  and  Achillas. 

Ptol.  I  have  commanded,  and  it  Ihall  be  (o^ 
A  Preparation  I  have  fer  o*  foot, 
Worthy  the  Friendfliip  and  the  Fame  of  C^far ; 
My  Sifter's  Favours  fhall  feem  poor  and  wither'd, 
Nay  Ihe  herfelf,  trim'd  up  in  all  her  Beauties, 
Compar'd  to  what  I'll  take  his  Eyes  withal, 
Shall  be  a  Dream. 

Pho.  D*  you  mean  to  fhew  the  Glory, 
And  Wealth  of  jEgypi  ? 

Ptol.  Yes ;  and  in  that  Luftre, 
Rome  Ihall  appear,  in  all  her  famous  Conquefts, 
And  all  her  Riches,  of  no  Note  unto  it. 

Acho.  Now  you  are  reconcil'd  to  your  fair  Sifter, 
Take  heed.  Sir,  how  you  ftcp  into  a  Danger, 
A  Danger  of  this  Precipice  :  But  note.  Sir, 
For  what  Rome  ever  rais'd  her  mighty  Armies  ? 
Firft  for  Ambition  ;  then  for  Wealth  :  'Tis  madnefs, 
Nay  more,  a  fecure  Impotence,  to  tempt 
An  armed  Gueft :  Feed  not  an  Eye  that  conquers. 
Nor  teach  a  fortunate  Sword  the  way  to  be  covetous. 

Ptol.  Ye  judge  amifs,  and  far  too  wide  to  alter  mc ; 
(57)  Let  all  be  ready,  as  I  gave  direftion  : 
The  fecret  way  of  all  our  Wealth  appearing 
Newly,  and  handfomely  •,  and  all  about  it : 
No  more  diffuading :  *Tis  my  Will. 

(56)  I  am  afraid  the  vfy  Beajis  nolll  tear  me  .' 

Infpir^d  ivith  ii:hat  I  ha've  done,  the  Wivdt  luill hlafl  pte."] 
The  Word  infpird  not  only  more  naturally  belonas  to  the  Winds  than 
to  the  Benjis  ;  but  it  i»  ftronger,   and  more  poetical,    to    fuppofe  the 
very  inanimate   Elements  fenfible  of  and  abhorring  his  Witkednefs, 
than  meerly  the  irrational  Beafts. 

(57)  )itt.  all  be  ready, ]   Fcrmer  Editions. 

I  1  Acho, 
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Acho.  1  grieve  for*t. 

Piol.  I'll  dazle  Cafar  with  excefs  of  Glory. 
Pho.  I  fear  youMl  curfe  your  Will  i  we  muft  obey  yeJ 

\E>ieunt, 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Caefar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  and  Sceva  above, 

Ctef.  I  wonder  at  the  Glory  of  this  Kingdom,    . 
And  the  mod  bounteous  Preparations, 
Still  as  I  pafs,  they  court  me  with. 

(58;  See.  V\\  tell  ye: 
In  G'^«/and  Germany,  we  faw  fuch  Vifions, 
And  flood  not  to  admire  *em,  but  poflefs  'em. 
When  they  are  ours,  they're  worth  our  Admiration. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  The  young  Queen  comes :  Give  room. 

C^ef.  Welcome,   my  deareft. 
Come  blefs  my  fide. 

See.  Ay  marry :  Here's  a  Wonder, 
As  (he  appears  now,  I  am  no  true  Soldier, 
If  I  be  n't  readied  to  recant. 

Cle.  Be  merry.  Sir, 
My  Brother  will  be  proud  to  do  you  Honour, 
That  now  appears  himfelf. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Achillas,  Photinus, 
and  Apellodorus. 

Ptol.  Hail  to  great  Cafar., 
My  Royal  Gueft,  firft  I  will  feaft  thine  Eyes 

(58)  See.  77/  tell  ye :  Sec.']  It  may  perhaps  feem  flrange  that  the  Poets 
fhould  make  the  honeft  Sce'va  propofe  here  a  glaring  Aft  of  In- 
juftice  ;  but  this  is  really  a  high  Proof  of  their  Judgment.  Scevd's 
Honefty  is  no  more  than  a  itrong  Attachment  to  Cafar'%  Party,  and  a 
warm  Zeal  for  his  Honour  as  a  General.  As  to  making  War  upon 
flight  Pretences,  and  fcizing  the  Wealth  of  others  without  any  Pre- 
ence,  thefe  were  fo  common  to  Cafar  and  his  Army,  that  a  Soldier 
of  his  would  think  them  only  the  Privileges  and  Rights  of  his  Pro- 
feffion.  Vrhes  dhuit,  f^pius  eb  pnedam  quam  ob  deli^um.  Vide 
SuftontHm  in  Jul,  Ct^f.  Paragr.  54. 

With 
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With  wealthy  JEgypf^  Store,  and  then  thy  Palate, 

And  wait  myfelf  upon  thee.  [Treafurc  brought  in, 

C£f.  What  rich  Service  ? 
What  Mines  of  Treafure  ?  richer  ftill  ? 

Cle.  My  C^efar, 
What  d*  you  admire  ?  pray  turn,  and  let  me  talk  to  ye. 
Have  ye  forgot  me.  Sir  ?  how,  a  new  Objecl  ? 
And  1  grown  old  o*th'  fudden  ?  Ca^far  ? 

Ccef.  Tell  me 
From  whence  comes  all  this  Wealth  ? 

Cle.  Is  your  Eye  that  way  ? 
And  all  my  Beauties  baniiht  ? 

Ptol.  rU  tell  thee,  Cafar^ 
We  owe  for  all  this  Wealth  to  the  old  Nilus  : 
We  need  no  dropping  Rain  to  cheer  the  Husbandman, 
Nor  Merchant  that  ploughs  up  the  Sea  to  feek  us  i 
Within  the  wealthy  Womb  of  reverend  A^//«J, 
All  this  is  nourifli'd :    Who,  to  do  thee  Honour, 
Comes  to  difcover  his  feven  Deities, 
His  concealM  Heads,  unto  thee  :  See  with  pleafure. 

C^ef.  The  matchlefs  Wealth  of  this  Land  j 

Cle.  Come,  ye  (hall  hear.  ^ 

C^f.  Away  :  Let  me  imagine. 

Cle.  How  ?  frown  on  me  ? 
The  Eyes  of  C^^far  wrapt  in  Storms !  ^ 

C^f.  l*m  forry  :  . 

But  let  me  think- 

M  U  S  I  C  K    afid    SONG. 

Enter  Ifis,  and  three  Labourers. 

Ifis,  the  Goddefs  of  this  Land, 
Bids  thee,  great  Csefar,  underjland 
And  mark  our  Cujlojns,  and  firjl  hwiv. 
With  greedy  Eyes  thefe  watch  the  Floi»  1 

Of  plenteous  Nilus ;  when  he  cotnes. 
With  Songs,  with  Dances,  Timbrels,  Drunii^ 
They  entertain  him  ;  cut  his  way, 
And  give  his  proud  Heads  leave  to  play  : 
Nilus  himfelf  Jljall  rife,  and  JJjow 
^ ,  His  matchlefs  Wealth  in  Overflozv. 

I  3  Lahurers 
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Labourers   SONG. 

Come  let  us  help  the  Reverend  Nile, 
He^s  very  old^  alas  the  while  \ 
Let  us  dig  him  eafy  ways, 
jind  prepare  a  thoufand  Plays  : 
3"o  delight  his  Streams  let's  Jing^ 
A  loud  welcome  to  our  Spring. 
*This  way  let  his  curling  Heads 
Fall  into  our  new- made  Beds. 
'This  way  let  his  wanton  Spawns 
F'isky  and  glide  it  o'er  the  Lawns, 
^his  way  Profit  comes,  and  Gain : 
How  he  tumbles  here  amain  ? 
How  his  PFaters  hajle  to  fall 
Into  our  Channels  ?  Labour  all 
And  let  him  in:  Let  ^lUt'^JJoWj 
And  perpetual  Plenty  fijow. 
PVitb  Incenje  let  us  bltjs  the  Brim, 
Ayid  as  the  wanton  lijhes  fwim. 
Let  Ui  Gums  and  Garlands  flings  '\ 

And  loud  our  Timbrels  ring. 

Come,  old  Father,  come  away^ 

0::r  Labour  is  our  Holy- day. 

Ifis.  Here  comes  the  aged  River  now 
JP'ith  Garlands  of  great  Pearl,  his  Brow 
Begirt  and  rounded :  In  his  Flow, 
All  things  tf.ke  life  ;  and  all  things  grow. 
A  thoufand  wealthy  Treafures  Jlill, 
To  do  him  Service  at  his  IVill, 
Follow  his  riftng  Flood,  {^<^)  and  pour 
Perpetual  Blefftngs  on  our  Shore, 

(59)  — -  -  ■  -and pour 

Ffrpetual  Blejpngs  in  our  Store.]  /,  e.  A  thoufand  Treafurtt 
pur  perpetual  Blejjtngs  in  our  Store.  Such  Stiffncfs  and  fuch  Tauto- 
logy aie  very  unlike  our  Poets  general  Stile,  and  very  unworthy  to 
jnakc  part  of  this  beautiful  Maique.  As  the  Change  of  two  Letters 
gives  an  eaCy  and  poetical  Senie,  I  have  ventured  to  infcrt  my  Con- 
jcdure  into  the  Te;it. 

Hear 
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fjgar  him  ;  a/id  next  there  will  advancey 
His  [acred  Heads  to  tread  a  Dance^ 
In  honour  cf  my  Royal  Gucjl : 
Mark  them  too  \  and  you've  a  Fcajl. 

Cle.  A  little  Drofs  betray  me  ? 

C^f.  I  am  alham'd  I  warr'd  at  home,  my  Friends, 
When  fuch  Wealth  may  be  got  abroad  :    What  Honour, 
Nay  everlafting  Glory  had  Rome  purchas'd, 
Had  flic  a  jufl  Caufe  but  to  vifit  M^yp  ? 

Nilus  SONG,  and  Dance. 

Alake  room  for  my  rich  IVaten  faJl^ 
And  blefs  my  Flood, 
Nilus  comes  flowing,  to  you  all 

Incre  ife  and  good. 
Now  the  Plants  and  Flowers  Jlodll  fj^ring, 
Andthetnerry  Ploughman  fing. 
In  my  hidden  Waves  I  brings 
Breads  and  Wine^  and  every  thing. 
Let  the  Damfels  fing  me  in  : 
Sing  aloud  that  I  may  rife  : 
Tour  holy  Feafts  and  Hours  begin. 
And  each  Hand  bring  a  Sacrifice. 

Now  my  wanton  Pearls  I  ftjozv, 

Ihat  to  Ladies  fair  Necks  grozv. 
Now  my  Gold 
And  Treafures  that  can  ne\r  be  told. 
Shall  blefs  this  Land,  by  my  rich  Flozv, 

And  after  this,  to  crown  your  Eyes, 

My  hidden  holy  Head  arife. 

Cxf.  The  Wonder  of  this  Wealth  {o  troubles  me, 
I  am  not  well :   Good-night. 

See.  I'm  glad  ye  have  it : 
Now  we  fhall  ftir  again. 

(60)  Dol.  Thou  Wealth,  ftill  haunt  him. 

(60)  Ptol.  Thou  Wealth,  fill  haunt  hint.']  This  fliould  feem  to  be- 
long to  one  of  Ctefar%  Captains,  being  a  Contiauation  of  Scc--ja^% 
Willi,  that  the  Love  of  Wealth  might  make  him  feize  Ptclom/i 
Riches,  and  fo  occ;fion  a  new  War.  I  have  therefore  given  it  to 
Dolabella,  as  the  ncarcft  in  the  Trace  of  the  Lsttas  to  Ptal. 

I  4  See, 
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See.  A  greedy  Spirit  fet  thee  on  :  We're  happy. 

Plol.  Lights,  lights  for  Ca/ar,  and  Attendance. 

Cie.  Well, 
I  (hall  yet  find  a  time  to  tell  thee,  Ccefar, 
(61)  Thou'ft  wrongM  her  Love  ;  the  reft  here. 

Ptol.  Lights  along  ftill  : 
Mufick,  and  Sacrifice  to  fleep  for  C^efar,  [^Exeunt* 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Photinus,  Achillas,  and  Achoreus. 

Acho.  T  Told  ye  carefully,  what  this  wou*d  prove  to, 

X    What  this  ineftimable  Wealth  and  Glory 
Wou'd  draw  upon  ye :  I  advis*d  your  Majefty 
Never  to  tempt  a  Conquering  Gueft,  nor  add 
A  Bait,  to  catch  a  Mind,  bent  by  his  Trade 
To  make  the  whole  World  his. 

Pko.  I  was  not  heard.  Sir : 
Or  what  1  faid,  loft,  and  contemn'd  ;  I  dare  fay. 
And  frefhly  now,  'twas  a  poor  weaknefs  in  ye, 
A  glorious  ChildilTinefs:   I  watch'd  his  Eye, 
And  faw  how  Faulcon-like  it  towr'd,  and  flew 
Upon  the  wealthy  Quarry  :  How  round  it  mark'd  it : 
I  obferv'd  his  Words,  and  to  what  it  tended  ; 
How  greedily  he  ask'd  from  whence  it  came. 
And  what  Commerce  we  held  for  fuch  abundance  : 
The  fhew  of  iVi/z/j,  how  he  labour'd  at. 
To  find  the  fecret  Ways  the  Song  deliver'd. 

Acho.  He  never  fmil'd,  I  noted,  at  the  Pleafures, 
But  fixt  his  conftant  Eyes  upon  the  Treafure  ; 
1  do  not  think  his  Ears  had  fo  much  leifure, 

(61)  Thou  Jl  <iMro7i£d  her  Love;  the  reft  here.]  The  Meaning  of 
the  laft  Sentence  may  be;  The  reji  of  'ujhat  I  intend  to  do  and  fay , 
I  keep  to  7nyfelf  till  a  fit  Opportunity.  But  Mr.  Sympfon  conjefturcs 
the  V/ords  to  have  been  a  Stage  Direftion,  which  I  tiiink  not  impro- 
bable ;  for  the  Meafure  is  more  perfcft  without  them,  and  they  may 
iignify,  either.  Let  the  reft  of  the  Attendance  he  here  ready,  or  that 
the  Reft  01  Paufe  was  here,  it  being  the  End  of  the  third  Aft. 

Aftef 
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After  the  Wealth  appear'd,  to  hear  the  Mufick  ? 

Moft  lure  he  has  not  flcpt  fince,  (62)  his  Mind's  Troubles 

With  Objefts  they  wou'd  make  their  own  ftill  labour. 

Pho.  Your  Sifter  he  ne'er  gaz'd  on  ;  that's  a  main  Note : 
Th'  prime  Beauty  of  the  World  had  no  pow'r  over  him. 
y^cho.  Where  was  his  Mind  the  whilft  ? 
Pho.  Where  was  your  carefulnefs, 
To  fliew  an  armed  Thief  the  way  to  rob  ye  ? 
Nay,  wou'd  you  give  him  this,  it  will  excite  him 
To  feek  the  reft.     {6^)  Ambition  feels  no  Gift, 
Nor  knows  no  Bounds ;  indeed  y'  have  done  moft  weakly. 
Plol.  Can  I  be  too  kind  to  my  noble  Friend  ? 
Pho.  To  be  unkind  unto  your  noble  felf,  but  favours 
Of  Indifcretion,  and  your  Friend  has  found  it. 
Had  ye  been  train'd  up  in  the  Wants  and  Miferies 
A  Soldier  marches  through,  and  known  his  Temperance 
In  offer*d  Courtefies,  you  wou'd  have  made 
A  wifer  Mafter  of  your  own,  and  ftronger. 

Ptol,  Why,  ftiou'd  I  give  him  all,  he  wou'd  return  it: 
'Tis  more  to  him,  to  make  Kings. 

Pho.  Pray  be  wiler. 
And  truft  not  with  your  loft  Wealth,  your  lov'd  Liberty  ; 
To  be  a  King  ftill  at  your  own  Difcretion, 
Is  like  a  King;  to  be  at  his,  a  Vaflal. 
Now  take  good  Counfel,  or  no  more  take  to  ye 
The  freedom  of  a  Prince. 
Jchil.  'Twill  be  too  late  elfe  : 

(62)  kis  Mind's  troubled 

With  OhjeSfs  they  wou'd  make  their  onx:n  Jlill  l(xlour.'\  The  Re- 
lative they  wants  an  Antecedent  here,  which  I  hope  I  have  reAorcd 
by  reading  Troubles  inftead  of  troubled. 

(63)  •  Jimbition  feels  no  Gift, 

2Vor  knaiMs  no  Bounds ; ]     /.  e.  Ambition  does  not  look  on 

any  thing  it  has  power  to  feize,  as  a  Gift  from  the  Owner  ;  no  Pre- 
fent  you  can  make  Cafar  will  afFeft  him  with  Gratitude  :  His  Sword 
is  the  Arbitrator  of  Right  and  Wrong,  and  he  acknowledges  no  other 
Law.  Cafar  himfelf  (as  Cicero  obferves  in  his  Offices)  feems  to  have 
acknowledged  this,  by  frequently  repeating  a  Sentence  of  Euripides^ 
whicn  Cicero  thus  renders  j  Nam  ft 'violandam  eji  jus,  rc^nandi  gra- 
tia <violandum  eft  :  aliis  rebus  pietatem  colas.  Mr.  Theobald,  either 
not  feeing,  or  disapproving  this  Interpretation,  would  read, 
■    Ambition  feels  ««  Girth. 

For 
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For,  fince  the  Mafque,  he  fent  three  of  his  Captains, 
Ambitious  as  himfeU,  to  view  again 
The  Glory  of  your  Wealth. 

Pho.  The  next  himfelf  comes. 
Not  Haying  for  your  Courtcfie,  and  takes  it. 

Ptol    What  Counfel,   my  Achoreus  ? 

Acho.  I'll  go  pray,  Sir, 
For  that's  bcil  Counfel  now,  the  Gods  may  help  ye. 

Pho.  I  found  ye  out  a  way  but  'twas  not  credited, 
A  moft  fecurc  way  :  Whither  will  ye  fly  now  ? 

Acbil.  For  when  your  Wealth  is  gone,  your  Pow*r  mufl: 
follow. 

Pho,  And  that  diminiflit  alfo,  what's  your  Life  worth  ? 
"Who  wou'd  regard  it  ^ 

Ptol.  You  fay  true. 

Achil.  What  Eye 
Will  look  upon  King  Ptolomy  ?  If  they  do  look, 
'T  mult  be  in  fcorn  :  For  a  poor  King's  a  Monfter  j 
What  Ear  remember  ye  }  'twill  be  then  a  Courtefy, 
A  noble  one,  to  take  your  Life  too  from  yc  : 
But  if  referv'd,  you  (land  to  fill  a  Vidory  ; 
As  who  knows  Conquerors  Minds  ?  though  outwardly 
They  bear  fair  Screams.     O  Sir,  does  this  not  fhake  ye?  ' 
If  to  be  honey'd  on  to  thefe  Afflidions • 

Ptol    I  never  will :  I  was  a  Fool. 

Pho.  For  then.  Sir, 
Your  Country's  Caufe  falls  with  ye  too,  and  fetter'd: 
All  Mgyp  fliall  be  plough'd  up  with  difhonour. 

Ptol.  No  more  :  I'm  fenfible  :  And  now  my  Spirit 
Burns  hot  within  me. 

Achil.  Keep  it  warm  and  fiery. 

Pho.  And  laft  be  counfell'd, 

Ptol.  I  will,  though  1  perilh. 

Pho.  Go  in  :  We'll  tell  you  all :  And  then  we'll  execute, 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE       II. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Arfinoe,  d»^  Eros, 

Arf.  You're  ^q  impatient. 

Cle.  Have  I  not  caufe  ? 
Women  of  common  Beauties,  and  low  Births, 
When  they  are  flighted,  are  allow'd  their  Angers  j 
Why  fliould  not  I,  a  Princefs,  make  him  know 
The  bafenefs  of  his  Ufage  ? 

Arf.  Yes,  'tis  fit  : 
But  then  again  you  know  what  Man. 

Cle.  He's  no  Man  : 
The  Shadow  of  a  Greatnefs  hangs  upon  him. 
And  not  the  Virtue :  He  is  no  Conqueror, 
Has  fuffer'd  under  the  bafe  drofs  of  Nature : 
Poorly  delivered  up  his  Pow'r  to  Wealth  ; 
The  God  of  bed-rid  Men,  taught  his  Eyes  Treafon  ; 
Againft  the  truth  of  Love  he's  rais'd  Rebellion  ; 
Defy'd  his  holy  Flames. 

Eros.  He  will  fall  back  again. 
And  fatisfy  your  Grace. 

Cle.  Had  I  been  old. 
Or  blafted  in  my  Bud,  he  might  have  Ihew'd 
Some  fliadow  of  diflike  :  But,  to  prefer 
(64)  The  Luftre  of  a  little  Art,  Arfinoe^ 
And  the  poor  Glow-worm  light  of  fome  faint  Jewels, 

Before 

(64)  ^he  Lujlre  of  a  little  Art,——]  Art  here  is  certainly  Senfe,  as 
both  Jewels  and  Gold  receive  their  Lultre  from  the  Polifh  and  Re- 
finement of  Art  ;  but  Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  we  fhould  read  Dirt,  as  they 
are  before  call'd  the  hrife  Drofs  of  Nature.  And  again,  /  had  Trafh 
enough.  The  Conjeftuie  therefore  is  certainly  a  happy  one,  it  has  more 
of  the  poetick  Spirit  than  the  old  Text.  When  we  fpeak  in  contempt 
of  any  thing,  we  generally  refolve  it  into  its  firft  Principles  :  Thus,  Man 
is  Dull  and  Afhes,  and  the  Food  we  eat,  the  Dung,  by  which  firft  our 
vegetable  and  from  thence  our  animal  Food  is  nourifli'd.  This  Sen- 
timent has,  in  Shake/pears  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  efcaped  the  Obfer- 
vation  of  two  that  defervedly  bear  the  firft  Names  in  Criticifm, 
Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  and  Mr.  Warhurton.  Cleopatra  finding  (he  can 
no  longer  riot  in  the  Plcafurcs  of  Life,  with  the  uUial  Workings  of  a 

difappointed 
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Before  the  life  of  Love,  and  foul  of  Beauty, 
Oh  how  it  vexes  me  :  He  is  no  Soldier, 
All  honourable  Soldiers  are  Love's  Servants  ; 
He  is  a  Merchant,  a  meer  wandring  Merchant, 
Servile  to  gain  :  He  trades  for  poor  Commodities, 
And  makes  his  Conquefts,  Thefts ;  fome  fortunate  Captains 
That  quarter  with  him,  and  are  truly  valiant. 
Have  flung  the  Name  of  happy  Cafar  on  him, 
Himfelf  ne'er  won  it :  He's  fo  bale  and  covetous. 
He'll  fell  his  Sword  for  Gold. 
Arf.   rhis  is  too  bitter. 

difappointed  Pride,  pretends  a  Dlfguft  to  them,  and  thus  fpcaks  u| 
Praife  of  Suicide.     Antony  zrA  Cleopatra,  Adt  V.  Scene  II. 

■       and  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  "Deeds  ; 
Which  Jkackles  Accidents,  and  bolts  up  Change  ; 
Which  Jleeps  and  ne-ver  palates  more  the  Dung, 
The  Beggar^s  Nur/e  and  Caefar'j. 

From  the  Obfervation  above,  nothing'  can  be  clearer  than  thit 
Paffage;  both  the  Beggar  and  Caefar  are  fed  and  nurfed  by  the  Dung 
of  the  Earth  ;  and  in  this  Senfe  it  always  appeared  to  me,  before  the 
following  Demonftration  of  it  occurr'd.  In  the  iirfl  Scene  of  the  fame 
Play  Antony  fays. 

Kingdoms  are  Clay ;   our  dungy  Earth  alike 
Feeds  Beaji  as  Man. 

Mr.  Warhurton  happening  to  overlook  this  makes  the  Aftlon  of  Sui- 
cide the  Beggar's  Nurfe  and  C^/ar''s,  by  fuppofing  a  whole  Line  loft, 
and  reading  Dugg  inftead  of  Dung.  He  therefore  forms  a  Line,  and 
reads  the  whole  thus ; 

•  and  it  is  great 

To  do  that  thing  ivhich  ends  all  other  Deeds ; 

Which  Jhackles  Accidents  and  bolts  up  Change  ; 

[  Lulls  wearied  Nature  to  a  foft  Repofe,] 

(Which Jleeps,  and  ne^uer  palates  more  the  Dugg_^ 

The  Beggar  s  Nurfe  and  Coefar'j. 
Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,    who  accepted    Mr.  Warhurton^  ConjefturC  iii 
part,  does  not  fcem  to  admit  Suicide  to  be  the  Nurfe  fpoke  of,  but 
reads. 

Which  makes  us  Jleep,  nor  palate  more  the  Dugg 

O'tl:  Beggar'' s  Nurfe  and  C^ht^ s. 
Here  the  Nurf  mull  be  the  Earth,  whofe  Dugg  both  Cafar  and  the 
Beggar  are  faid  to  palate.      But   this,  tho'    near   the    true  Senfe,  is 
extremely  forced.     The  Miftakes  of  fuch  great  Men  ftiould  not  elevate 
but  humble  us  petty  Criticks, 


I 
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Ck.  Oh  I  could  curfe  myfelf,  that  was  fo  foolifh. 
So  fondly  Childifti  to  believe  his  Tongue, 
His  promifing  Tongue,  ere  I  cou'd  catch  his  Temper  : 
rd  trafh  enough  t'  have  cloy'd  his  Eyes  withal. 
His  covetous  Eyes ;  fuch  as  I  fcorn  to  tread  on  : 
Richer  than  e'er  he  faw  yet,  and  more  tempting ; 
Had  I  known  h'  had  ftoop'd  at  that,  Pd   fav*d   mine 

Honour, 
I  had  been  happy  ftill :  But  let  him  take  it, 
And  let  him  brag  how  poorly  I  am  rewarded  ; 
Let  him  go  conquer  ftill  weak  wretched  Ladies ; 
{6^)  Love  has  his  angry  Quiver  too,  his  deadly. 
And  when  he  finds  fcorn,  arms  him  at  the  ftrongeft  : 
I  am  a  Fool  to  fret  thus  for  a  Fool, 
An  old  blind  Fool  too  ?  I  lofe  my  Health :  I  will  not, 
I  will  not  cry  j  I  will  not  honour  him. 
With  Tears  diviner  than  the  Gods  he  worfhips : 
I  will  not  take  the  pains  to  curfe  a  poor  thing. 
{66)  Eros.  Doc  not :  You  ftiall  not  need. 
Cle.  Would  I  were  Prifoncr 
To  one  I  hate,  that  I  might  anger  him  ; 
I  will  love  any  Man,  to  break  the  Heart  of  him. 
Any  that  has  the  Heart  and  Will  to  kill  him, 
ArJ.  Take  fome  fair  Truce. 
Cle.  I  will  go  ftudy  Mifchief, 
And  put  a  Look  on,  arm*d  with  all  my  Cunnings, 
Shall  meet  him  like  a  Bafilisk,  and  ftrike  him  : 
Love  put  deftroying  Flames  into  mine  Eyes, 
Into  my  Smiles,  deceits,  that  I  may  torture  him. 
That  I  may  make  him  love  to  Death,  and  laugh  at  him. 

(65)  Love  has  his  angry  ^i<vtr  too,  his  deadly ^ 

And'when  he  finds  fcorn,  arm'd  at  the  firongtjl  ;  ]  The  fecond 
Line  is  undoubtedly  hurt  both  in  Senfe  and  ^Iea^ure  :  Two  ways  of 
curing  it  hath  occurred,  and  I  have  receiv'd  a  third  from  Mr.  S^mpfin. 

Either  arms  him  at  the  ftrongeft  y  or  "—aims  it  at  the  ftrongeft ; 

or  with  Mr.  Sympfon,  — aims  at  it  the  ftrongeft.     The  two  lall  put 
the  Slui'ver  for  the  Arro^\  and  therefore  I  have  preferr'd  the  firll. 

(66)  Eros.  Die  not :  ]  Both  Mr.  Sympfon  and  1  had  read  cry  liere, 
but  I  dare  fay  he  will  join  in  readily  giving  it  up,  fince  the  fecond 
Folio  and  Mr.  Theobald  read  Doe  not,  which  is  equally  Senfe,  and 
nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters. 

Enter 
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Enter  Apollodorus. 

^pol.  C<efar  commends  his  Service  to  your  Grace. 

Cle.  His  Service  ?  what's  his  Service  ? 

Eros.  Pray  ye  be  patient. 
The  noble  Cigfar  loves  ftilJ. 

Cle.  What's  his  Will  ? 

jipol.  He  craves  accefs  unto  your  Highncfs. 

Cle.  No; 
Say  no,  I  will  have  none  to  trouble  me. 

Arf,  Good  Sifter : 

Cle.  None,  I  fay  ;  I  will  be  private. 
Would  thou  hadft  flung  me  into  A'i/«J,  Keeper, 
When  firft  thou  gav'ft  confent,  to  bring  my  Body 
To  this  unthankful  Cefar. 

Apl.  'Twas  your  Will,  Madam, 
Nay  more,  your  Charge  upon  me,  as  I  honour'd  ye  ; 
You  know  what  Danger  I  cndur'd. 

Cle.  Take  this,  \Giving  a  Jewel, 

And  carry  it  to  that  Lordly  C^far  fent  thee  : 
There's  a  new  Love,  a  handfome  one,  a  rich  one, 
(6y)  One  that  will  hug  his  Mind  ;    bid  him  make  Love 

to  it : 
Tell  the  ambitious  Broker,  this  will  fufFer 

(67)  One  that  "x til  hug  his  Mind  % ]     It  might   perhaps   be 

clearer  if  we  read,     One  that  his  Mind  nvill  hug  ;  but  the  Senfe 

is  much  the  fame.     Here  the  Charafter  of  the  Majejiick  Whore  ihines 
forth  in  full  Lullre  ;  and  as  the  Prologue  fays, 

■■  her  2reat  Mind  is 


Exprefs'd  to  th'  height.- 


There  is,  as  was  obferv'd,  more  of  the  Dignity  of  the  Queen  than 
Shake/pear  has  given  to  any  Part  of  his  Cleopatra  ;  but  the  working 
up  of  her  Paflions,  the  Strength  and  Vigour  of  the  Sentiments,  and 
the  noble  Strain  of  Metaphors  that  every  where  enrich  the  Stile, 
have  all  fo  much  of  Shah/pear's  Genius,  that  were  it  a  Fragment,  I 
verily  believe  the  bell  Criticks  might  be  puzzled  to  diftinguifh  it  from 
his  Hand,  and  even  from  his  bell  Manner.  If  the  Reader  does  not 
agree  with  me,  I  beg  the  Favour  of  his  giving  i(  a  fecond  Reading, 
and  if  not  then,  a  third  and  fourth. 


Enter 
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Enter  Casfar. 

Apol.  He  enters, 

Cle.  How  ? 

Caf.  I  do  not  ufe  to  wait,  Lady  ; 
Where  I  am,  all  the  Doors  are  free  and  open, 

Cle.  I  guefs  fo  by  your  rudencfs. 

C<e[.  Ye  are  not  angry  ? 
Things  of  your  tender  Mold  fhould  be  moft  gentle  : 
Why  do  you  frown  ?  good  Gods,  what  a  fct  anger 
Have  you  forc'd  into  your  Face  ?  Come,  I  muft  temper  ye : 
What  a  coy  Smile  was  there,  and  a  difdainful? 
How  like  an  ominous  flafh  it  broke  out  from  ye? 
Defend  me,  Love,  Sweet,  who  has  anger'd  ye  ? 

CAe.  Shew  him  a  Glafs ;  that  falfe  Face  has  betray 'd  me, 
(68)  That  bafe  Heart  wrong'd  me. 

Caf.  Be  more  fweetly  angry  \ 
I  wrong*d  ye,  Fair  ? 

Cle.  Away  with  your  foul  Flatteries, 
They  are  too  grofs  -,  but  that  I  dare  be  angry, 
And  with  as  great  a  God  as  Cafar  is. 
To  fhew  how  poorly  I  refpe^l  his  Memory, 
I  would  not  fpeak  to  ye. 

Ccef.  Pray  ye  undo  this  Riddle, 
And  tell  me  how  I've  vex'd  ye  ? 

Cle,  Let  me  think  firfl:. 
Whether  I  may  put  on  a  Patience 
That  will  with  Honour  fuffer  me;  know,  I  hate  ye. 
Let  that  begin  the  Story  :  Now  1*11  tell  ye. 

Caf.  But  do  it  milder  :  In  a  noble  Lady, 
Softnefs  of  Spirit,  and  a  fober  Nature,  (^nefs. 

That  moves  like  Summer  Winds,  cool,  and  blows  Sweet- 
Shews  bleffed  like  herfelf. 

(68)  That  hafe  Heart  wrought  wf.]  This  being  made  an  imper- 
feft  Sentence,  lurought  me  might  fignify,  'wrought  me  into  this  Pfljfion. 
But  ai  I  am  not  over  fond  of  folving  DifHcultiei  only  by  a  Da(h,  (which 
makes  a  fort  of  univerfal  Salve  for  all  Faults)  I  at  flrft  Reading  fuf- 
peflcd  it  might  be  'wrong  d  me,  before  I  favv  it  confirm'd  by  dr/ar's 
Anfwer,      /  'wrong  d you,  Fuir. 

Cle. 
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Qe.  And  that  great  Bleflednefs 
You  firft  reap*d  of  me  -,  *till  you  taught  my  Nature 
Like  a  rude  Storm  to  talk  aloud,  and  thunder, 
(69)  Sleep  was  not  gentler  than  my  Soul,  and  ftiller  ; 
You  had  the  Spring  of  my  Affe6lions, 
And  my  fair  Fruits  I  gave  you  leave  to  tafte  of; 
You  muft  exped  the  Winter  of  mine  Anger; 
You  flung  me  ofi\,  before  the  Court  difgrac'd  me. 
When  in  the  Pride  I  appear'd  of  all  my  Beauty, 
Appear'd  your  Miftrcfs ;  took  into  your  Eyes 
The  common  Strumpet,  Love  of  hated  Lucre, 
Courted  with  covetous  Heart  the  Slave  of  Nature, 
Gave  all  your  Thoughts  to  Gold,  that  Men  of  Glory, 
And  Minds  adorn'd  with  noble  Love,  would  kick  at ; 
Soldiers  of  royal  Mark,  fcorn  fuch  bafe  purchafe  : 
Beauty  and  Honour  are  the  Marks  they  flioot  at : 
I  fpake  t'  ye  then,  I  courted  ye,  and  woo'd  ye, 
Cail'd  ye  dear  Cafar^  hung  about  ye  tenderly, 
^Was  proud  t'appcar  your  Friend. 

Caf.  You  have  miftaken  me. 

Cle.  But  neither  Eye,  nor  Favour,  (70)  not  a  Smile, 
Was  I  blefs*d  back  withal,  but  fliook  off  rudely  ; 
And,  as  ye  had  been  fold  to  fordid  Infamy, 
You  fell  before  the  Images  of  Treafure, 
And  in  your  Soul  you  worfhip'd  ;  I  flood  flighted. 
Forgotten  and  contemn*d,  my  foft  Embraces, 
And  thofe  fweet  Kiflfes  that  you  cail'd  Ely/turn, 
As  Letters  writ  in  Sand,  no  more  remembred ; 
The  name  and  glory  of  your  Cleopatra 
Laugh'd  at,  and  made  a  ftory  to  your  Captains  ; 
Shall  I  endure  ? 

Caf.  You  are  deceived  in  all  this ; 
Upon  my  Life  you  are,  'tis  your  much  Tcndernefs. 

Cle.  No,  no ;  I  love  not  that  way,  you  are  cozen'd  5 

(69)  Sleep  ivas  not  gentler  to  my  Soul,  andjiiller  ;  ]  The  judicious 
Correftor  of  this  Play,  in  the  fecond  Folio,  had  prevented  me  in  the 
Emendation  here ;  and  it  is  extremely  evident  as  loon  as  attended  to. 

(70)  •  not  a  Smile, 

Was  I  kiefs' d  hack,  but  Jhook  off  rudely  ;  ]    Here  both  the  Senfc 
and  Verfe  are  left  imperfefl  by  an  accidental  Omi^ion. 

I 
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i  Jove  with  as  much  Ambition  as  a  Conqueror, 
And  where  I  love,   will  triumph. 

Ctief.  So  you  Oiall  ; 
My  Heart  fhall  be  the  Chariot  that  (hall  bear  ye^ 
All  I  have  won  (hall  wait  on  ye.     By  the  Gods, 
The  bravery  of  this  Woman's  IVIind  has  fir*d  me  5 
Dear  Miftrcfs,  fliall  I  but  this  Night- \ 

Cle.  How,  Cafar  ? 
Have  i  let  flip  a  fecond  Vanity 
That  gives  thee  Hope  ? 

Ca^f.  You  fliall  be  abfolute. 
And  reign  alone  as  Qj^ieen  j  you  fliall  be  any  thing, 

Cle.  Make  me  a  Maid  again,  and  then  1*11  hear  thee  > 
Examine  all  thy  Art  of  War  to  do  that. 
And  if  thou  (ind'ft  it  poflible,  I'lJ  love  thee; 
Till  then,  farevvel,  unthankful,- 

C^f.  Stay. 

Cle.  I  will  not. 

Ctef.  I  command. 

Cle.  Command,  and  go  without,  Sir.' 
1  do  command  thee  be  my  Slave  for  ever. 
And  vex  while  I  laugh  at  thee. 

Ccef.  Thus  low.  Beauty  ? 

Cle.  It  is  too  late;  when  I  have  found  thee  abfolute. 
The  Man  that  Fame  reports  thee,  and  to  me. 
May  be  I  fliall  think  better.  Farewel,  Conqueror.     [Exit, 

Qef.  She  mocks  me  too ;  I  will  enjoy  her  Beauty, 
I  will  not  be  deny'd,  1*11  force  my  longing. 
Love  is  beft  pleas*d,  when  roundly  wc  compel  him. 
And  as  he  is  imperious,  fo  will  1  be. 
Stay  Fool,  and  be  advis*d  •,  that  dulls  the  Appetite, 
Takes  off  the  flrength  and  fweetnefs  of  Delight. 
By  Heav*n  (he  is  a  Miracle,  I  niufl:  ufe 
A  handlbme  way  to  win  :  How  now  ?  what  fear 
Dwells  in  your  Faces  ?  You  look  all  diftrafled. 

Enter  Sceva,  Antony,  and  DolabeUa. 

See.  If  it  be  fear,  'tis  fear  of  your  undoing. 
Not  o^  ourfeives ;  fear  of  your  poor  declining  ; 
Our  Lives  and  Deaths  are  equal  Benefits, 

Vol.  IV.  K  And 
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And  we  make  louder  Prayers  to  die  nobly,  [here. 

Than  to  live  high  and  wantonly  :    Whilft  you're   fecure 

And  offer  Hecatombs  ol  lazy  Kifles 

To  the  lewd  God  of  Love  and  Cowardice, 

And  moll  lafcivioufly  die  in  Delights, 

You  are  begirt  with  the  Herce  Alexandrians. 

Dol.  The  Spawn  of  Aigypt  flow  about  your  Palace, 
Arm'd  all,  and  ready  to  Airauit. 

Ant.  Led  on 
By  th'  f.ille  and  bafe  Photinus  and  his  Minifters  ; 
No  ftirnng  our,   no  peeping  through  a  loop-hole. 
But  ftraighr  faluted  with  an  armed  Dart. 

See.  No  Parley,  (71)  they  are  deaf  to  all  but  Anger  j 
They  fwear  they'll  flea  us,  and  then  dry  our  Quarters  ; 
A  rafher  of  a  lait  Lover,  is  fuch  a  Shoeing-horn  ; 
Can  you  kifb  away  this  Confpiracy,  and  itz  us  free  ? 
Or  will  the  Giant  God  of  Love  fight  for  ye  ? 
Will  his  fierce  War-like  Bow  kill  a  Cockfparrow  ? 
Bring  OJt  the  Lady,  llie  can  quel  this  Mutiny, 
And  with  lier  powerful  Looks  ftrike  awe  into  them  ; 
She  can  dtftroy,  and  build  again  the  City  : 
Your  Goddefl"cs  have  mighty  gifts;    fhew  'em   her  fair 

Breads, 
Th'  impregnable  Bulwarks  of  proud  Love,  and  let  'em 
Biggin  tncir  Bittery  there,  Hie  will  laugh  at  'em  ; 
I'ney're  not  above  a  hundred  thoufand.  Sir, 
A  mift,  a  m^ft,  that  when  her  Eyes  break  out, 
Her  powerful  raaumt  Eyes,  and  lliake  their  flafhes, 
Will  flie  before  their  heats. 

def.  Begin,  with  Villains  ? 

See.  They  con^e  to  play  you  and  your  Love  a  Hunts-up, 
You  were  told  what  this,  lame  whorcfon  Wenching  long 

ago  would  come  to  : 
Yon  are  taken  napping  now  ;  has  not  a  Soldier 
A  time  to  kifs  his  Friend,  and  a  time  to  confider. 
But  he  niufl:  lie  flill  digging  like  a  Pioneer, 
Making  of  Mines, "and  burying  of  his  Honour  there? 
'Tweregood  you'd  think 

(7 1 )  — —thfy  ate^  deaf  to  all  but  Danger ;  ]     Former  Editions. 
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Bol.  And  time  too,  or  you'll  find  elie 
A  harder  task,   than  courting  a  coy  Beauty. 

jfnt.  Look  out,  and  then  believe. 

See.  No,  no,  hang  Danger  ; 
Take  me  provoking  Broth,  and  then  go  to  her  -, 
Go  to  your  Love,  and  let  her  feel  your  Valour, 
Charge  her  whole  Body  ;    when  the  Sword's  in   your 

Throat,  Sir, 
You  may  cry,  Ccp.far,  and  fee  if  that  will  help  ye. 

C<ef.  I'll  be  myfelf  again,  and  meet  their  Furies, 
Meet,  and  confume  their  Mifchiefs :    Make  fome  fhift, 

Sceva, 
T*  recover  th'  Fleet,  and  bring  me  up  two  Legions, 
And  you  fhall  fee  me,  how  I'll  break  like  Thunder 
Amongft  thefe  Beds  of  flimy  Eels,  and  fcatter  'era. 

See.  Now  ye  ipeak  Senfe,  (72)  I'll  put  my  Life  to  the 
hazard. 
Before  I  go,  no  more  of  this  warm  Lady, 
She'll  fpoil  your  Sword-hand. 

C^f.   Go.     Come,  let's  to  Counfel 
How  to  prevent,  and  then  to  execute.  \Ep(eHnt, 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Soldiers. 

1  Sol.  (73)  Did  ye  fee  this  Penitence  ? 

2  Sol.  Yes,   I  faw,  and  heard  it. 

3  Sol.  And  I  too,  look'd  upon  him,  and  obfervM  it, 
He's  the  ftrangefl:  Septimius  now 

I  Sol.  I  heard  he  was  alter*d, 
And  had  given  away  his  Gold  to  honed  Ufes, 
Cry'd  monftroufly. 

(72)  r II Put  my  Life  to  the  hazard 

Before  I  go.  No  more  of  this  ixjarm  Latiy.'\  Mr.  Sftfit'foH  QOn- 
curr'd  with  mc  in  correfting  the  grofs  MiHakes  of  the  Points  here  ; 
But  the  fccond  Tolio  had  prevented  us  both. 

(73)  Did  ye  fee  xVk  Penitence?'^  Mr.  Symp/of:  would  read  /^;> 
Penttetfce }  but  fursly  Penitesct  in  the  Abltraft  is  mach  more 
pocticai. 
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1  Sol.  He  cries  abundantly  ; 
He's  blind  almoft  with  Weeping. 

3  Sol.  'Tis  mod  wonderful. 
That  a  hard-hearted  Man,  and  an  old  Soldier,        [dy'd 
Should  have  fo  much  kind  Moifture  ;    when  his  Mother 
He  laugh'd  aloud,  and  made  the  wicked'ft  Ballads 

1  Sol.  *Tis  like  enough,  he  never  lov'd  his  Parents  ; 
Nor  can  I  blame  him,  for  they  ne'er  lov'd  him. 

His  Mother  dream'd  before  fhe  was  deliver'd. 
That  fhe  was  brought  abed  with  a  Buzzard,  and  ever  after 
She  whiftled  him  up  to  th'  World ;  his  brave  Clothes  too 
He'as  flung  away,  and  goes  like  one  of  us  now  ; 
Walks  with  his  Hands  in's  Pockets,  poor  and  forrowful. 
And  gives  the  bell  Inftrudlions 

2  Sol  And  tells  Stories 

Of  honeft  and  good  People  that  were  honour'd. 
And  bow  they  were  remembred  ;  and  runs  mad,. 
If  he  but  hear  of  an  ungrateful  Perfon, 
A  bloody  or  betraying  Man— — 

3  Sol.  If  it  be  pofllble 

That  an  Arch-Villain  may  e'er  be  recover'd. 

This  Penitent  Rafcal  will  put  hard  j    'twere  worth  our 

labour 
To  fee  him  once  again. 

Enter  Septimius. 

1  Sol.  He  fpares  that  labour. 
For  here  he  comes : 

Sep.- Blefs  ye  my  honeft  Friends, 

Blefs  ye  from  bafe  unworthy  Men  •,  come  not  near  me, 
For  I  am  yet  too  taking  for  your  Company. 

I  Sol.  Did  I  not  fell  ye  ? 

z  Sol.  What  Book's  that  ? 

I  Sol.  No  doubt. 
Some  excellent  Salve  for  a  fore  Heart:  Are  you 
Septimius.,  that  bafe  Knave  that  betray'd  Pompey  ? 

Sep.   I  was,  and  am  ;  unlcfs  your  honeft  Thoughts 
Will  look  upon  my  Penitence,  and  fave  me, 
1  muft  be  ever  Villain  :  O  good  Soldiers, 
You  that  have  Roman  Hearts,  take  heed  of  Falfiiood ; 

Take 
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Take  heed  of  Blood  ;  take  heed  of  foul  Ingratitude ; 
The  Gods  have  fcarce  a  Mercy  for  thofe  Mifchiefs : 
Take  heed  of  Pride,  'twas  that  that  brought  me  to  it. 

2  Sol.  This^Fellow  *d  make  a  rare  Speech  at  the  Gallows. 

3  Sol.  ' Tis  very  fit  h'  were  hang'd  to  edify  us. 

Sep.  Let  all  your  Thoughts  be  humble  and  obedient. 
Love  your  Commanders,  honour  them  that  feed  ye  ; 
Pray  that  ye  may  be  ftrong  in  Honefty 
As  in  the  ufe  of  Arms :  Labour,  and  diligently, 
(74)  To  keep  your  Hearts  from  Eafe,  and  her  bafe  Iflues 
Pride  and  ambitious  Wantonnefs,  thofe  fpoil'd  me  : 
Rather  lofe  all  your  Limbs,  than  the  leaft  Honefty, 
You're  never  lame  indeed,  'till  lofs  of  Credit 
Benumb  ye  through ;  Scars,  and  thofe  Maims  of  Honour 
Are  memorable  Crutches,  that  fhall  bear. 
When  you  are  dead,  your  noble  Names  t'  Eternity. 

J  Sol.  I  cry. 

2  Sol.  And  fo  do  I. 

3  Soh  An  excellent  Villain. 

1  Sol.  A  more  fweet  pious  Knave,  I  never  heard  yet. 

2  Sol.  He  was  happy  he  was  a  Rafcal,  to  come  to  this. 

Enter  Achoreus, 

Who's  this,  a  Prieft  ? 

Sep.  O  ftay,  moft  holy  Sir  I 
And  by  the  Gods  of  /Egypt  I  conjure  ye, 
7///,  and  great  Ofiris,  pity  me. 
Pity  a  loaden  Man,  and  tell  me  truly 
With  what  moft  humble  Sacrifice  I  may 
Wafti  off  my  Sin,  and  appeafe  the  Powers  that  hate  me  ,* 
Take  from  my  Heart  thofe  thouiand  thoufand  Furies, 
That  reftlefs  gnaw  upon  my  Life,  and  fave  me  ; 
Orejtes*  bloody  Hands  fell  on  his  Mother, 
Yet  at  the  holy  Altar  he  was  pardon'd. 

^cho.  Orejles  out  of  madnefs  did  his  Murder, 

(74)  To  keep  your  Heariifrom  Eafe,  and  her  c.Tfe  IJfues  : 

Pride  and  ambitions  Wanlonrefi,  thoft  fpoiT d  vie  {\  Pride  and 
ambitious  Wantonnefs  are  the  bale  IfTues  of  Ealc,  which  Sentiment  is 
loil  in  this  Poiniing.  But  the  fecoiid  Folio  has  again  prevented  nie  in 
the  Corrcftion. 
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And  therefore  he  found  Grace  -,  thou,  word  of  all  Men, 
Out  of  cold  Blood,  and  hope  of  Gain,  bafe  lucre, 
Slew'll  thine  own  Feeder  5  come  not  near  the  Altar, 
Nor  with  thy  reeking  Hands  pollute  the  Sacrifice  ; 
Thou'rt  mark'd  for  Shame  eternal.  \_Exit, 

Sep.  Look  all  on  me. 
And  let  me  be  a  Story  left  to  Time 
Of  Blood  and  Infamy,  how  bafe  and  ugly 
Ingratitude  appears  with  all  her  Profits, 
How  monftrous  my  hop'd  Grace  at  Court.  Good  Soldiers, 
Let  neither  Flattery,  nor  the  witching  Sound 
Of  high  and  foft  Preferment,  touch  your  Goodnefs : 
T'  be  valiant,  old,  and  honeft,  O  what  blefTednefs— — 

1  Soi.  Dolt  thou  want  any  thing  ? 
Sep.  Nothing  but  your  Prayers. 

2  Sol.  Be  thus,  and  let  the  blind  Prieft  do  his  worft. 
We've  Gods  as  well  as  they,  and  they  will  hear  us. 

3  Sol.  Come,  cry  no  more :  Thou'ft  wept  out  twenty 

Pompeys. 

Enter  Photinus,  and  Achillas. 

Pho.  So  Penitent  .-* 

Achil.  It  feems  fo. 

Pho.  Yet  for  all  this  : 

We  mull  employ  him. 

I  Sol.  Thefe  are  the  armed  Soldier-leaders : 
Away  j  and  let's  to  th'  Fort,  we  Ihall  be  fnapt  elfe. 

[^Exeimt, 

Pho.  How  now  ?  Why  thus  ?  What  caufe  of  this  de- 
jeflion  .? 

ylchll.  Why  dofl  thou  weep.? 

Sep.  Pray  leave  me,  you  have  ruin'd  me. 
You've  made  me  a  famous  Villain. 

Pho.  Does  that  touch  thee  ? 

Jchil.  He  will  be  hard  to  win :  He  feels  his  lewdnefs. 

Pho.  He  mult  be  won,  or  wc  fhall  want  our  right  Hand. 
This  Fellow  dares,  and  knows,  and  muft  be  heartned. 
Alt  thou  fo  poor  to  blench  at  what  thou  haft  done  ? 
Is  Conlciencc  a  Comrade  for  an  old  Soldier  ? 

Acb:i.  It  is  not  that ;  It  may  be  fome  Difgrace 

That 
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That  he  takes  heavily,  and  would  be  cheri(h*d  ; 
Septimius  ever  fcorn'd  to  fhew  fuch   Weaknefs. 

Sep.  Let  me  alone  -,  I  am  not  for  your  purpofej 
I'm  now  a  new  Man. 

Pho.  We  have  new  Affairs  for  thee, 
Thofe  that  would  raife  thy  Head. 

Sep.  1  would  'tw<.^re  off, 
And  in  your  BL^lies,  for  the  Love  you  bear  me. 
I'll  be  no  more  Knave  i  I  have  Stings  enough 
Already  in  my  Brvj.ill. 

Pho.  Thou  ihalc  be  Noble  ; 
And  who  dares  think  then  that  thou  art  not  honeft  ? 

Achil.  Thou  (halt  command  in  Chief  all  our  llrong 
Forcts  ; 
And  if  dioq  ferv'fl:  an  ufe,  muft  not  all  jurtine  it  ? 

Sep.  I'm  Rogur  cough. 

Pho.  Thou  wilt  be*  more,  and  bafer  ; 
(75)  A  poor  Rogue's  all  Rogues ;  open  to  all  Shames  j 
Nothing  to  fhadow  him  :  Doft  thou  think  crying 
Can  keep  thee  from  the  cenfurc-  of  the  Multitude? 
Or  to  be  kneeling  it  the  '\  I  tar  fave  thte  ? 
'Tis  poor  and  fervile  :    Wert  thou  thine  own  Sacrifice 
'Twould  feem  fo  low,  People  would  fpit  the  fire  out. 

Achil.  Keep  thy  felt  glorious  ft  ill,  though  ne'er  fo  ftainM, 
And  that  will  leffen  it,  if  not  work  it  out. 
To  go  complaining  thus,  and  thus  repenting 
Like  a  poor  Girl  that  had  betray'd  her  Maiden-head—- 

Sep.  I'll  ftop  mine  Ears. 

Achil.   Will  fhew  fo  in  a  Soldier, 
Sofimply,  fo  ridiculoufly,  f)  tamely- 

Pho.  It  People  would  believe  thee, 'twere  fome  Honefty, 
And  for  thy  Penitence  would  not  laugh  at  thee, 
As  fure  they  will,  and  bent  thee,  for  thy  Poverty  : 
If  they'd  allow  thy  Foolery,  there  were  fome  hope. 

Sep.  My  Foolery  I  \ 

(75  )  A  poor  Rogue  is  all  Rogues  ;  open  to  all  Shames  ;  ]  .Mr.  Thec" 
hald<j?tirs  a  Change  here  that  I  can  by  no  means  admit,  tho'  he  has 
added  the  initial  Letters  of  his  Name  co  it.     He  would  read, 

/J  poor  R-o^ue  is  a  Rogue,  opfti  tn  all  JJ.->.'J>ties  ; 
This  is  furely  very  flat  in  com  pa  li  Ton  of  the  eld  Text,    which  with 
the  true  Sentiments  ot  Villany  alcnbes  all  the  lisifenei:,  pf  Rogufiry  to 
Poverty,  and  chat  a  poor  Roour  is  all  R'lo-ues  in  oi:c. 
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Pho.  Nay  more  than  that,  thy  Mifery, 
Thy  monftrous  Mifery. 

Achil.  He  b."gins  to  hearken  : 
Thy  Mifery  fo  great,   Men  will  not  bury  thee. 
Sep.  That  this  were  true! 

Pho.  "Why  does  this  conquering  C^far        [Troubles, 
Labour  through  the  World's   deep  Seas  of  Toils  and 
Dangers,  and  defperate  Hopes  ?  To  repent  afterwards  ? 
Why  does  he  (laughter  thoufands  in  a  Battle, 
And  whip  his  Country  with  the  Sword  ?    To  cry  for't  ? 
Thou  kilJ'dft  great  Ponipey  :  Hc*JI  kill  all  his  Kindred, 
And  jaftifie  it  •,  nay  raile  up  Trophies  to  it  : 
When  thou  hear'ft  him  repent,  (he's  held  mod  holy  too) 
And  cry  for  doing  daily  bloody  Murders, 
Take  thou  Example,  and  go  ask  Forgivenefs 
Call  up  the  thing  thou  nam' ft  thy  Confcience, 
And  let  it  work  ;  then  'twill  feem  well,  Septimius, 

Sep.  He  does  all  this. 

Jcbil.  Yes,  and  is  honoured  for  it  ; 
Nay  call'd  the  honour*d  Cafar.,  fo  m.ay'ft  thou  be  j 
Thou  wcrt  born  as  near  a  Crown  as  he. 

Sep.  He  was  poor. 

Fbo.  And  defperate  bloody  tricks  got  him  this  credit, 

Sep.  I  am  afraid  you  will  once  more 

Pho.  Help  to  raifc  thee  : 
OiT  with  thy  pining  Black,  it  dulls  a  Soldier, 
And  put  on  Refolution  like  a  Man, 
A  noble  Fate  waits  on  thee. 

Sep.  I  now  feel 
MyfcJf  returning  Rafcal  fpeedily, 
O  that  I  had  the  Power 

Achil.  Thou  /halt  have  all ; 
And  do  all  throqgh  thy  Power.  Men  fnall  admire  thee, 
And  th*  Vices  of  Seplhnius  ihall  turn  Virtues. 

Sep.  {y6)OS,off:  Thou  Mud  j  off,  off  my  Cowardice, 

Puling 

(76)  Of,  ejf,  thou  muftofF  ;  of  my  CoivardirF,']  The  Change  of 
the  Points  here,  and  turning  the  auxiliary  Verb  into  a  Subltantivv", 
gives  fu  iDuch  Spirit  and  Dignity  to  the  flat  Part  of  this  Line,  and  is 
i'^  gxa^ly  in  the  btile  and  Manner  of  our  Poets,  that  iho'  I  muft  own 
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|.^uling  Repentance  off. 

Pho.  Now  thou  fpeak'ft  nobly. 

Sep.  Off  my  dejedted  Looks,  and  welcome  Impudence  ^ 
My  daring  fhall  be  Deity,  to  iavc  me  : 
Give  me  Initruftions,  and  put  A<5lion  on  me  : 
A  gloriouj  Caufe  upon  my  Sword's  point.  Gentlemen, 
And  let  my  Wit  and  Valour  work  :  You'll  raife  me. 
And  make  me  out-dare  all  my  Miferies  ? 

Pho.  All  this,  and  ail  thy  Wifhes. 
^    Sep.  Ufe  mc  then, 

Womanifti  Fear  farewel,  I'll  never  melt  more, 
{•j'j)  Lead  on,  to  fome  great  thing,   to  weal  my  Spirit; 
I  cut  the  Cedar  Pompey^  and  1*11  fell 
This  huge  Oak  C^efar  too. 

Pho.  Now  thou  fing'ft  fweetly, 

I  could  not  entirely  gain  the  Affent  of  fome  ingenious  Friends  whom 
I  have  fliow'd  it  to,  yet  I  had  no  doubt  of  its  being  the  true  Reading, 
before  the  following  Confirmation  of  it  occurr'd.  .'icl  III.  Scene  ii. 
Septimius  fays ; 

Thefe  Cloaths/me/ImaAUy. 

This  was  fpoke  ironically  when  he  was  in  his  rich  Drefs ;    but  after- 
wards he  cloath'd  himfelt  in  pining  Black,  in  a  real  poor  mujiy  Habit, 
which  he  now  again  flings  off;  and  as  was  juft  before  oblerv'd,  Mitfi, 
for  muJiy  Cloaths;  the  Abftnid  for  the  Concrete  is  one  of  the  Beautic& . 
of  Poetry. 

(77)  Lead  on,  fo/jme  great  thing,  to  weal  my  Spirit : 
I  cut  the  Cfdar  Pompey,  and  Til  fell 

^his  huge  Oak  Ca^far  too.  ]  To  lueal  fignilies  to  render  well 
or  healthy,  and  therefore  feems  a  flronger  Word  than  heal,  which 
both  Mr  -Theobald  and  Mr.  Syrnpfon  would  fubHitutc  inlleadof  it  :  As 
'u.ealk  roc  very  common  in  this  Senfie.  I  at  firll  Reading  hefit^.tcd 
upon  \t,  and  thought  that  jleei my  Spirit  might  be  the  true  Reading, 
a'>  it  is  a  rr.ore  metaphorical  Phrafe,  and  common  to  our  Author- . 
Jhu:,  in  tlie  fecond  Scene  of  the  next  Ad,  the  fame  Septimius  fays  i 

Cscfar,  Ptolomy, 

Noiu  1  am  Ueel'd,  are  to  me  empty  Nar:es. 
But,  upon  the  whole,  I  fee  no  Reafon  for  any  Change.  The  two  Me- 
taphors m  the  next  Line  may  vie  with  the  very  nobleft  of  all  that  have 
been  ever  ftruck  out  by  either  Greei,  Latin,  or  Englijh  Poet.  The 
Maj'rfty,  Dignity  nnd  MngniJicence  of  Pompev  by  the  Cedar,  and  the 
Strength.  Vigour,  .-irjd  warlike  Robuftnefs  of  C^/ar,  are  as  nobly  ex- 
jpref  'd  by  the  Oak  ;  nor  is  the  Choice  of  the  Verbs  that  accom'panv 
them  lefs  admirable.  There  is  more  Poetry  In  this  Line  and  a  half, 
than  in  wl).>le  Sciiics  of  C ,'»/, f///tf's  Pom/ey, 

'       '    ■     -  And 
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And  Ptolomy  fhall  Crown  thee  for  thy  Service. 

Jchil.  He's  well  wrought,  (78)  put  him  on  apace 'fore 
cooling.  [Exettnt. 


A  C  T    V.     SCENE     I. 

Ef2ter  Csfar,  Antony,  and  Dolabella. 

j^at.  ^T^HE  Tumult  ftill  increafes. 

JL       C(^/.  O  my  Fortune  I 
Mv  lulttul  Folly  rather  ?  but  'tis  well, 
And  worthily  1  am  made  a  Bondman's  Prey, 
That  after  all  my  glorious  Vidories, 
In  which  I  pafs'd  fo  many  Seas  of  Dangers  ; 
When  .tU  the  Elements  confpir'd  again (t  me. 
Would  yield  up  the  Dominion  of  this  Head 
To  any  mortal  Power  ;  fo  blind  and  ftupid. 
To  trull  thefe  bafe  Egyptians,  that  proclaim*d 
Their  Perjuries  in  noble  Pompey*s,  Death, 
And  yet  that  could  not  warn  me. 

Dol.  Be  ftill  Cafar^ 
Who  ever  lov'd  to  exercife  his  Fate 
Where  Danger  look'd  moil  dreadful. 

Ant.  If  you  fall. 
Fall  not  alone  j  let  the  King  and  his  Sifter 
Be  buried  in  your  Ruins ;  on  my  life 
They  both  are  guilty  j  Reafon  may  alTure  you 
Photinus  nor  Achillas  durft  attempt  you. 
Or  fliake  one  Dart,  or  Sword,  aim'd  at  your  Safety, 
Without  their  Warrant. 

def.  For  the  young  King,  I  know  not 
How  he  may  be  mifted  ;  but  for  his  Sifter 
Unequal'd  Cleopatra,  'twere  a  kind 
Of  Blafphemy  to  doubt  her  ;  ugly  Treafon 
Durft  never  dwell  in  fuch  a  glorious  Building, 

(78)  put /^im  on  apace  for  coo]it\g'\      For   cooling  muft  mean 

/or /ear  0/ cooling,  or  clfe  it  is  not  Senfe  here:  But  as  this  feems  ftiff, 
I  prefer  /ore  cooling  as  the  natural  ExpreiGon. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  fo  clear  and  great  a  Spirit  as  hers  is 
Admit  of  Falfhood. 

Ant.  Let  us  feize  on  him  then  ; 
And  leave  her  to  her  Fortune. 

Dol.  If  he  have  Power 
Ufe  it  to  your  Security,  and  let 
His  Honefty  acquit  him  ;  (79)  if  he  be  falfe. 
It  is  too  great  an  Honour  he  fhould  die 
By  your  vidlorious  Hand. 

Ctef.  He  comes,  and  I 
Shall  do  as  I  find  caufe. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus  and  Apollodorus: 

Ptol.  Let  not  great  defar 
Impute  the  breach  of  Hofpitality 
To  you,  my  Gueft,  to  me ;   I  am  contemn'd. 
And  my  rebellious  Subjefls  lift  their  Hands 
Againft  my  Head  ;  and  would  they  aim'd  no  farther. 
Provided  that  I  fell  a  Sacrifice 
To  gain  your  fafety  :  That  this  is  not  feign'd. 
The  boldnefs  of  my  Innocence  may  confirm  you  : 
Had  I  been  privy  to  their  bloody  Plot, 
I  now  had  led  them  on,  and  given  fair  glofs 
To  their  bad  Caufe,  by  being  prefent  with  them  ; 
But  I,  that  yet  tafte  of  the  Punifhment 
In  being  falfe  to  Pompcy^  will  not  make 
A  fecond  fault  to  Cafar  uncompell'd  : 
With  fuch  as  have  not  yet  fhook  off  Obedience, 
I  yield  myfelf  to  you,  and  will  take  part 
In  all  your  Dangers. 

Cdsf.  This  pleads  your  Excufe, 
And  I  receive  it. 

Acho.  If  they  have  any  touch 
Of  Juftice,  or  Religion,  1  will  ufe 

(79)  if  he  be  {v^h^  Mr.  Theobald  znAlAt.Symp/on  concurr'd 

wilh  me  in  reading  falfe  tor  fafe,  and  we  were  all  prevented  by  the 
fecond  Folio.  The  firit  Folio  reads /"<:?/>,  which  the  Odavo  in  copy- 
ing put  the  Word  nearelt  the  Trace  ot  the  Letters,  without  any  re- 
gard to  the  Context.  This  is  the  ufual  Cafe  of  Corrcdions  made  b/ 
Tranfcribers  and  Seccei-s  of  che  Fref:i. 

Th' 
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Th*  Authority  of  our  Gods,  to  call  them  back 
From  their  bad  purpofe. 

ApoL  This  part  of  the  Palace 
Is  yet  defenfible  \  we  may  make  it  good 
'Till  your  Pow'rs  refcue  us. 

Cdef.  Ccefar  befieg*d  ? 
O  Stain  to  my  great  Actions !  'Twas  my  cuftom. 
An  Army  routed,  as  my  Feet  had  Wings, 
To  be  firft  in  the  Chafe ;  nor  Walls,  nor  Bulwarks 
Could  guard  thofe  that  efcap'd  the  Battle's  Fury 
F^rom  this  ftrong  Arm ;  and  I  to  be  inclos*d! 
My  Heart!  my  Heart!  but  *tis  Necefllty, 
To  which  the  Gods  muft  yield,  and  I  obey, 
'Till  1  redeem  it,  by  fome  glorious  way.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Photinus,  Achilla!,  Septimius,  and  Soldiers. 

Pho.  There's  no  retiring  now,  we  are  broke  in  j 
The  Deed  paft  hope  of  Pardon  :  If  we  profper 
'Twill  be  ftil'd  lawful,  and  we  fhall  give  Laws 
To  thofe  that  now  command  us :  Stop  not  at 
Or  Loyalty,  or  Duty  •,  bold  Ambition 
To  dare,  and  Power  to  do,  gave  the  firft  Jifference 
Between  the  King  and  Subjefl  •,  C^far's  Motto, 
Aitt  Ccefar  aiit  Nthil^  each  of  us  muft  claim. 
And  ufe  it  as  our  own. 

Achil.  The  Deed  is  bloody. 
If  we  conclude  in  Ptolom-fs  Death. 

Pbo.  The  better, 
The  Globe  of  Empire  muft  be  fo  manur'd. 

Sep.  Rome^  that  from  Romulus  firft  took  her  Name, 
Had  her  Walls  water'd  with  a  Crimfon  Show'r 
Drain'd  from  a  Brother's  Heart;  nor  was  ftie  rais'd 
To  this  prodigious  height,  that  overlooks 
Three  full  parts  of  the  Earth  that  pay  her  Tribute, 
But  by  enlarging  of  her  narrow  bounds 
By  th*  Sack  of  Neighbour  Cities,  not  made  hers 
'Till  they  were  cemented  with  the  Blood  of  thofe 
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That  did  poflefs  'em  :  Cafar,  Ptolomy^ 
Now  I  am  fteel*d,  to  me  are  empty  Names, 
EfteemM  as  Pompey's  was. 

Pho.  Well  faid,  Septimius^ 
Thou  now  art  right  again. 

Achil.  But  what  courfe  take  we 
For  th*  Princefs  Cleopatra  ? 

Pho.  Let  her  live 
A  while,  to  make  us  fpcM-t ;  She  fhall  authorize 
Our  Undertakings  to  the  ignorant  People, 
As  if  what  we  do  were  by  her  Command  : 
But  our  triumvirate  Government  once  confirm*d. 
She  bears  her  Brother  company  :  that's  my  Province; 
Leave  me  to  work  her. 

Achil.  I  will  undertake 
For  Ptolomy. 

Sep.  CcEjar  fhall  be  my  Task, 
And  as  in  Pompey  I  began  a  Name, 
I'll  perfed  it  in  Cafar. 

Enter  above  Ca2rar,  Ptolomy,  Achorcus,  Apollodorus, 
Antony  and  Dolabella, 

Pho.  'Tis  refolv'd  then. 
We'll  force  our  Paflage. 

Achil.  See,  they  do  appear. 
As  they  defir'd  a  Parley. 

Pho.  I  am  proud  yet 
I've  brought  them  to  Capitulate. 

Ptol.  Now  Photinm  ? 

Pho.  Now  Ptolomy  ? 

Ptol.  No  addition  ? 

Pho.  We  are  equal, 
Though  C^far*s  Name  were  put  into  the  Scale, 
In  which  our  Worth  is  weigh'd. 

C^/.  Prefumptuous  Villain, 
Upon  what  grounds  haft  thou  prefum'd  to  raife 
Thy  fcrvile  Hand  againft  the  King,  or  me. 
That  have  a  greater  Name  ? 

Pho.  On  thofe  by  which 
Thou  didft  prefumc  to  pafs  the  RuVnon 

Againft 
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Againft  the  Laws  oiRome  ;  and  at  the  Name 

OF  Traitor  fmile,  as  thou  didft  when  Manelius 

The  Confu!,  with  the  Senate's  full  confent, 

Pronounc'd  thee  for  an  Enemy  to  thy  Country; 

Yet  thou  went'ft  on,  and  thy  rebellious  Caufe 

Was  crown'd  with  fair  fuccefs :  Why  fhould  we  fear  then  ? 

Think  on  that,   Cczfar. 

Ccef.  O  the  Gods!  be  brav'd  thus  ? 
And  be  compel Td  to  bear  this  from  a  Slave, 
That  would  not  brook  great  Pompey  his  Superior? 

yjchil.  Thy  Glories  now  have  touched  the  higheft  point,. 
And  muft  defcend. 

Pho.   Dcfpair,  and  think  we  ftand 
The  Champions  of  Rofne^  to  wreak  her  Wrongs, 
Upon  whofe  Liberty  thou'ft  fet  thy  Foot* 

Sep.  And  that  the  Ghufts  of  all  thofe  noble  Romans' 
That  by  thy  Sword  fell  in  this  Civil  War, 
Expedl  Revenge. 

Ant.   Dar'ft  thou  fpeak,  and  remember 
There  was  a  Pompey  ? 

Pho.  There  is  no  hope  to  'fcape  us : 
If  that  againft  the  odds  we  have  upon  you. 
You  dare  come  forth  and  fight,  receive  the  Honour 
To  die  like  Romans  ;  if  ye  faint,  refolve 
To  ftarve  like  Wretches:    I  difdain  to. change 
Another  Syllable  with  you.  [&'/, 

Ant.  Let  us  die  nobly  ■■, 
And  rather  fall  upon  each  other's  Sword, 
Than  come  into  thefe  Villains  Hands. 

C^f.  That  Fortune, 
Which  to  this  Hour  hath  been  a  Friend  to  Cafar^ 
Though  for  a  while  fhe  cloath  her  Brow  with  frowns, 
Will  Imile  again  upon  me:  Who  will  pay  her. 
Or  Sacrifice,  or  Vows,  if  fheforfake 
Her  beft  of  works  in  me  ?  Or  fuffer  him. 
Whom  with  a  ftrong  Hand  fhe  hath  led  Triumphant 
Through  the  whole  Wellern  World,  and  Rome  acknow- 

ledg'd 
Her  Sovereign  Lord,  to  end  inglorioufly, 
A  Life  admu'd  by  all  ?  The  threatned  Danger 

Muft, 
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Muft,  by  a  way  more  horrid,  be  avoided. 

And  I  will  run  the  hazard  :  Fire  the  Palace, 

And  the  rich  Magazines  that  neighbour  it. 

In  which  the  Wealth  of  Mgypt  is  contain'd  : 

Start  nor,  it  ihall  be  fo ;  that  while  the  People 

Labour  in  quenching  (So)  the  enfuing  Flames, 

Like  Cicfiir^  with  this  handiul  of  my  Friends, 

Through  Fire,  and  Swords,  I  force  a  paflage  to 

My  conquering  Legions.     King,  if  thou  dar'ft  follow 

Where  Ccrfar  leads,  or  live,  or  die  a  Free-man  ; 

If  not,  ftay  here  a  Bond-man  to  thy  Slave, 

And  dead,  be  thought  unworthy  of  a  Grave.       [^Exeunt. 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Septimius. 

Sep.  I  feel  my  Refolution  melts  again, 
And  that  I  am  not  Knave  alone,   but  Fool 
In  all  my  purpofes.     This  Devil  Pbctinus 
Employs  me,  as  a  Property,  and  grown  uftJefs 
Will  fhake  me  off  again  :  He  told  me  fo 
When  I  kiJl'd  Pompey :  Nor  can  I  hope  for  better. 
When   C^y^zr  is  difpaich*d:  Services  done 
For  fuch  as  only  ftudy  their  own  ends, 
(81)  Too  great  to  be  rewarded,  are  return'd 

(8c)  the  enfuing  Flames,']    Mr.  Symp/on  would  read  coiifum- 

ing  Flames,  but  I  fee  no  lort  of  Reafon  for  a  Change,  enfuing  Flumes 
means  ttie  Flames  which  would  cnfue  from  their  firing  the  Palace. 
Plutarch  2ind  Lucan  fay,  that  it  wab  the  Enemies  Ships  in  the  Harbour 
that  Cafar  fir'd,  as  they  were  attempting  from  them  to  iciie  the  Pa- 
lace in  which  Cftfar  was  beficg'd,  and  th  r  the  Flames  were  by  that 
me ms  communicated  to  the  Palace,  by  which  the  famous  Alexandrian 
Library,  thegreat  Frealuie  of  Egyptian,  G>tiian  and  Eallern  Lcarnine, 
was  totally  dellroyed.  Our  Poets  have  given  it  a  turn  that  much 
heightens  Cafar'i  Heroil'm. 

(Si)  Too  great  to  be  reiuarded,  or  return' d]  Mr.  Sympfon  and  I 
were  prevented,  by  the  Editor  of  the  iccond  Folio,  in  the  Emendation 
of  this  grofs  Miftake.  It  wa*  very  unlucky  for  the  Odavo,  that  ic 
fhould  generally  follow  the  fecond  Folio,  which  is  for  tne  moft  part 
much  m.  re  incorrctl;  than  the  firll  ;  and  here,  where  the  fecond  had 
fo  many  juft  Emendation?,  the  Oftavo  has  copied  the  firlt. 

With 
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With  deadly  hate  •,  I  learn'd  this  Principle 
In  his  own  School  :  Yet  (till  he  fools  me  ;  weH : 
And  yet  he  trufts  me;  fincc  I  in  my  Nature 
Was  fa(hion*d  to  be  falfe,  wherefore  fhould  I^ 
That  kill*d  my  General,  and  a  Roman^  one 
To  whom  I  owe  all  nourilliments  of  Life, 
Be  true  to  an  ^Egyptian  ?  To  fave  Ccefar, 
And  turn  Pbotinus*s  Plots  on  his  own  Head, 
As  it  is  in  my  Power,  redeem  my  Credit, 
And  live,  to  Ive,  and  fwear  again  in  Fafhion, 

Oh,  'twere  a  Mafter-piece?  Ha?'- me  Ccefavj 

How's  he  got  off? 

Enter  Casfar,  Ptolomy,  Antony,  Dolabella,  AchoreuSi 
Apollodorus,  aJtd  Soldiers. 

Ca:f.  The  Fire  has  took. 
And  Ihews  the  City  like  a  fecond  Troy, 
The  Navy  too  is  fcorch'd,  the  People  greedy 
To  fave  their  Wealth,  and  Houfes,  while  their  Soldiers 
Make  fpoil  of  all:  Only  AchiUas^%  Troops 
Make  good  their  Guard :  Break  through  them,  weafe  fafe  2 
I'll  lead  you  like  a  Thunder-bolt. 

Sep.  Scav,  Cczfar. 

Caf.  Who's  this  ?  The  Dog  Septiviius  ? 

Jnt.  Cut  his  Throat. 

Bol.  You  bark'd  but  now,  fawn  you  fo  foon  ? 

Sep.  O  hear  me, 
What  Pll  deliver  is  for  Cefar*s  Safety, 
For  all  your  good. 

Ant.  Good  from  a  Mouth  like  thine. 
That   never  belch'd  but  Blafphemy   and   Treafon,    oA 
Feftival  Days. 

Sep.  I  am  an  altcr'd  Man,  alter*d  indeed, 
And  I  will  give  you  caufe  to  fay  I  am 
A  Roman.     Del.  Rosue,  1  grant  thee.     Sep.  Truft  me, 

I'll  make 
The  Paflage  fmooth  and  eafy,  for  your  'fcape. 

Ant.  Pll  truft  the  Devil  fooncr. 
And  make  a  fafer  Bargain. 

Sep. 
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Sep.  I  am  trufted 
With  all  Phothius*s  Secrets. 

y^nt.  There's  no  doubt  then^ 
Thou  wilt  be  falfe. 

Sep.  Still  to  be  true  to  you. 

Dol.  (82)  Ay,  very  likely  ? 

CcBf.  Be  brief,  the  Means? 

Sep.  Thus  Ca^far  : 
To  me  alone,  but  bound  by  terrible  Oaths 
Not  to  difcover  it,  he  hath  reveal'd 
A  difmal  Vault,  whofe  dreadful  Mouth  do's  open 
A  Mile  beyond  the  City  :  In  this  Cave 
JLie  but  two  hours  concealed. 

Ant.  If  you  believe  him, 
He'll  bury  us  alive. 

Dol.  I'll  fly  in  the  Air  firfl:. 

Sep.  Then  in  the  dead  of  Night,  I'll  bring  you  back 
Into  a  private  Room,  where  you  fhall  find 
Phottnus,  and  Achillas,  and  the  reft 
Of  their  Commanders,  clofc  at  Counfel. 

C^f.  Good  ;  what  follows  ? 

Sep.  Fall  me  fairly  on  their  Throats, 
Their  Heads  cut  off  and  (horn,  the  Multitude 
Will  eafily  difperfe. 

Caf.  O  Devil !  Away  with  him  : 
Nor  true  to  Friend  nor  Enemy  ?  Cafar  fcof ns 
To  find  his  Safety,  or  revenge  his  WrorgSj 
So  bafe  a  way  i  or  owe  the  means  of  Life 
To  fuch  a  leprous  Traitor.     I  have  towr'd 
For  Vidory  like  a  Falcon  in  the  Clouds, 
Not  dig'd  for't  like  a  Mole.     Our  Swords,  and  Caufe, 
Make  way  for  us  ;  and  that  it  may  appear 
We  took  a  noble  Courfe,  and  hate  bafe  Treafon, 
Some  Soldiers,  that  would  merit  C^far's  Favour^ 
Hang  him  on  yonder  Turret,  and  then  follow 
The  Lane  this  Sword  makes  for  you.  [^Exil, 

I  Sol.   Here's  a  Belt, 
Though  I  die  for't  I'll  ufe  it. 

(82)  And  very  likely.']  Former  Editions. 

Vol.  IV.  L  i  Sol, 
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2  Sol.  'Tis  too  good 
To  trufs  a  Cur  in. 

Sep.  Save  me,  here's  Gold. 

1  Sol.  If  Rome 

Were  offer'd  tbr  thy  Ranfom,  't  could  not  help  thee. 

2  ^'c*/.  Hang  not  an  Arfe. 

I  Sol.  Goad  him  on  with  thy  Sword  : 
Thou  doll:  deferve  a  worfcr  End  •,  and  may 
All  fuch  conclude  fo,  that  their  Friends  betray.     ^Exeunt, 

S     C     E     N     E       IV. 

Enter,  feverally,  Arfinoe,  Eros,  and  Cleopatra, 

Arf.   We  are  loft. 

Eros.  Undone. 

ArJ.  Conrufion,  Fire,  and  Swords, 
And  fury  in  the  Soldier's  Face,  more  horrid. 
Circle  us  round. 

Eros.  The  King's  Command  they  laugh  at, 
And  jeer  at  C^far*^  Threats. 

Jrf.  My  Brother  feiz'd  on 
By  th'  Roman.,  as  thought  guilty  of  the  Tumult, 
And  forc*d  to  bear  him  Company,  as  mark'd  out 
For  his  Proteftion,  or  Revenge. 

Eros.  They  have  broke 
Into  my  Cabinet :   My  Trunks  are  ranfack'd. 

Arf.  I've  loft  my  Jewels  too  ;  but  that's  the  Icaft: 
The  barbarous  Rafcals,  againft  all  Humanity 
Or  {trSt  of  Pity,  've  kill'd  my  little  Dog, 
And  broke  my  Monky's  Chain. 

Eros.  They  rufied  me  : 
But  that  I  could  endure,  and  tire  'em  too. 
Would  they  proceed  no  farther. 

Arf.  O  my  Sifter! 

Eros^  My  Queen,  my  Miftrefs !     Jrf.  Can  you  fland 
unmov'd,  when 
An  Earthquake  of  Rebellion  fhakes  the  Citv  ? 
And  the  Court  trembles  ^ 

Cle,  Yes,  Arfinoe^ 

And 


i 
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And  wi'th  ^  mafculine  Conftancy  deride 
Fortune's  worft  Malice,  as  a  Servant  to 
My  Virtues,  not  a  Miftrefs :    Then  we  forfake 
"Wit  (trong  Fort  ofourrelvcs,  when  we  o:  cj  yield. 
Or  fhrink  at  her  Affiults  ;   l*m  ftill  myfcif, 

(83)  Although  difrob'd  of  Sovereignty,  and  ravifli'd 
Ot  ceremonious  Duty  that  attends  it : 

Nay,  grant  they'd  flav'd  my  Body,  my  free  Mind, 

(84)  Like  to  the  Palm-tree  walling  fruitful  Nile^ 
Shall  grow  up  ftraighter,  and  enlarge  itfelf, 

(85)  Spight  of  the  envious  weight  it's  loaded  with: 
Think  of  thy  Birth,  Avfinoe  \  common  Burthens 
Fit  common  Shoulders :  Teach  the  Multitude, 
By  fuffering  nobly  what  they  fear  to  touch  at, 
The*greatnefs  of  thy  Mind  does  foar  a  pitch, 
Their  dim  Eyes,  darkned  by  their  narrow  Souls, 
Cannot  arrive  at. 

Arf.  I  am  new  created. 
And  owe  this  fecond  Being  to  you,  beft  Sifter, 
For  now  I  feel  you  have  infus'd  into  me 
Part  of  your  Fortitude. 

Eros.  1  ftill  am  fearful  : 
I  dare  not  tell  a  Lie  :  You  that  were  born 

(83)  And  thou?h   cUfroh'd ]      If  this  be  the  true  Reading,  the 

Sentence  mull  be  an  imperfei\  one,  and  be  clos'd  with  a  Daih — ; 
but  as  I  don't  approve  of  making  imperfedl  Sentences  without  appa- 
rent Caufe,  1  think  the  flight  Change  made  in  the  Text  is  a  much 
better  Salve. 

(84)  Like  to  the  F aim-tree  availing  fruitful  Nile,  ]  The  Reader 
will  undoubtedly  have  obferved  the  Art  and  Merit  of  our  Poets,  in  fo 
often  takir.g  their  Images  and  Similes  from  the  Country  where  the 
Scene  is  laid.  This  js  a  Beauty  that  there  is  not  the  leafl  Trace  of 
in  Corneille''s  Pompey  ;  all  his  Characters,  Sentiments  and  Language, 
are  entirely  French.  As  this  is  the  laft  time  1  fliill  mention  this  Ri- 
val of  Shake/pear  and  our  Authors,  I  mult  do  him  the  Jullice  to  own, 
that  feveral  Scenes  and  incidents  are  very  artfully  contrived,  to  mag- 
nify the  Clemency.  Virtue,  and  Heroifrn  of  Crfar;  only,  as  in  the 
French  Gallantry,  Love  is  always  to  be  the  firil  Principle,  Ccefur  is 
made  to  have  quarrtrh'd  with  and  conqucr'd  Pompn,  only  for  fear  he 
fhould  have  been  rival'd  and  fupplinted  in  his  Love  to  Cleopatra. 

{85)  Spi?ht  of  the  ennjious  ^weight  that  loads  it  with  :  ]  With,  here, 
being  necefl'ary  to  the  Verfe,  but  not  to  the  Senfe,  Mr.  Symp/on  con- 
curi'd  with  me  in  changing  the  F.xprcfiion. 

L  2  D.iughters 
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D.uighters  and  Sifters  unto  Kings,  may  nourifh  [maid. 
Great  Hioughts,  which  I,  that  am  your  humble  Hand- 
Mufl:  not  prcfume  to  Rival. 

Cle.  Yet,  my  Eroi^ 
Though  thou  haft  profited  nothing,  by  obferving 
The  whole  courfe  of  my  Life,  learn  in  my  Death, 
Though  not  to  equal,   yet  to  imitate 
Thy  fearlefs  Miftrefs. 

Enter  Photinus. 

Eyos.  O,  a  Man  in  Arms ! 
His  Weapon  drawn  too! 

Cle.  Though  upon  the  Point 
Death  fare,  I'll  meet  it,  and  out-dare  the  Danger. 

Pho.  Keep  the  Warch  ftrong,  and  guard  the  PafTage  furc 
That  leads  unto  the  Sea. 

Cle.  What  Sea  of  Rudenefs 
Breaks  in  upon  us  ?  Or  what  Subjeft's  Breath 
Dare  raife  a  Storm,  when  we  command  a  Calm  ? 
Are  Duty  and  Obedience  fled  to  Heav'n, 
And  in  their  room.   Ambition  and  Pride 
Sent  into  JEgypt  ?  That  Face  fpeaks  Photinus, 
A  thing  thy  Mother  brought  into  the  World, 
My  Brother's  and  my  Slave :  But  thy  Behaviour 
OpposM  to  that,  an  infolent  Intruder 
Upon  that  Soveraignity  thou  fhould'ft  bow  to: 
If  in  the  Gulf  of  bafc  Ingratitude, 
All  Loyalty  to  Ptolomy  the  King 
Be  fwaiow'd  up,  remember  who  I  am, 
Whofe  Daughter,  and  whofe  Sifter  ;  or  fuppofe 
That  is  forgot  too  -,  let  the  Name  of  Cafar, 
Which  Nations  quake  at,   ftop  thy  defperate  Madnefs 
From  running  headlong  on  to  thy  confufion. 
Throw  from  thee  quickly  thofe  rebellious  Arms, 
And  let  me  read  Submifl'ion  in  thine  Eyes, 
Thy  Wrongs  to  us  we  will  not  only  pardon. 
Bat  be  a  ready  Advocate,  to  plead  for  thee 
To  Cefar^  and  my  Brother. 

Pho.  Plead  my  Pardon? 
To  you  1  bow,  but  fcorn  as  much  to  ftoop  thus 

To 
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To  Ptolomy,  to  Cafar,  nay  the  Gods, 

As  to  put  off  the  Figure  of  a  Man, 

And  change  my  Efience  with  a  fcnlual  Beaft  : 

All  my  Defigns,  my  Counfels,  and  dark  Ends, 

Were  aim'd  to  purchafe  you. 

Cle.  C86)  How  durit  thou,  being 
The  fcorn  of  Bafenefs,  nourilh  fuch  a  Thought ! 

Pho.  They  that  have  Power  are  royal  \  and  thofe  bafe 
That  live  at  the  Devotion  of  another. 
"What  Birth  gave  Ptolomy^  or  Fortune  Cafar^ 
By  Engines  fafhion'd  in  this  Protean  Anvil, 
I  have  made  mine :  And  only  floop  at  you. 
Whom  I  would  ftill  preferve  free  to  command  me. 
For  Ccefar\  Frowns,  they  are  below  my  Thoughts, 
And  but  in  thefe  fair  Eyes  I  ftill  have  read 
The  ftory  of  a  fupreme  Monarchy, 
To  which  all  Hearts,  with  mine,  gladly  pay  Tribute, 
Photinus'  Name  had  long  fince  been  as  great 
As  Ptolomy\  e*er  was,  or  Ct-farh  is  ; 
This  made  me  as  a  weaker  tie  to  unloofe 
The  knot  of  Loyalty,  that  chain'd  my  Freedom  ; 
And  flight  the  fear  that  C^far's  Threats  might  caufe. 
That  I  and  they  might  fee  no  Sun  appear 
But  Cleopatra,  in  th*  Egyptian  Sphere. 

Cle.  O  Giant-like  Ambition  !  Married  to 
(87)  Cytnerian  Darknefs!  Inconfiderate  Fool, 

Though 

(86)  Ho"Ju  durji  thou,  hcini^ 

The  fcorn  of  Bafenefs, ]     Mr.  Sjmpfov  propofes  a  Con- 

jeflure  here,  inllead  of  the  /ror^  of  Bafenefs.  he  thinks  it  might  have 
been  \.\\tfcum  of  Bafenefs,  /.  e.  The  bafell  Part  of  Bafenefs  itfelf.  The 
Thought  is  certainly  nervoiis  and  juft ;  but  the  old  Reading  fully 
equals  it  :  "  Thou  whom  as  an  Eunuch  the  bafelt  of  Women  would 
•'  defpife,  how  darft  thou  think  of  me  ?"  This  is  fiively  exprefs'd 
by   The  fcorn  of  Bafenefs. 

(87)  Cymerian  Darknefs !  ]  This  is  a  Latin  Phrafe  taken  from  the 
Name  of  the  Inhabitants  round  the  Lake  Avemus,  where  the  fuppofcd 
Cumaan  Siiyl's  Cave  is  Ihew'd  at  this  D.;y.  This  Vale  was  called  the 
Mouth  of  Hell,  from  the  Quantity  of  fulphureous  and  pcftilential  Va- 
pours afcending  from  all  Sides  of  it.  See  VirgiTs  Dcfcription  in  the 
fixth  jEneiJ.  It  retains  nothing  of  this  at  prcfcnt,  .is  the  Country 
round  ic  changes  its  Properties  and  Coantenance  fryin  Age  to  Age, 

L  X  But 
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Though  fiatter'd  with  Self-love,  coukrft  thou  believe. 
Were  all  Crowns  on  the  Earth  made  into  one. 
And  that,  by  Kings,  fet  on  thy  Head;  all  Scepters 
Within  thy  Grafp,  and  laid  down  at  my  Feet, 
1  wou'd  vouchfiifc  a  Kifs  to  a  No-man  ? 
A  gelded  Eunuch  ? 

Pho.   Fairell:,  that  makes  for  me  ; 
And  fliews  it  is  no  fenfual  Appetite, 
But  true  Love  to  the  greatnefs  of  thy  Spirit, 
That  when  that  you  are  mine,  fliall  yield  me  Pleafures, 
Hymen^  though  bleffing  a  new  married  Pair, 
Shall  blufh  to  think  on,  and  our  certain  Ifiue, 
The  glorious  fplendour  of  dread  Majefly  j 
W^hofe  Beams  fliall  dazzle  Rome^  and  awe  the  World  : 
iMy  Wants  in  that  kind,  others  fhall  fupply. 
And  I  give  way  to't. 

Cle.  Bafer  than  thy  Birth  : 
Can  there  be  Gods,  and  hear  this,  and  no  Thunder 
Ram  thee  into  the  Earth  ? 

Pho.  They  are  afleep. 
And  cannot  hear  thee  :  Or  with  open  Eyes 
Did  Jove  look  on  us,  I  wou'd  laugh  and  fwear 
That  his  Artillery  is  c]oy*d  by  me  : 
Or  if  that  they  have  Power  to  hurt,  his  Bolts 
Are  in  my  Hand. 

Cle.  Mofl:  Impious ! 

Pho.  They  are  Dreams, 

But  the  Vale  round  the  Lago  del  Cane,  which  is  very  near  it,  has  both 
the  fu'phureous  and  the  peftilen:iil  V^apours  defcrib'd  by  Virgil. 
]\'hlion,  in  liis  Valle^ro,  has  fol!ovv'd  Fletcher  in  the  Ufe  of  this  Ex- 
prefiion.  The  Reader  will  obfcrve  that  the  Uniformity  of  the  Meta- 
phor is  not  preferv'd  here,  and  where,  in  the  fame  Sentence,  there  are 
difFerent  Metaphors,  and  both  extremely  nervous,  there  the  Breach  of 
Uniformity  is  nithcr  a  Beaiuy  than  a  Fault;  efpecidlly  where  the  firlt 
Part  of  the  Metaphor  would  be  more  Itrihing,  and  in  fome  meafure 
fortllall  the  Sequel  if  preferv'd  uniform.  Thub  had  our  Authors  wrote, 

O  Giant-tiki  Atnbition  !  marry  d  to 

A  D-^uayJijo  Impotence  ! 

The'  the  Unifcrmuy  of  the  Alctaphor  had  been  prcfeiVed,  there  hsd 
not  been  Newnefs  enough  in  the  latter  Part  to  firike  with  fufficient 
Er.ergy.  1  could  give  many  parallel  Iiiiiances  from  Shukefpear  and 
Miltsn. 

Religious 
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Religious  Fools  fliake  at :  Yet  to  aflure  thee. 
If  Nemcfis,  that  fcourgcs  Pride  and  Scorn, 
Beany  thing  but  a  Name,  fhe  lives  in  me  ; 
For  by  myfelf,  an  Oath  to  me  more  dreadful 
Than  Slyx  is  to  your  Gods,  weak  Pt:lomy  dead. 
And  Ccejai\  both  being  in  my  Toil,  remov'd. 
The  pooreft  Rafcals  that  ,?re  in  my  Camp 
Shall,  in  my  prefence,  quench  their  luftful  heat 
In  thee,  and  young  Aijdwc^  while  I  lauj^^h 
To  hear  you  howl  in  vain  :  I  deride  thofe  Gods, 
That  you  think  can  prote6t  you. 

Cle^  To  prevent  thee. 
In  that  I  am  the  Miftrefs  of  my  Fate  : 
So  hope  I  of  my  Sifter  :  To  confirm  it, 
I  fpit  at  thee,  and  fcorn  thee. 

Pho.  I  will  tame 
That  haughty  Courage,  and  make  it  (loop  too. 

Cle,  Never. 
I  was  born  to  command,  and  I  will  die  fo. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Soldiers^  with  the  Body  of 
Ptolomy. 

Pho.  The  King  dead  ?  this  is  a  fair  entrance  to 
Our  future  Happinefs. 

Arf.  O  my  dear  Brother  ? 

Cle.  Weep  not  Arfinoe^  common  Women  do  fo. 
Nor  lofe  a  Tear  for  him,  it  cannot  help  him  ; 
But  ftudy  to  die  nobly. 

Pho.  Ccefar  fled  ? 
'Tis  deadly  Aconite  to  my  cold  Heart : 
It  choaks  my  vital  Spirits :  Where  was  your  care  i^ 
Did  the  Guards  fleep  ? 

Achil.  He  rowzM  them  with  his  Sword  : 
We  talk  of  M/zrj,  but  I  am  fure  his  Courage 
(88)  Admits  of  no  Comparifon  but  itfelf ; 

And, 


(88)  Admits  of  no  Comparifon  but  i'felfi']  Mr.  Theobald  has  vvr'/te 
Parallel  agaiull  this  Line,  and  Teems  to  have  delign'd  a  Njte  in  De- 
fence of  the  Line,  which  Mr,  Pope  and  his  Affidants  in  the  Bathos  fo 
ingenioufly  banter'd  him  upon  : 

lione  but  him/elf  can  be  his  Parallel. 

X.  4  "« 
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And,  as  infpir'd  by  'nim,  his  following  Friends, 

With  fuch  a  confidence,  as  young  Eaglets  prey 

Under  tlie  large  Wing  of  their  fiercer  Dam, 

Brake  through  our  Troops,  and  fcatter'd  'em  ;  he  went  on, 

But  iVill  purfu'd  by  us :   When  on  the  fudden 

He  turned  his  H^ad,  and  from  his  Eyes  flew  terror, 

Which  (Irook  in  us  no  lefs  fear  and  amazement. 

Than  it  we  had  encountered -with  the  Lightning 

Hurl'd  from  Jo've\  cloudy  Brow. 

Cle.  'Twas  like  my  Cafar. 

Jcbil.  We  fain  back,  he  made  on  *,  and  as  our  Fear 
Had  parted  from  us  with  his  dreadful  Looks  ; 
Again  we  follovv'd  :  But  got  near  the  Sea,  ; 

On  which  his  Navy  anchor'd,  in  one  Hand 
Holding  a  Scroll  he  had  above  txhe  Waves, 
And  in  the  other  grafping  faft  his  Sword 
As  it  had  b;:en  a  Trident  forg'd  by  Vulcan^ 
To  calm  the  raging  Ocean,  he  made  away 
As  if  he  had  been  Neptune  :  His  Friends,  like 
So  many  Tritons  follow'd  ;  their  bold  Shouts, 
Yielding  a  chearful  Mufick  j  we  fhower'd  Darts 
Upon  them,  but  in  vain  i  they  reach'd  their  ShipSj 
And  in  their  fafety  we  are  funk  j  for  C^far 
Prepares  for  War. 

Pho.  How  fell  the  King  } 

Achil.  Unable 
To  toliow  Cafar^  he  was  trod  to  Death 
By  the  Purfuers,  and  with  him  the  Prieft 
Of  Ifis^  good  Achoreus. 

Arf.   May  the  Earth 
Lye  gently  on  their  Afhes. 

He  had  certainly  Authorities  fufflcient,  both  in  Shake/pear  as  well  as 
Fletcher  ;  but  as  the  Sentiment  is  in  itfelf  fomewhat  abfurd,  and  th9 
three  greateft  Wits  in  E urope  pintd  in  exjofing  it,  the  Laugh  will  al- 
ways be  againll  him. 

The  following  Defcription  of  one  of  the  moil  illuftrious  Incidents  of 
Crefari  Life  is  worthy  our  Authors,  and  worthy  of  Cafar.  Lucan 
feems  to  have  either  exerted,  or  defign'd  to  have  exerted,  all  the  Vi- 
gour of  his  Genius  in  this  Defcription  j  but  the  Fharfalia  unhappily 
j  ult  there  breaks  off  unfinifh'd. 

no. 
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"Pho.  I  feel  now, 
That  there  are  Powers  above  us  :   And  that  'tis  not 
"Within  the  fearching  Policies  of  Man, 
To  alter  their  Decrees. 

Cle.  1  laugh  at  thee  : 
"Where  are  thy  Threats  now.  Fool,  thy  Scoffs,  and  Scorns 
Againft  the  Gods  ?  1  fee  Calamity 
Is  the  beft  Miftrefs  of  Religion, 
And  can  convert  an  Atheilt.  [Shout  wilbin. 

Pho.  O  they  come ! 
Mountains  fall  on  me!  O,  for  him  to  die 
That  plac'd  his  Heav'n  on  Earth,  is  an  afllirance 
Of  his  Defcent  to  Hell  :  Where  ihall  1  hide  me  ? 
The  greateft  daring  to  a  Man  difhonefl, 
Js  but  a  ballard  Courage,  ever  fainting.  \_E^'it. 

Enter  Csefar,  Sceva,  Antony,  and  Dolabella. 

Ccsf.  Look  on  your  Ctefar ;  banifh  Fear,  my  faireff. 
You  now  are  fafe. 

See.  By  Feniis^  not  a  Kifs 
Till  our  Work's  done  :  The  Traitors  once  difpatch'd, 
(89)  To*t,  and  we'll  cry  ay-me. 

Cc£f.  I  will  be  fpeedy.  {Exeunt,  . 

Cle.  Farewcl  again  ;  Arfinoe  f  how  now  Eros? 
Ever  faint-hearted  ? 

Eros.  But  that  I  am  aflur'd 
Your  Excellency  can  command  the  General, 
I  fear  the  Soldiers,  for  they  look  as  if 
They  would  be  nibling  too. 

Cle.  He  is  all  Honour, 
Nor  do  I  now  repent  me  of  my  Favours ; 
Nor  can  I  think  Nature  e'er  made  a  Woman, 
That  in  her  Prime  deferv*d  him. 

(89)  %  it,  and  ijoe^ll  cry  z\vn.']  Jy-me  is  a  favourite  Cant  Term 
of  our  Authors  to  exprefs  the  \Vj:)ining  of  Lovers  :  I  believe,  thete- 
fore,  there  can  be  no  Doubt  of  thai  being  the  true  Word  in  this 
Place. 


Enter 
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Enter  Csefar,  Sceva,  Antony,  Dolabella,  and  Soldiers 
with  the  Heads. 

(90)  Arf.  He's  come  back. 

Calf.  Purfue  no  further  J  curb  the  Soldiers  fury. 
See,  Beauteous  Miftrefs,  tht^ir  accurfed  Heads, 
That  did  confpire  againft  us. 

See.  Furies  plague  *em  ; 
They  had  too  fair  an  end,  to  die  like  Soldiers. 
Pompey  fell  by  the  Sword';  the  Crofs  or  Halter 
Should  have  difpatch'd  them. 

Caf.  All  is  but  Death,  good  Sceva^ 
Be  therefore  fatisfy'd  :  And  now,  my  dearefl:,         "" 
Look  upon  Cccfar,  as  he  ftill  appear'd 
A  Conqueror  ;  and  this  unfortunate  King  '■ 

Entomb'd  with  Honour,  we*ll  for  Rome.,  where  Cafar 
Will  fhew  he  can  give  Kingdoms :  For  the  Senate, 
Thy  Brother  dead,  fliall  willingly  decree 
The  Crown  of  Egypt .,  that  was  his,  to  thee. 

\_Exeunt  omnes. 

(90)   Arf.   He''s  cofne  hack, 

Pur/ue  no  further  ;  curb  the  Soldiers  fury. 1^  This  grols 
Miftake  of  giving  Part  of  C^fars  Speech  to  Arfnoe,  had  efcap'd 
Mr.  Sympfon,  and  the  jadicious  Corrector  of  this  Play  in  the  fecoiid 
Folio.  1  mention  this  only  to  fhew  how  extremely  fubjeit  we  all  are  to 
Inattention,  and  not  to  magnify  the  Sagacity  either  of  Mr.  Theobald, 
or  niyfelf,  who  happened  to  hit  upon  it :  Wc  have  a  hundred  times 
miffed  full  as  obvious  one?. 

1  Ihall  once  again  take  leave  of  thefc  prolix  Notes,  and  confine  my- 
felf,  as  at  firft,  to  verbal  Emendations  ;  and  I  fear  I  niuft  alfo  take 
leave  of  the  Affillance  I  have  met  with  in  this  Play  from  the  fecond 
Folio. 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

T  Now  Jhould  wijlo  another  had  viy  Place^ 
^  But  that  I  hope  to  come  off^  and  with  Grace, 
And  but  exprefs  fome  Sign  that  you  are  pleas' d, 
IVe  of  our  Doubts^  they  of  their  Fears  are  eas'd, 
I  would  beg  further^  Gentlemen^  and  much  fay 
In  favour  of  ourfelves,  them,  and  the  Play  ; 
Did  I  not  refi  affur'd^  the  mofl  I  fee 
Hate  Impudence,  and  cheriflo  Mcdefly. 
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COMEDY. 


PROLOGUE. 


TO  p'omife  viuchy  before  a  Play  heg'in^ 
And  ]when  *iis  do}je,  ask  Pardoriy  were  a  Sin 
TVeUl  not  he  giiilty  of:  and  to  excufe 
Before  we  know  a  Faulty  were  to  abufe 
The  Writers  and  Otirfehes  %  for  I  dare  fay 
We  all  are  fooVd  if  this  he  not  a  Play^ 
And  fuch  a  Play  as  Jhall  (fo  fJjould  Plays  do) 
Imp  Time's  dull  Wings ^  and  make  you  merry  too. 
*Twas  to  that  purpofe  i^rit,  fo  we  intend  it. 
And  we  have  cur  wifJfd  Ends,  if  you  commend  it. 


BRA' 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


MEN. 

DI N  A  N  T,  a  Gentleman  that  formerly   lov'd,   and 
Jllll  -pretends  to  lo^ve  Lamira. 
Cicrcmont,  a  merry  Gentleman,  his  Friend. 
Champerne],  a  laine  old  Gentleman,  Husband  to  Lamira. 
Vertaign,  a  Nobleman,  and  a  Judge. 
Beaupre,  Son  to  Vertaign. 
Verdone,  Nephew  to  Champernel. 
Monfteur  La  Writt,    a  wrangling  Advocate,   or  the  Little 

Lawyer. 
Sampfon,  a  foolijfj  Advocate,  Kinfman  to  Vertaign. 
Provojl. 
Gentlemen. 
Clients. 
Servants. 


Vir   O   M   E   N. 

Lamira,  PFife  to  Champernel,  and  Daughter  to  Vertaign. 

Anabell,  Neice  to  Champernel. 

Old  Lady,  Nurfe  to  Lamira. 

Charlotte,  JVaiting-Gentlewoman  /o  Lamira. 
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ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

D    I    N   A  N    T.  ^ 

ISSUADE  me  not. 
Cler.  'Twill  breed  a  Brawl. 
Din.  I  care  not ; 
I  wear  a  Sword.    Cler.  And  wear  Difcretion 
with  it, 

Or  call  it  off;  let  that  direft  your  Arm, 
'Tis  Madnefs  elfe,  not  Valour,  and  more  bafe 
Than  to  receive  a  Wrong. 

Din.   Why  would  you  have  me 
Sit  down  with  a  Difgrace,  and  thank  the  Doer  ? 
We  are  not  Stoicks,  and  that  paflive  Courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  Lackies, 
Peafants,  and  Tradefmen,  not  in  Men  of  Rank 
And  Quality,  as  I  am. 
Cler.  Do  not  cherilh 
That  daring  Vice,  for  which  the  whole  Age  fuffers. 
The  Blood  of  our  bold  Youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  fpcnc  in  honourable  A6tion, 
Or  to  defend,  or  to  enlarge  the  Kingdom, 

Vol.  IV.  M  For 
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For  th*  Honour  of  our  Countty,  and  our  Prince, 

Pours  itfclf  out  with  prodigal  Expence 

Upon  our  iMother's  Lap,  the  Earth  that  bred  us, 

For  every  trifle  j  and  thtle  private  Duels, 

Which  had  their  firfl:  Original  from  the  Frcmb, 

Ar.d  for  which,  to  this  Day,  we're  juftly  cenfur'd. 

Are  banilhM  from  all  Civil  Governments: 

Scarce  three  in  Venice^   in  as  many  Years  \ 

In  Florence  they  are  rarer,  and  in  all 

The  fair  Dominions  of  the  SpaniJJj  King, 

They  are  ne'er  heard  of:    Nay,    (i)  thofe    Neighbour 

Countries, 
Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  Follies, 

And 

( I }  ■ thofc  Keighheur  Countries, 

Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  FollieSy 
j'ind  come  at  a  dear  rote  to  buy  them  of  us. 
Begin  tjoiu  to  detejl  them.]  The  lalt  them  is  a  grammatical  In- 
accuracy :  Foiiies  is  i^s  immediate  Antecedent,  but  the  Senle  deter- 
mines it  to  Duels.  The  Latins  would  dillinguifh  Duels  and  Follies  bv 
has  et  ilias,  but  the  fame  Exadnefs  is  feldom  obferv'd  in  Englijh.  I 
ihould  not  have  made  a  Note  on  thif,  had  not  the  like  Inaccuracy,  in 
iihakefpeari  Julius  Ca/ar,  led  the  beft  Judges,  Sir  Thomas  Hanmfr 
and  Mr.  Warhurton^  both  into  Error.  Aft  I.  Scene  V.  Page  i6. 
U'arburton%  Edition. 

Cajiar  doth  hear  vie  hard ;   but  he  loves  BrutUS. 

If  I  ixsre  Brutus  noiv,  and  he  <vjere  Caflius, 

He  Jkculd  not  humour  me. 
On  this  Mr.  Warhurton  fays  ;  "  This  is  a  Reflexion  on  Brutus^  In- 
'•  gratitude  ;  whicli  concludes,  as  is  ufual  on  fuch  Occafionf,  in  an 
"  Encomium  on  his  o,.n  bertcr  Conditions.  If  I  ivere  Brutus, 
"  (fays  he)  and  Brutus,  Caffius,  he  /}:>ould  not  cajole  me  as  I  do  him. 
•'  i'o  huni'jur  fignifics  liere  to  turn  and  wind  him,  by  inflaming  his 
"  Pafiionsj     Tne  Oxford  Editor  alters  the  lall  Line  to 

"  Qxhr  Jhould  not  Icve  me. 
**  What  he  means  by  it  is  not  worth  enquiring."  Thus  Mr.  Pf'^ar- 
burton.  But  furely  to  make  CaJJlus  refled;  on  and  condemn  Brutus  for 
his  Ingratitude  to  C.rfar,  to  make  him  own  himfelf  to  bean  artful  trea- 
cr.erous  Vilbin.  and  laugh  at  his  Friend  for  being  fuch  a  Fo&l  to  be 
dr.iwed  into  his  Snare  i  all  this  feems  utterly  out  of  Charafler.  The 
furegoing  Part  of  the  Speech  alfo  will  be  full  as  much  fo, 

Well,   Brutus,   thou  art  noble  ;  yet  I  fee 

Thy  honourable  Metal  may  be  %vrought. 

From  ivhat  it  is  difpofed ;   therefore  "'tis  meet 
That  noble  Minds  keep  ever  voitb  their  Likes  ', 

for  'who  fo  firm  that  cannot  be  f educed? 

Th« 
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And  come  at  a  dear  rate  to  buy  them  of  us, 
Begin  now  to  dcteft  them. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet • 

Cler,  And  I  have  heard  that  Ibme  of  our  late  Kings, 
For  the  Lie,  wearing  of  a  Milbefs'  Rivour, 
A  cheat  ac  Cards  or  bice,  and  fuch  like  Caufcs, 
Have  loft  as  many  gallant  Gentlemen 

The  Meaning  of  the  two  Ir.ll  Lines,  according  to  this  Interpretation, 
nmll  be;     'It  is  meet  that  a  Perfon  To  noble  as  Brutus,  kiep  company 

*  c.nly  with  fuch  noble  Minds  as  C/rfar,  Antony,  and   the  reft  of  ti.at 

*  Party  ;  for  if  he  conver  ies  with  fuch  a  Rogue  as  Me.  and  my  Com- 
'  panions,  we  lliaU  cajole  him  into  Ingrati  ude  and  M  irder.'  If  this  be 
the  true  Interpreacion,  I  mult  o.vn  I  ih  ould  think  'Julius  C^rfar  r.ot 
hiif  fo  good  a  Play  as  it  has  aK\nys  been  ellcem'd  ;  the  Ipirited  and 
noble  Qnarre!  between  the  two  Friends,  their  afFcdionate  Reconci- 
liation ;  the  Uec  Confrfiion  Cn£uis  makes  of  his  rafl}  Humours  and  ///- 
temper  d^\i^ciS.^  his  cjndid  Acknowledgment  and  Love  of  Brutu5''i 
fupcrior  Qualities;  his  friendly  and  compaiTionate  Grief  for  the  Lofs 
of  Porcia  ;  and  above  all,  the  pathetick  Sublimity  of  their  parting  be- 
fore the  Battle  of /'/6///>/'/ ;  all  thele  Beauties  will  entirely  vaniih,  if 
we  are  told  that  One  of  the  Fwoi':,  by  his  own  Confeflion,  the  veriell 
Rogue  that  was  ever  unhang' d.  No.  Ca(ftus'%  Character  in  ^bake/pear 
is  confonant  to  that  in  Hillory  ;  a  Zeal  for  Liberty  and  the  old  Ro- 
?nan  Conftitution,  fermented  into  Violence  by  a  Itrcng  Tinif^ure  of 
Pride  and  PaiTion.  Hence  his  Friend  and  Lover,  who  look'd  on  the 
fair  Side  of  his  Charadter,  calls  him  when  dead,  Thnu  lajl  of  all  the 
Romans!  His  Enemy  Anto>iy,  who  view'd  him  in  the  contrary  Light, 
fays,  that  he  kilPd  C/rfar  c.ut  of 'Envy.  This  Mixture  of  Characflcr 
is  nobly  maintained  through  the  whole  Play,  and  in  this  Scene  in  par- 
ticular. He  kneiv  Brutus  to  be  in  Principle  as  much  attach'd  ro  the 
old  Conllitution  as  himfelf ;  but  ft-ar'd  that  his  Zeal  was  cool'd  bv 
Cafar\  Love  and  Favours  ro  him.  He  therefore,  with  a  Pride  vtry 
nntaral  to  him,  thinks  himfelf  more  fleadiiy  virtuous,  and  a  more  iin- 
(haken  Friend  to  his  Country  ;  that  it  was  fit  Brutus  Ihould  only  CQn- 
vcne  with  him,  and  fuch  as  him,  otherwife 

His  honourable  Metal  might  be  ivrought 
From  'what  it  icas  difpos'J. 

As  to  himfelf,  I4''ere  he  in  Brutus' .<  Cafe,  and  as  much  lo-ved  hy  Csfa-, 
He,  [^viz.  Ca^far,]  ivith  all  his  Fa'voursj'hould  not  humour  him  out  of 
his  Principles  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  who  did  not  depart  fo  far  from 
the  true  Senfe,  ftill  tock  unwarrantable  Liberties  in  changing  thewhdle 
Face  of  the  Words ;  and  Humnur,  which  gives  the  true  Idea  into  Loze, 
by  no  means  cxprcfies  the  Poei's  Srntiment  Thus  a  fmall  grammatical 
Inaccuracy,  comnion  ro  all  our  bt/t  F.nglijh  Wiiters,  has  lead  both 
tltefe  Gentlemen  into  Frror,  from  which  neither  great  Abilities,  Extent 
«f  Literature,  nor  Kiej^ance  of  J'alle  are  at  all  times  a  Security. 

M  2  As 
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As  miglit  have  met  the  great  T'urk  in  the  Field, 

\Vjth  confidence  of  a  glorious  Vidory, 

And  Ihall  we  then • 

Din.  No  more,  For  fhame,  no  more, 

(2)  Are  you  become  a  Patron  too  ?  *Tis  a  new  one. 

No  more  on'c,  burn  it,  give  it  to  ibme  Orator, 

To  help  him  to  enlarge  his  Exercife  ; 

With  luch  a  one  it  might  do  well,  and  profit 

The  Curate  of  the  Parifli,  but  for  Clcrenicnt, 

The  bold  and  undertaking  Cleranont^ 

To  talk  thus  jo  his  P'riend,  his  Friend  that  knows  him, 

Dinant  that  knows  his  Cknmont^  is  abiurd, 
And  meer  Apocrypha. 

Cler.  Why,  v/hat  know  you  of  me  ? 
Din.  Why,  if  thou  hadforgot  thyielf,   I'll  tell  thee. 
And  not  look  back,  to  fpeak  of  what  thou  were 
At  Fifteen,  for  at  thofe  Years  I  have  heard 
Thou  waft  flclli'd,  and  cnter'd  bravely. 
Cler.  Well,  Sir,  well. 

Diu.  But  Yefterday  thou  wafl:  the  common  fecond. 
Of  all  that  only  knew  thee,  thou  hadft  Bills 
Set  up  on  every  Poft,  to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  Difference  was,  and  who  were  Parties ; 
And  as  to  fave  the  Charges  of  the  Law, 
Poor  Men  feek  Arbitrators,  thou  wert  chofen 
By  fuch  as  knew  thee  nor,  to  compound  Quarrels : 
But  thou  wert  fo  delighted  with  the  Iporr, 
That  if  there  were  no  juft  Caufe,  thou  wouldft  make  one. 
Or  be  engag'd  thyfclf :  This  goodly  Calling 
Thou'ft  followed  five  and  twenty  Years,  and  ftudy'd 
The  Criticifms  of  Contentions  ;  and  art  thou 

(2)  Are  you  become  a  Patron  too?  ^Tis  a  neiv  one. 

No  mere  oti't,  burn  it,  gi^e  it  to  fome  Oratar,^  Patron,  here, 
has  it:  Latin  Meaning,  /.  e.  a  Pleader,  or  Advocate ;  but  the  Word 
Speech,  Declamation,  Harangue,  or  fomething  to  that  efFedt,  muil  be 
underrtcod  to  make  the  following  Line  Senfc  ;  and  it  is  highly  pro- 
bable that  a  whole  Line  is  loft,  which  might  have  been  lomething 
like  the  following. 

Are pu  become  a  Patron  too  ?    How  long 

Have  you  been  conning  this  Speech  ?  'TiV  a  ntiv  one  ; 

Ho  more  ori''t,  &c. 

In 
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In  fo  few  Hours  transform'd  ?  certain  this  Night 
Thou'fl:  had  ftrange  Dreams,  or  rather  Vifions. 

Cler.  Yes,  Sir, 
I  have  feen  Fools  and  Fighters  chain'd  together. 
And  th'  Fighters  had  the  Upper-hand,  and  whip'd  firfl, 
The  poor  bots  laughing  at  'em.     What  I  have  been 
It  skills  not-,  what  I  will  be  is  refolv'd  on. 

Din,   Why,  then  you*lI  fight  no  more  ? 

Cler.  Such  is  my  purpofe. 

Din.  On  no  Occafion  ? 

Cler.  There  you  ftagger  me. 
Some  kind  of  Wrongs  there  are,  which  Flcfli  and  Blood 
Cannot  endure. 

Din.  Thou  wouldfl  not  willingly 
Live  a  protefted  Coward,  or  be  call'd  one? 

Cler.  (3)   Words  are  but  Words. 

Din.  Nor  wouldft  thou  take  a  Blow  ? 

Cler.  Not  from  my  Friend,  tho'  drunk,  and  from  an 
Enemy, 
I  think  much  lefs. 

Din.  There's  fome  hope  of  thee  left  then  ; 
Wouldft  thou  hear  me  behind  my  Back  difgrac'd  ? 

Cler.  D'  you  think  I  am  a  Rogue  .^  they  that  fliould  do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb. 

Din.  Or  in  thy  Pre  fence. 
See  me  o'er-charg'd  with  odds? 

Cler.  I'd  fall  myfelf  firft. 

Din.    Wouldft    thou  endure  thy  Miftrefs  t'  be  (a'ei 
from  thee. 
And  thou  fit  quiet  ? 

Cler.  There  you  touch  my  Honour, 
No  Frenchman  can  endure  that. 

(3)  Words  are  but  Words'\  Af:cr  Cleremont  has  faid  this,  which 
feems  to  affert  that  he  would  not  mind  b.ing  called  a  Coward,  nor 
make  that  a  Caufe  of  Fignting,  Dinant  goes  on  as  if  he  had  faid  di- 
retlly  the  contrary  ;  and  perhaps  a  Line  may  here  ba  loll  a^ain  to  the 
following  Import. 

Words  are  hut  Words,  hut  Coward  Is  a  "Name 
I  could  not  brook. 

With  this  Addition  the  whole  Context  feems  confonant  to  itfelf. 

M  3  Din, 
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Din.  PI upon  thee. 

Why  doll  thou  taik  ot  Peace  then  ?  thu  dar'ft  fuffer 
Nothing,  or  in  thyfelf,  or  in  thy  Friend, 
Th:it  is  unmanly? 

Cler.  That  I  grant,  I  cannot : 
But  I'll  not  quarrel  with  tliis  Gentleman 
For  wearing  (4)  Stanimel  Breeche?,  or  this  Gamefter 
For  playing  a  thoufand  Pounds,  that  owes  me  nothing  j 
For  this  Man's  raking  up  a  common  Wench 
In  Raggs,  and  loufy,  tlien  maintaining  her 
Caroach'd  in  Cloth  of  Tifllie,   nor  hvc  hundred 
Ot  fuch  like  Toys,  that  at  no  part  concern  me  : 
Marry,  where  m'  Honour,  or  my  Friend's  is  quell ion'd, 
I  have  a  Sword,  and  I  think  I  may  ufe  it 
To  th'  cutting  of  a  Rafcal's  Throat,  or  (o. 
Like  a  good  Chridian. 

Di/i.  Thou'rtof  a  fine  Religion, 
And  rather  than  we'll  make  a  Schifm  in  Friendfhip, 
I  will  be  of  it  :  But  to  be  ferious. 
Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  Love-fuit 
To  fair  Ldwira  ? 

Cler.  Too  well,  Sir,  and  remember 
Your  Prefents,  Courtfhip,  that's  too  good  a  name. 
Your  Slave-like  Services,  your  Morning  Mulick  -, 
Your  walking  three  Hours  in  the  Rain  at  Midnight 
To  fee  her  at  her  Window,  fometimes  laugh'd  at. 
Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchfaf  d  to  kifs 
Her  Glove,  her  Skirt ;  nay,  I  have  heard,  her  Slippers, 
How  then  you  triumph'd  ?  Here  was  Love  forfooth. 

Din,  Thefe  Follies  I  deny  not, 
Such  a  contemptible  thing  my  Dotage  made  me. 
But  my  Reward  for  this 

(4)   Sfamtnel  Breeches, ]  i,  e.   Red  Breeches.     Mr.  Sympfon 

has  given  an  Explanation  of  the  Word  from   Be»  John/on,  more  clear 
than  what  we  have  in  Didticnarici.     Odavo  Edition,  Fage  288. 

Red  hood  the  fir Jl  that  does  appear 

In  Stammel ;  Scarlet  is  too  dear. 
It  is  highly  probable  that  Red  Breeches  were  in  our   Authors  Time 
v/ott  only  by  Smarts,  and  were  elleemed  Coxcomical.     In  that   Age 
of  Duelling  therefore,  a  Sneer  upon  this  Topick  might  have  produc'd 
Blood  Ihed. 

Ckr. 
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Cler.  As  you  defer v*d. 
For  he  that  makes  a  Goddefs  of  a  Puppet, 
Merits  no  other  Recompence. 

Din.  This  Day,  Friend, 
For  thou  art  fo— — — 

Cler.  I  am  no  Flatterer. 

Din.  This  proud  ingrateful  flie,  is  married  to 
Lame  Chainpcrnel 

Cler.  I  know  him,   he  has  been 
As  tall  a  Sea-mao,  and  has  thriv'd  as  well  by'f. 
The  lofs  of  a  Leg  and  an  Arm  deducted,  as  any 
That  ever  put  from  Mnrfeilles :  You  are  tame, 

P] on*t,  it  mads  me  ;  if  it  were  my  cafe, 

I  (hould  kill  all  the  Family. 

Din.  Yet  but  now 
You  did  preach  Patience. 

Cler.  I  then  came  from  ConfefTion, 
And  'twas  enjoin'd  me  three  hours  for  a  Penance, 
To  be  a  peaceable  Man,  and  to  talk  like  one  ; 
But  now,  all  elfe  being  pardon'd,  I  begin 
On  a  new  T^lly,  'foot  do  any  thing. 
Til  fecond  you. 

Din.  I  would  not  willingly 
Make  red  my  yet  white  Confcience,  yet  I  purpofe 
In  th'  open  Street,  as  they  come  from  the  Temple, 
For  this  way  they  mult  pafs,  to  fpcak  my  Wrongs, 
And  do  it  boldly.  \_Mufick  plays. 

Cler.  Were  thy  Tongue  a  Citrnon, 
I  would  ftand  by  thee.  Boy  ;  they  come  ;  upon  'em. 

Din.  Obferve  a  little  firft. 

Cler.  This  is  fine  fidling. 

£///fr  Vertaign,  Champernel,  Lamira,  Nurfe, 
Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

SONG   at  the  Wedding. 

0  M  E  away\  bring  on  the  Bride  ^ 
And  place  her  by  her  Lover^s  Side  : 
I'ou  fair  Troop  of  Maids  attend  her^ 
Pure  and  holy  Thoughts  befriend  her. 

M  4  Bjiflo^ 


c 


184       ^he  'Little  French  Lawyer, 

BluJ}),  and  wijhy  you  Virgins  all. 
Many  fuchfair  Nights  may  fall. 

CHORUS. 

Hymen,  fill  the  Houfe  with  joy, 

yill  thy  jacred  Fires    employ  : 

Blefs  the  Bed  with  holy  Love,  ;. 

Now  fair  Orb  of  Beauty  move. 

Din.  Stand  by,  for  PJl  be  heard. 

f^ert.  This  is  ftrange  rudenefs. 

Din.  *Tis  Courtfhip,  balianced  with  Injuries ; 
You  all  look  pale  with  Guilt,  but  I  will  dye 
Your  Cheeks  with  blufhes,  if  in  your  fear'd  Veins 
There  yet  remain  fo  much  of  honed  Blocd 
To  make  the  Colour ;  firfi:  to  you  my  Lore', 
The  Father  of  this  Bride,  whom  you  have  lent 
Alive  into  her  Grave. 

Champ.  How  ?  To  her  Grave  ? 

Din.  Be  patient  Sir,  I'll  fpeak  of  you  anon : 
You  that  allow'd  me  liberal  Accefs, 
To  make  my  way  with  fervice,  and  approv'd  of 
My  Birth,  my  Perlbn,  Years,  and  no  bale  Fortune  : 
You  that  are  rich,  and  but  in  this  held  wife  too. 
That  as  a  Father  fliould  have  look'd  upon 
Your  Daughter  in  a  Husband,  and  aim*d  more 
At  what  her  Youth  and  heat  of  Blood  requir'd 
In  lawful  Pleafures,  than  the  parting  from 
Your  Crowns  to  pay  her  Dow*r :  You  that  already 
Have  one  Foot  in  the  Grave,  yet  ftudy  Profit, 
As  if  you  were  afiur'd  to  live  here  ever  ; 
What  poor  end  had  you  in  this  choice.'  In  what 
Deferve  I  your  Contempt  ?  My  Houfe,  and  Honours, 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  Fame  as  fair. 
And  not  to  praife  myfelf,   the  City  ranks  me 
In  the  firft  file  of  her  moft  hopeful  Gentry  : 
But  Champernel  \s  rich,  and  needs  a  Nurfe, 
And  not  your  Gold  :  And  add  to  that,  he's  old  too, 
His  whole  Eltate  in  likelyhood  to  defcend 
Upon  your  Family  j  here  was  Providence, 
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I  grant,  but  in  a  Nobleman  bafe  Thrift : 

No  Merchants,  nay   no  Pirates,  fell  for  Bondmen 

Their  Country- men,  but  you,  a  Gentleman, 

To  fave  a  little  Gold,  have  fold  your  Daughter  ^ 

To  worfe  than  Slavery. 

Ckr.  This  was  fpoke  home  indeed. 
Beau.  Sir,  I  fhall  take  fome  other  time  to  tell  you. 
That  this  harfli  Language  was  delivered  to 
An  old  Man,  but  my  Father. 
Din.  At  your  plea  fu re. 
Cler.  Proceed  in  your  Defign,  let  me  alone. 
To  anfwer  him,  or  any  Man. 

Verd.  You  prefume 
Too  much  upon  your  Name,  but  may  be  cozen'd. 

Din.  But  for  you,  moft  unmindful  of  my  Service, 
For  now  I  may  upbraid  you,  and  with  Honour, 
Since  all  is  loft  ;  and  yet  I  am  a  Gainer, 
In  being  deliver'd  from  a  torment  in  you, 
For  fuch  you  muft  have  been,  you  to  whom  Nature 
Gave  with  a  liberal  Hand  moft  exctllrnt  Form  ; 
Your  Education  Language,  and  Diicourfe, 
And  Judgment  to  diftinguifh,    when  you  fiiall 
With  feeling  Sorrow  underftand  how  wretched 
And  miferable  you  have  made  yourfclf. 
And  but  yourfelf  have  nothing  to  accufe. 
Can  you  Vv'ith  hope  from  any  beg  CompafTion  ? 
But  you  will  fay,  you  ferv'd  your  Father's  pleafure. 
Forgetting  that  unjuft  Commands  oF  Parents 
Are  not  to  be  obey'd  j  or  that  you're  Rich, 
And  that  to  Wealth  all  Pleafures  elfe  are  Servants  ; 
Yet  but  con  fide  r,  how  this  Wealth  was  purchas'd, 
'Twill  trouble  the  PofTefTion. 

Champ.  You,  Sir,  know 
1  got  ir,  and  with  Honour. 

Din.  But  from  whom  ? 
Remember  that,  and  how:  You'll  come  indeed 
To  Houfes  bravely  furnifh'd,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  Soldier  will  not  lye. 
But  anfwer  truly,  this  rich  Cloth  of  Arras 
I  made  my  prize  in  fuch  a  Ship,  this  Plate 

Was 
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Was  my  Share  in  another  ;  thele  fair  Jewels, 

Coming  afhore,  I  got  in  fuch  a  Village, 

The  iMaid,  or  Matron  kill'd,   from  whom   they   were 

ravifli'd  ; 
The  Wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too,-  for  this. 
This  Candy  Wine,  three  Merchants  were  undone, 
(5)  Thefe  Buckets  break  as  many  more  :  In  brief. 
All  you  fhall  wear,  or  touch,  or  fee,  is  purchas'd 
By  lawlels  Force,  and  you  but  revel  in 
The  Tears  and  Groans  of  fuch  as  were  the  Owners. 

Champ.  *Tis  falfe,  moft  bafely  falfe. 

Vert.  Let  Lofers  talk. 

t>in.  Laftly,  thofe  Joys,  thofe  beft  of  Joys,  which  Hymen 
Freely  beftows  on  fuch,  that  come  to  tie 
The  facred  Knot  he  bleffes,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  Love,  and  mutual  Affedion, 
Not  blindly  led  with  the  defire  of  Riches, 
Moft  miferable  you  (hall  never  tafte  of. 
This  Marriage  Night  you*ll  meet  a  Widow's  Bed, 
Or  failing  ot  thofe  Pleafures  all  Bride^  look  for. 
Sin  in  your  Willi,  it  were  fo. 

Champ.  Thou'rt  a  Villain, 
A  bile,  malicious  Slanderer. 

Cler.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he  is  not  worth  a  blow. 

Cbaffip.  O  that  1  had  thee 
In  fomeclofe  Vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
To  me  to  ufe  my  Sword,  to  the('  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I'd  make  thee  on  tliy  Knees 
Bite  out  the  Tongue  that  wrong'd  mc. 

Vert.  Pray  you  have  patience. 

L(i7n.  This  Day  I  am  to  be  your  Sovereign, 
Let  me  command  you. 

Champ.  I  am  loft  with  Rage, 
And  know  not  what  I  am  mylelf,  nor  you  : 
Away,  dare  fuch  as  you,  that  love  the  fmoke 
Of  Peace,  more  than  the  fire  of  glorious  War, 
And  like  unprolicabk  Drones,  feed  on 

f^  SuchfsJ  i.  e.  Banqueting  Difhes. 

Your 
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Your  Grandfires  Labours,  (that,  as  I  am  now. 

Were  gathering  Bt:es,  and  fill'd  their  Hive,  this  Country, 

With  brave  triumphant  Spoils,  j  cenfure  our  Adtiojis? 

Y'  obje(5l  my  Prizes  to  me  ;  had  you  ken 

The  horror  of  a  Sea-fight,  with  what  danger 

I  made  them  mine ;  the  Fire  I  fearlcfs  fought  in. 

And  quench'd  it  in  mine  Enemies  Blood,  which  Ibaight 

(6)  Like  Oil  pour'd  out  on't,  made  it  burn  anew  ; 

My  Deci<  blown  up,  with  noife  enough  to  mock 

The  lowdeft  Thunder,  and  the  defperate  Fools 

That  boarded  me,  fcnt,  to  defie  the  Tempefts 

That  were  againft  me,  to  the  angry  Sea, 

Frighted  with  Men  thrown  o'er  j  no  Vid:ory, 

But  in  defpight  of  the  four  Elements, 

The  Fire,  the  Air,  the  Sea,  and  Sands  hid  in  it. 

To  be  atchiev*d  ;  you  would  contefs,  poor  Men, 

Though  hopelefs,  fuch  an  honourable  way 

To  get  or  Wealth,  or  Honour,  in  yourfelves. 

He  that  through  all  thefe  dreadful  PalTages 

Purfu'd  and  overtook  them,  unaffrighted, 

Dcferves  Reward,  and  not  to  have  k  Itil'd 

By  the  bafe  Name  of  Theft. 

Din.  This  is  the  Courtfhip 
That  you  mull  look  for.  Madam. 

Cler.  *Twill  do  well. 
When  nothing  can  be  done,  to  fpend  the  Night  with  : 
Your  Tongue  is  found  good  Lord,  and  I  could  wifli 
For  this  young  Lady's  fake,  this  Leg,  this  Arm, 
And  there  is  fomething  elfe,  I  will  not  name. 
Though  *tis  the  only  thing  that  muft  content  her. 
Had  the  fame  vigour. 

Champ.  You  fhall  buy  thefe  Scoffs 
With  your  befl:  Blood  :  Help  me  once  noble  Anger, 
Nay  ftir  not,  I  alone  muft  right  myfelf. 
And  with  one  Leg  tranfport  me,  to  corrcifb 

(6)  Like  Oil  fourd  out  ori't,  made  it  burn  aneiu  j  ]  f  would  choofc 
to  read,  Like  Oil  poured  on  it;  but  I  believe  the  old  Reading  may 
give  the  fame  Idea.  The  Metaphor  is  a  little  difficult  here  ;  the  Blood 
both  quenches  and  makes  the  Fire  burn  aneiv;  but  quenches,  here,  muft 
only  fignify  to  abate  the  Fire  for  a  Moment^  and  thea  the  whole  is 
clear. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  fcandalous  Praters :  O  that  noble  Wounds      [Falls. 

Should  hinder  juft  Revenge  ?  D'ye  jear  me  too  ? 

I  got  thefe,  not  as  you  do  your  Difeafcs 

In  Brothels,  or  with  riotous  abufe 

Of  Wine  in  Taverns  •,  I  have  one  Leg  flior. 

One  Arm  difabled,  and  am  honour'd  more. 

By  lofing  them,  as  I  did,  in  the  Face 

Of  a  brave  Enemy,  than  if  they  were 

As  when  I  put  to  Sea  •,  you  are  Frenchmen  only. 

In  that  you  have  been  laid,  and  cur*d  ;  go  to  j  ■ 

You  mock  my  Leg,  but  every  Bone  about  you 

Makes  you  good  Almanack-makers,  to  forctel 

What  Weather  we  fhall  have. 

Din.  Put  up  your  Sword. 

Cler.  Or  turn  it  to  a  Crutch,  there*t  may  be  ufeful. 
And  live  on  the  Relation  to  your  Wife 
Of  what  a  brave  Man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her. 
What  a  fine  Virtue  'tis  in  a  young  Lady 
To  give  an  old  Man  Pap. 

Cler.  Or  hire  a  Surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roll  up  your  broken  Limbs. 

Din.  To  make  a  Pultefs,  and  endure  the  fcent 
Of  Oils,  and  nafty  Plafters. 

Vert.  Fie,  Sir,  fie. 
You  that  have  ftood  all  dangers  of  all  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a  Rival's  ScofTi' 

Lam.  Shed  Tears  upon 
Your  Wedding-day  ?   This  is  unmanly.  Gentlemen. 

Champ.  They're  Tears  of  Anger :  O  that  I  fliould  live 
To  play  the  Woman  thus  !  All-pow'rful  Heav'n, 
Reftore  me,  but  one  Hour,  that  Strength  again. 
That  I  had  once,  to  chaftife  in  thefe  Men 
Their  Follies,  and  ill  Manners-,  and  that  done. 
When  you  pleafe,  I'Jl  yield  up  the  Fort  of  Life, 
And  do  it  gladly. 

Cler.  We  ha'  the  better  of  him. 
We  ha'  made  him  cry. 

Verd.  You  fhall  have  fatisfadion. 
And  I  will  do  it  nobly,  or  difclaim  mc. 

Beaup. 
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Beaup.  I  fay  no  more,  youVe  a  Brother,  Sifter  ; 

This  is  your  Wedding-day,  we're  in  the  Street, 

And  howfoever  they  forget  their  Honour, 

*Tis  fit  I  lofe  not  mine,  by  their  example. 

f^ert.  If  there  be  Laws  in  Paris^  look  to  anfwer 

This  infolent  Affront. 

Cler.  You  that  live  by  them. 

Study  'em  for  Heav'n's  fake  ;  for  my  part  I  know  not, 

Nor  care  not  what  they  are.     Is  there  ought  elfe 

That  you  would  fay  } 

Din.  Nothing,  I  have  my  ends. 

La?nira  weeps,  I've  faid  too  much  1  fear  ; 

So  dearly  once  I  lov'd  her,  that  I  cannot 

Endure  to  fee  her  Tears.     \_Excunt  Dinant  ^WClcremont. 
Champ.  See  you  perform  it, 

And  do  it  like  my  Nephew.     Verd.   If  I  fail  in*c. 

Ne'er  know  me  more ;  Coufin  Beaupre 

Champ.  Repent  not 

What  thou  hall  done,  my  Life,  thou  fhalt  not  find 

1  am  decrepit  *,  in  my  Love  and  Service, 

I  will  be  young,  and  conftant ;  and  believe  me. 
For  thou  flialt  find  it  true,  in  fcorn  of  all 

The  fcandals  thefe  rude  Men  have  thrown  upon  me, 

I'll  meet  thy  Pleafures  with  a  young  Man's  ardour. 
And  in  all  Circumftances  of  a  Husband 
Perform  my  part. 

Lam.  Good  Sir,  I  am  your  Servant, 
And  'tis  too  late  now,  if  I  did  repent, 
(Which  as  I  am  a  Virgin  yet,  I  do  not) 
T'  undo  the  knot,  that  by  the  Church  is  ty'd. 
Only  I  would  befeech  ye,  as  you  have 
A  good  Opinion  of  me,   and  my  Virtues, 
For  fo  you've  pleas'd  to  ftile  my  innocent  Weaknefs, 
That  what  hath  pafs'd  between  h'lnant  and  me, 
Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hath  fpoken. 
Beget  not  doubts,  or  fears. 

Champ.   I  app-ehend  you. 
You  think  I  will  be  jealous ;  as  I  live 
Thou  art  miftaken.  Sweet ;  and  to  confirm  It 
Difcourfe  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where  thou  wilt, 

Feaft 
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Feaft  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  thou  wilt. 
For  I  will  have  no  other  Guards  upon  thee 
Than  thine  own  Thoughts. 

Lam.  I'll  ufe  this  Liberty 
"With  moderation,  Sir. 

Beaup.  I  am  refolvM. 
Steal  ofr,  I'll  follow  you. 

Champ.  Come,  Sir,  you  droop; 
'Till  you  find  caufe,  which  I  fhalJ  never  give, 
Diflike  not  of  your  Son-in-law. 

Vert.  Sir,  you  teach  me 
The  Language  I  fhould  ufe  ;  I  am  moft  happy 
In  being  fo  near  you.  {Exeunt  Vcrdone,  ^A;</Beaupre. 

Lafn.  O  my  fears !  good  Nurfe 
Follow  my  Brother  unobferv'd,  and  Jearn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurfe.  1  will  be  careful,  Madam.  [^Ex'it  Nurfe. 

Champ.  Between  us  Compliments  are  fuperfluous ; 
On,  Gentlemen  i  th'  Affront  we  have  met  here 
"We*!!  think  upon  hereafter ;  'twere  unfit 
To  cherifh  any  Thought  to  breed  unreff. 
Or  to  ouriclves,  or  to  our  Nuptial  Feall.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

Ckr.  We  fhall  have  fporr,  ne'er  fear't. 

Bin.  What  fport,  I  prithee? 

Cler.  Why  we  muft:  fight,  I  know  it,  and  I  long  for't, 
Jt  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  Eye 

Of  young  Verdone  \  Bcaupre  look'd  pale  and  fhook  toe. 
Familiar  figns  of  Anger.  They're  both  brave  Fellows 
Try*d  and  approv*d,  and  I  am  proud  t'encounter 
With  Men,  from  whom  no  Honour  can  be  loft  ; 
They  will  play  up  to  a  Man,  and  fet  him  ofi'. 
Whene'er  I  go  to  the  Field,  Heav'n  keep  me  from 
The  meeting  of  an  unflefh*d  Youth  or  Coward ; 
The  firft,  to  get  a  Name,  comes  on  too  hot, 
The  Coward  is  fo  fwift  in  giving  ground, 
There  is  no  overtaking  him  without 
A  hunting  Nag,  well  breath'd  too. 

Din, 
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Bh.  All  this  while. 
You  ne*er  think  on  the  Danger. 

Cler.   Why  'tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a  dozen  Friends  at  Supper, 
And  drinking  hard  ;  Mifchief  comes  there  unlook'd  for, 
I'm  fure  as  fudden,  and  ftrikes  home  as  often. 
For  this  we  are  prepared. 

'Din.  Lamira  loves 
Her  Brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

Cler.  What  of  that  ? 

Din.  And  fhould  he  call  me  t'  an  account  for  what 
But  now  I  fpake,  nor  can  I  with  mine  Honour 
Recant  my  Words,  that  iittle  hope  is  left  me. 
E'er  to  enjoy  what  (next  to  Heav*n)  I  long  for. 
Is  taken  from  me. 

CIcr.  Why  what  can  you  hope  for. 
She  being  now  married  ? 

Din.  Oh  my  Cleremont^ 
To  you  all  Secrets  of  my  Heart  lie  open, 
And  I  reft  moft  fccure  that  whatlbe'er 
I  lock  up  there,  is  as  a  private  Thought, 
And  will  no  farther  wrong  me.    I  am  a  Frenchman^ 
And  for  the  greater  part  we  are  born  Courtiers, 
She  is  a  Woman,  and  however  yet 
No  heat  of  Service  had  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  Chaftity,  time  and  opportunity 
May  work  her  to  my  ends,  I  confefs  ill  ones. 
And  yet  I  muft  purfue  'em  :  Now  her  Marriage, 
In  probability,  will  no  way  hurt. 
But  rather  help  me. 

Cler.  Sits  the  Wind  there  }  Pray  yon  tell  mc 
How  far  off  dwells  your  Love  from  Luft  ? 

Din.  Too  near, 
But  prithee  chide  me  not. 

Cler.  Not  I,  go  on.  Boy, 
I've  faults  myfelf,  and  will  not  reprehend 
A  Crime  I  am  not  free  from  :  For  her  Marriage, 
I  do  eftecm  it  (and  moft  Batchclors  are 
Of  my  Opinion)  as  a  fair  protection, 
To  play  the  Wanton  without  lofs  of  Honour. 

Dm, 
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Bin.  Would  (he  make  ufe  oPt  fo,  I  were  moft  happy. 
Cler.  No  more  of  this.      Judge  now. 
Whether  I  have  the  giic  of  Prophecy. 

Enter  Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

Beaup.  Monfieur  Dinaril^ 
I'm  glad  to  find  you,  Sir. 

Din.  I'm  at  your  Service. 

Verd.  Good  iVIonficur  Cleremonl^  I  have  long  wifh'd 
To  be  known  better  to  you. 

Cler.  My  defires 
Embrace  your  wi flies,  Sir. 

Beaup.  Sir,  iVe  ever 
Efteem*d  you  truly  noble,  and  profefs 
I  fliould  have  been  moft  proud,  to've  had  the  Honour 
To  call  you  Brother,  but  my  Father's  plcafure 
Deny'd  that  Happinefs.     I  know  no  Man  lives. 
That  can  command  his  Paflions,  and  therefore 
Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  Language 
Y*  were  pleas'd  to  ufe  t'  my  Father  and  my  Sifter, 
He's  old  and  ftie  a  Woman,  I  moft  forry 
My  Honour  does  compel  me  to  entreat  you. 
To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  Sword  to  meet  me 
A  Mile  without  the  City. 

Din.  You  much  honour  me 
In  the  demand.  I'll  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beaup.  O  Sir  you  teach  me  what  to  fay  :  The  time? 

Din.  With  the  next  Sun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beaup.  The  Place.'' 

Din.     Near   to   the    Vineyard   Eaftward    from    the 
City. 

Beaup.  I  like  it  well ;  this  Gentleman,  if  you  pleafe. 
Will  keep  me  company. 

Cler.  That  is  agreed  on  ; 
And  in  my  Friend's  behalf  I  will  attend  him. 

yerd.  You  fliall  not  mifs  my  S'   •  ice. 

Beaup.  Good  day,  Gentlemen, 

[Exeunt  I   lupre,  and  Verdone. 

Din.  At  your  Commandment. 

Cler.  Proud  to  be  your  Servants 

I 
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(7J  I  think  there  is  no  Nation  under  Heav*n 
That  cut  their  Enemies  Throats  with  Compliment, 
And  fuch  fine  Tricks  as  we  do  :  If  you  have 
Any  few  Prayers  to  fxy,  this  Night  you  may 
Call  'em  to  mind  and  ufe  'em  \  for  mylelf. 
As  I  have  little  to  lofe,  my  care  is  lefs. 
So  *till  to  Morrow  Morning  I  bequeath  you 
To  your  Devotions  •,  and  thofe  paid,  but  ufe 
That  noble  Courage  1  iiave  feen,  and  we 
Shall  fight,  as  in  a  Caftle. 

Din.  Thou'rt  all  Honour, 
Thy  Refolution  would  Iteel  a  Coward, 
And  I  moft  fortunate  in  fuch  a  Friend ; 
All  tendernefs  and  nice  refpei5t  of  Woman 
Be  now  far  from  me.  Reputation  take 
A  full  PofTefTion  of  my  Heart,  and  prove 
Honour  the  firfl  place  holds,  the  lecond  Love. 

{Exeunh 


A  C  T    11.      S  C  E  N  E     L 

(8)  Enter  Lamira,  and  Charlotte. 

£.m.  Q  L  E  E  P  S  my  Lord  flill,  Charlotte  ? 

[^     Char,  Not  to  be  wak*d. 
B'your  Ladyfhip's  chearful  Looks  I  well  perceive 
That  this  Night  the  good  Lord  hath  been 

(7)  I  think  there  is  no  Nation  under  Heav'Ti, 

That  cut  their  Enemies  Throats  nvith  Compliment, 

And  fuch  fine  Tricks  as  ".ve  do  : ]        MoLicre  has  a  Scene 

built  upon  the  Politenefs  of  the  French  Duellers,  which  is  extremely 
like  this.  I  mention  it  not  as  fuppofing  that  excellent  Writer  to  have 
copy'd  from  our  Authors ;  but  to  fhew  how  admirably  the  latter 
drew  their  Charafters  ;  fince  in  the  Portraits  of  Frenchmen,  they  hit 
the  very  fame  mafterly  Strokes  with  the  greatell  Mailer  of  French 
Comedy . 

(8)  Enter  Lamira,  and  Charlotte.]  I  think  it  very  clear,  that  this 
is  the  Beginning  of  the  fecond  Aft  ;  for  a  whole  Night  is  palt  fince 
the  lalt  Scene,  and  (the  Players  feem  to  have  divided  the  Ads  at  the 
End  of  the  next  Scene,  onlv  to  mnke  them  of  a  more  equal  Length. 

Vol.  IV.  N  Ac 
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At  an  unufual  Service,  and  no  wonder 

If  he  refts  after  it.     Lam.  You're  very  bold. 

Char.  Your  Creature,   Madam,    and    when  you   arc 
pleas'd 
Sadnefs  to  me's  a  Stranger  ;  your  good  pardon 
If  1  fpeak  like  a  Fool,  1  could  have  wilht 
To  have  ta'en  your  place  to  Night,  had  bold  Dinant, 
Your  firft  and  moft  obfequious  Servant,  tailed 
Thofe  Delicates,  which  by  his  Lethargy, 
As  it  appears,  have  cloy'd  my  Lord. 

Lam.  No  more. 

Char.  I'm  filenc'd.  Madam. 

Lam.  Saw  you  my  Nurfe  this  Morning  ? 

Char.  No,  Madam. 

La?n.  I'm  full  of  Fears.  [Knock  within. 

Who's  that? 

Char.  She  you  enquir'd  for. 

Lam.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me.       {_Exit  Charlotte. 
Now  Nurfe,  what  News  ^ 

Enter  Nurfe, 

Nurfe.  O  Lady,  dreadful  ones. 
They  are  to  fight  this  Morning,  there's  no  remedy. 
I  faw  my  Lord  your  Brother,  and  Verdone^ 
Take  Horfe  as  I  came  by. 

Lam.  Where's  Cleremont  ? 

Nurfe.  I  met  him  too,  and  mounted. 

Lam.  Where's  Dinant  ? 

Nurfe.  There's  all  the  hope,  I've  flaid  him  with  a  trick, 
If  I  have  done  well  fo. 

Lam.  What  trick  ? 

Nurfe.  I  told  him, 
Your  Ladylhip  laid  your  Command  upon  him 
T'attend  you  prefently  ;  and  to  confirm  it. 
Gave  him  the  Ring  he  oft  hath  feen  you  wear. 
That  you  bcftow'd  on  me  :  He  waits  without 
Difguis'd,  and  if  you  have  that  power  in  him, 
As  I  prefume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
To  ft  ay  or  alter  him. 

l.a>n.  Have  you  learnt  the  Place 
A  Where 
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Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurfe,   Ves,  *cis  where 
The  Duke  of  Burgundy  met  Leims  th'  Eleventh. 

Lam.  Enough,    1  will  reward  thee  hberally, 

\_Exit  Nurfe. 
Go  bring  him  in  :  Full  dear  I  lov'd  Dinant, 
While  K  was  lawful,  but  thofe  Fires  are  quench'd, 
I  being  now  another's  ;  Truth  forgive  me. 
And  let  Dillimulation  be  no  Crime, 
Though  moft  unwillingly  I  put  it  on 
To  guard  a  Brother's  fafcty. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Now  your  pleafure, 
Though  ill  you  have  deferv*d  it,  you  perceive 
I'm  ftill  your  Fool,  and  cannot  bjt  cb:y 
Whatever  you  command. 

Lam.  You  fpeak,  as  if 
You  did  repent  it,  'tis  not  worth  my  thanks  then  ; 
But  there  has  been  a  time,  in  which  yju  would 
Receive  this  as  a  Favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 
Of  Recom pence. 

Lam.  Why  I  am  flill  Lamira, 
And  you  Dinant ^  and  'tis  yet  in  my  power, 
I  dare  not  fay  I'll  put  it  into  ad, 
T*  reward  your  Love  and  Service. 

Din.  There's  fome  comfort. 

Lam.  But  think  not  that  fo  low  I  prize  my  Fame, 
To  give  it  up  to  any  Man  that  refufes 
To  buy  it  j  or  with  danger  of  Performance 
Of  what  I  fhall  enjoin  him 

Din.  Name  that  Danger, 
Be't  of  what  horrid  fliape  foever,  Lady, 
Which  I  will  fhrink  atj  only  at  this  inllant 
Be  fpeedy  in't. 

Lam.  I'll  put  you  to  the  trial : 
You  (hall  not  fight  today  j  d'  you  dart  at  that? 
Not  with  my  Brother,   I  have  heard  your  difference. 
Mine  is  no  Hclen\  Beauty  to  be  purchas'd 

N  2  With 
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With  Blood,  and  fo  defended  ;  if  you  look  for 
Favours  from  me,  deferve  them  with  Obedience, 
There's  no  way  elfe  to  gain  'cm. 

Din.  You  command 
What  with  mine  Honour  I  cannot  obey 
Which  lies  at  Pawn  againft  it,  and  a  Friend 
Equally  dear  as  that,  or  Life,  engag'd. 
Not  for  himfelf,   but  me. 

Lam.  Why  foolifh  Man, 
Dare  you  follicit  me  to  ferve  your  Luft-, 
In  which  not  only  I  abufe  my  Lord, 
My  Father,  and  my  Family,  but  write  Whore, 
Though  not  upon  my  Forehead,  in  my  Confcience, 
To  be  ready  hourly,  and  yet  name  your  Honour  ? 
Yours  fuffers  but  in  circumftance  ;  mine  in  fubftance. 
If  you  obey  me,  you  part  with  fome  credit. 
From  whom.^  the  giddy  Multitude:  But  Mankind 
Will  cenfure  me,  and  juftly. 

Din.  I  will  lofe. 
What  moft  I  do  defire,  rather  than  hazard 
So  dear  a  Friend,  or  write  myfelf  a  Coward, 
'Tis  better  be  no  Man. 

Lajn.  This  will  not  do  ; 
Why,  I  defire  not  you  lliould  be  a  Coward, 
Nor  do  I  weigh  my  Brother's  Life  with  yours. 
Meet  him,  fight  with  him,  do,  and  kill  him  fairly. 
Let  me  not  fufFer  for  you,  I  am  carelefs. 
Din.  Suffer  for  me  ^ 
Lam.  For  you,  my  kindnefs  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a  Strumpet's  name. 
Din,  O  that  I  knew  the  Wretch ! 
Lam.  I  will  not  name  him. 
Nor  give  you  any  Charader  to  know  him  ; 
But  if  you  dare,  and  inflantly  ride  forth 
At  the  Weft  Port  of  the  City,  and  defend  there 
My  Reputation,  againft  ail  you  meet. 
For  two  hours  only,  TJl  not  fwear,  Dinant^ 
To  fatisfie,  though  fure  I  think  I  fhali. 
Whatever  you  defire  j  if  you  deny  this. 
Be  defperate,  for  willingly,  by  this  Light, 


I'll 
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ril  never  fee  thee  more. 

Din.  Two  hours,  do  you  fay  ? 

Lam.  Only  two  hours. 

Din.   I  were  no  Gentleman, 
Should  I  make  fcruple  of  it ;  this  Favour  arms  me, 
And  boldly  I'll  perform  it.  \Exit. 

Lam.  1  am  glad  on*t. 
This  will  prevent  their  Meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  Brother  fafe,  which  was  the  Mark  I  fhot  at.      \Exit. 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Cleremont,   as  in  the  Field. 

Cler.   I'm  firfl  i'th*  Field,  that  Honour's  gain'd  of  our 
fide. 
Pray  Heav'n  I  may  get  off  as  honourably  : 
The  hour  is  pad,  1  wonder  Dinant  comes  not. 
This  is  the  Place,  I  cannot  fee  him  yet ; 
It  is  his  Qi^iarrel  too  that  brought  me  hither. 
And  I  ne'er  knew  him  yet  but  to  his  Honour 
A  firm  and  worthy  Friend  ;  yet  I  fee  nothing. 
Nor  Horfe  nor  Man  ;  'twould  vex  me  to  be  left  here. 
To  th'  Mercy  of  two  Swords,  and  two  approv*d  ones, 
I  never  knew  him  lad. 

Enter  Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

Beaup.  You  are  well  met,  Cleremont. 

Verd.  You're  a  fair  Gentleman,  and  love  your  Friend, 
Sir. 
What,  are  you  ready  ?  th*  time  has  overta*en  us. 

Beaup.  And  this,  you  know,  the  Place. 

Cler.  No  Dinant  yet  ? 

Beaup.  We  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to  do  j 
We  wait  you.  Sir. 

Cler.  There's  no  time  part:  yet,  Gentlemen, 
We've  Day  enough  :  Is't  poffible  he  comes  not? 
You  fee  I'm  ready  here,  and  do  but  ftay 
Till  my  Friend  come  \  walk  but  a  turn  or  two, 
*Twill  not  be  long. 

N  3  Verd, 
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Verd.  We  came  to  fjghc. 
Cler.  Ye  fhall  fight.   Gentlemen, 
And  fight  enough  ;   but  a  fhort  turn  or  two  ; 
I  think  I  fee  him,  fet  up  your  Watch,   we'll  fight  by  it. 

Beaup.  That  is  not  he  j  we  will  not  be  deluded. 

Cler.  Am  I  bob*d  thus  ?  Pray  take  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco, 
Or  fing  but  fome  new  Air  i  by  that  time.  Gentlemen • 

Ferd.  Gome  draw  your  Sword,  you  know  the  Cuftom 
here,  Sir, 
Firll  come,  firft  ferv'd. 

Cler.  Though  it  be  held  a  Cuftom, 
And  pra(5tis'd  ?o,  I  do  not  hold  it  honeft ; 
What  Honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  finglc  ? 

Beaup.  Yield  up  your  Sword  then. 

Cler.   Yield  my  Sword  ?  that's  Hebrew ; 
I'll  be  firft  cut  a  pieces ;  hold  but  awhile, 
I'll  take  the  next  that  comes. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman, 

You're  an  old  Gentleman  ? 

Gent.  Yes  indeed  am  I,  Sir, 

Cler,  And  wear  no  Sword  ^ 

Gent.  I  need  none.  Sir. 

Cler.  I  would  you  did,  and  had  one  ; 
1  want  now  fuch  a  foolifti  Couftcfie. 
You  fee  thefe  Gentlemen } 

Gent.  You  want  a  Second. 
In  good  Faith,  Sir,  I  was  ne'er  handfom  at  it, 
I  would  you  had  my  Son,  but  he's  in  Itcdy^ 
A  proper  Gentleman  ;  you  may  do  well.  Gallants, 
If  your  Quarrel  be  not  capital,  to've  more  Mercy, 
The  Gentleman  may  do  his  Country- 

Cler.  Now  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
If  y'  dare  not  fight,  don't  ftay  to  beg  my  Pardon. 
There  lies  your  way, 

Gent.  Good-morrow,  Gentlemen.  [fe'Z* 

Ferd.  You  fee  your  Fortune, 
You'd  better  yield  your  Sword, 

Cler,  Pray  ye  ftay  a  little, 

Enter 
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Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Upon  mine  Honefty,  you  fhall  be  fought  with  ; 

Well,  Dinant.  well  j  thefe  wear  Swords,  and  Teem  brave 

Fellows. 
As  you  are  Gentlemen,  one  of  you  fupply  me, 
I  want  a  Second  now  to  meet  thtfe  Gallants, 
You  know  what  Honour  is. 

1  Gent.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us. 

We  go  about  the  fame  work,  you  are  ready  for  ; 
And  muft  fight  prefently,  elfe  we  were  your  Servants. 

2  Gent.  God  fpeed  you,  and  good  day. 

[Exeu?jt  Gentlemen, 

Cler.  Am  I  thus  colted  ? 

Beaup.  Come,  either  yield 

Cler,  As  you*re  honeft  Gentlemen, 
Stay  but  the  next,  and  then  I'll  take  my  Fortune, 

And  if  I  fight  not  like  a  Man Fy  Dinant, 

Cold  now  and  treacherous. 

Enter  Monfieur  La- writ,  within. 

La- writ.  I  underlland  your  Caufes. 
Yours  abjut  Corn,  yours  about  Pins  and  Glafle?, 
Will  y'  make  me  mad,  have  I  not  all  the  Parcels  ? 
And  his  Petition  too,  about  Bell-founding? 
Send  in  your  WitnelTes,  what  will  you  have  me  do? 
Will  you  have  me  break  my  Heart?  my  Brainsare  melted  ; 
And  tell  your  Mafter,  as  I  am  a  Gentleman, 
His  Caufe  fhall  be  the  firft  •,  commend  me  to  your  Miftrefs, 
And  tell  her,  if  there  be  an  extraordinary  Feather, 

And  tall  enough  for  her 1  fhall  difpatch  you  too, 

I  know  your  Caufe,   for  tranfporting  of  Farthingales ; 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I  fay  again  to  you, 
No  more  Vexation  :  Bid  my  WifefendmefomePuddingsj 
I  have  a  Caule  to  run  through,  requires  Puddings, 
Puddings  enough,     Farewel. 

Cler.  God  Ipeed  you.  Sir. 

Beaup.  Would  he  would  take  this  Fellow. 

Verd.   A  rare  Youth. 

C!er,  If  youben*t  hafty.  Sir. 

N  4  LavifrlU 
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La-writ,  Yes,   1  am  hally. 
Exceeding,  hally,  Sir,  I  am  going  to  the  Parliament, 
You  undcrftand  this  Bag,  it  you  have  any  Bufinefs 
Depending  there,   be  fhort,  and  let  me  hear  it. 
And  pay  your  Fees. 

Cler.  *Faith,  Sir,  I  have  a  Bufinefs, 
But  it  depends  upon  no  Parliament. 

LA-writ.  I  have  no  skill  in*tthen. 

Cler.  I  muft  defire  you, 
*Tis  a  Sword  matter,  Sir. 

La-writ.  I  am  no  Cutler, 
I  am  an  Advocate,  Sir. 

Beaup.  How  the  thing  looks  ? 

Verd.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight; 

Cler.  Be  not  fo  hafty. 
You  wear  a  good  Sword. 

La- writ.  I  know  not  that, 
I  never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a  Sword 

Cler.  I  muft  intreat  you  try.  Sir,  and  bear  a  part 
Againft  thefe  Gentlemen,  I  want  a  Second  ; 
Ye  feem  a  Man,  and  *tis  a  noble  Office. 

La-writ.  1  am  a  Lawyer,  Sir,  I  am  no  Fighter. 

Cler.  You  that  breed  Quarrels,  Sir,  know  beft  to  fatisfie!^ 

Beaup.  This  is  fome  fport  yet. 

Verd.  If  this  Fellow  ftiould  fight. 

La-writ.  And  for  any  thing  I  know,   I  am  an  arrant 
Coward, 
Do  not  truft  me,  I  think  I  am  a  Coward. 

Cler.  Try,  try,  you  are  miftaken :  Walk  on  Gentlemen, 
The  Man  fhall  follow  prefently. 

La-writ.  Are  ye  mad.   Gentleman  ? 
My  Bufinefs  is  within  this  half  hour. 

Cler.  That's  all  one, 
We'll  difpatch  within  this  quarter,  there  in  that  Bottom, 
'Tis  moft  convenient.  Gentlemen. 

Beaup.  Well,  we'll  wait,  Sir. 

Verd.  Why  this  will  be  a  comick  Fight,  you'll  follow. 

La-writ.  As  Pm  a  true  Man,  I  can't  fight. 

[Exeunt  Ecaupre  and  Verdone. 

Cler, 
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Cler.  (Away,  away  j ) 
I  know  you  can  :  I  like  your  Modefty, 
I  know  you  will  fight,  and  fo  fight,  with  fuch  Metal, 
And  with  fuch  Judgment  meet  your  Enemy's  Fury  ; 
I  fee  it  in  your  Eye,  Sir. 

La-writ.  I'll  be  hang'd  then  ; 
And  1  charge  you  in  the  King's  Name,  name  no  more 
fighting. 
Cler.  I  charge  you  in  the  King's  Name,  play  the  Man, 
Which  if  you  do  not  quickly,  1  begin  with  you, 
I'll  make  you  dance,  do  you  fee  your  Fiddleltick  ? 
Sweet  Advocate  thou  flialt  fight. 

Ln-writ.  Stand  farther.  Gentleman, 
Or  I'll  give  you  fuch  a  Dull  o'ch'  Chaps—— 

Cler.  Spoke  bravely. 
And  like  thyfelf,  a  noble  Advocate: 
Come  to  thy  Tools. 

La-writ.  I  do  not  fay  I'll  fight.  ""? 

Gler,  I  fay  thou  fhalt,  and  bravely. 
La-writ.  If  1  do  fight  ; 
I  fay,  if  I  do,  but  don't  depend  upon't. 
And  yet  I  have  a  foolilh  Itch  upon  me. 
What  fliall  become  of  my  Writings? 

Cler.  Let  'em  lye  by. 
They  will  not  run  away,  Man. 
La-writ.  I  may  be  killed  too. 
And  where  are  all  my  Caufes  then  ?  my  Bufinefs  ? 

I  will  not  fight,  I  cannot  fight,  my  Caufes 

Cler.  Thou  fhalt  fight,  if  thou  hadft  a  thoufand  Caules, 
Thou  art  a  Man  to  fight  for  any  Caufe, 
And  carry  it  with  Honour. 

La-writ.  Hum,  fay  you  fo?  if  I  fliould 
Be  fuch  a  Coxcomb  to  prove  valiant  now 
Cler.  I  know  thou  art  mofi:  valiant. 
La-writ.  D'  you  think  fo  ? 
I  am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  Co, 
I  tell  you  that,  my  honcft  Friend,  for  ever  ; 
For  I  fhall  re'er  leave  quarrelling. 
How  long  muft  we  fight  ?  for  I  cannot  ftay, 
Nor  will  not  ftay,  I've  Bufinefs. 

Cler, 


20  2       The  Little  French  Lawyer, 

Cler.  We'll  do*c  in  a  minute,  in  a  moment. 

La-writ.  Here  will  I  hang  my  Bag  then,  it  may  favc 
my  Belly, 
I  never  lov'd  cold  Iron  there. 

Cler.  You  do  wifely. 

La-writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  Sword  out  then,  quickly, 
quickly, 
'Thas  not  I'een  Sun  thefe  ten  Years. 

Cler.  How  it  grumbles  ? 
This  Sword  is  vengeance  Angry. 

La-writ.  Now  I'll  put  my  Hat  up, 
And  fay  my  Prayers  as  I  go  j  away  Boy, 
If  I  bekill'd  remember  the  little  Lawyer.  [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Beaupre. 

Beaup.  They're  both  come  on,  that  may  be  a  ftubborn 
Rafcal, 
Take  you  that  Ground, 

Enter  La-writ. 

I'll  ftay  here. 
Fight  bravely. 

La-writ.  To't  chearfully  my  Boys,  you'll  let's  have 
fair  play. 
None  of  your  foining  Tricks. 

Beaup.  Come  forward  Monfieur  ?  [Fight. 

"What  haft  thou  there?  a  Pudding  in  thy  Belly? 
I  fhall  fee  what  it  holds. 

La-writ.  Put  your  Spoon  home  then  : 
Nay,  fince  I  muft  fight,  have  at  you  without  Wit,  Sir: 
God-a-mercy  Bag.     Beaup.  Nothing  but  Bumbaft  in  ye  ? 
The  Rogue  winks  and  fights. 

La-writ.  Now  your  fine  fencing.  Sir: 

[Beaup.  lofes  his  Sword.  La-writ  treads  on  it. 
Stand  ofi\,  thou  dieft  on  point  elfe, 
I  have  it,  I  have  it:  Yet  further  off: 
I  have  his  Sword.  Cler.  Then  keep  if,  be  fure  you  keep  it. 

La-writ.  I'll  put  it  in  my  Mouth  elfe. 
Stand  further  off  yet,  and  ftand  quietly. 
And  look  another  way,  or  I'll  be  with  you: 

Is 
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Is  this  all?  I'll  undertake  within  thefe  two  days 
To  furnifh  any  Cutler  in  this  Kingdom. 

Beaup.  Pox,  what  Fortune's  this  ?  Difarm'd  by  a  Puppy  ? 
A  Snail  ?  a  Dog  ? 

La-writ.  No  more  o*  thefe  Words,  Gentleman, 
Sweet  Gentleman  no  more,  do  not  provoke  me  \ 
Go  walk  i'th'  Horfe-fair,  whiftle  Gentleman  ; 
What  muft  I  do  now  ? 

Enter  Cleremont,  piirfued  by  Verdone. 

Cler.  Help  me,  I'm  almoft  breathlefs. 

La-writ.  With  all  my  Heart,  there's  a  cold  Pye  for 
you.    Sir. 

Cler.  Thou  ftrik'ft  me,   Fool. 

La-writ.  Thou  Fool,  ftand  further  off  then. 
Deliver,  deliver. 

Cler.  Hold  faft. 

La-writ.  I  never  fail  in't, 
[^He  firikes  up  the  other's  Heels  ^  and  takes  his  Sword  too. 
There's  twelve  Pence,  go  buy  you  two  leaden  Daggers. 
Have  I  done  well .?    Cler.  Moft  like  a  Gentleman. 

Beaup.  And  we  two  bafcly  loft. 

Verd.  *ris  but  a  Fortune. 
We  fhall  yet  find  an  hour. 

[Exeunt  Beaupre  and  Veidone  fad. 

Cler.  I  fhall  be  glad  on't. 

La  writ.  Where's  my  Cloak,  and  my  Trinkets? 
Or  will  you  fight  any  longer,  for  a  cralh  or  two  : 

Cler.  I  am  your  noble  Friend,  Sir. 

La-writ.   It  may  be  fo. 

Cler.  What  Honour  fhall  I  do  you, 
For  this  great  Courtefie  ? 

La-writ.  All  I  defire  of  ye. 
Is  to  take  the  Quarrel  to  yourfelf,  and  let  me  hear  no 

more  on*c, 
I  have  no  liking  to't,  'tis  a  foolifli  matter. 
And  help  me  to  put  up  my  Sword. 

Cler.  Moft  willingly. 
But  lam  bound  to  gratifie  you,  and  I  muft  not  leave  you. 

jLa-writ,  I  tell  you,  I  will  not  be  gratified. 

Nor 
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Nor  I  will  hear  no  more  on't :  Take  the  Swords  too. 
And  do  not  anger  me  but  leave  me  quietly. 
For  th*  matter  of  Honour,  'tis  at  your  own  difpofure. 
And  fo,  and  fo.  \_Exit  La-writ. 

Cler.  This  is  a  mod  rare  Lawyer : 
I'm  fure  moft  valiant.  Well  D'lnant^  as  you  fatisfie  me, 
I  fay  no  more  :  I'm  loaden  like  an  Armorer. 

\Exit  Cleremont. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  To  be  difpatcht  upon  a  (leevelcfs  Errand  ? 
To  leave  my  Friend  engag'd,  mine  Honour  tainted  ? 
Thefe  are  trim  Things.    I  am  fet  here  like  a  Perdue, 
To  watch  a  Fellow  that  has  wrong'd  my  Miftrefs, 
A  fcurvy  Fellow  that  muft  pafs  this  way. 
But  what  this  fcurvy  Fellow  is,  or  whence. 
Or  whether  his  Name  be  IVilliam,  or  John, 
Or  Antony,  or  Dick,  or  any  thing,   I  know  not ; 
A  fcurvy  rafcalJy  Fellow  1  muft  aim  at. 
And  there's  the  Office  of  an  Afs  flung  on  me. 
Sure  Cleremont  has  fought,  but  how  come  off. 
And  what  the  World  fhall  think  of  me  hereafter  : 
Well,  Woman,  Woman,  I  muft  look  your  Rafcafs, 
And  lofe  my  Reputation  :  Ye've  a  fine  power  over  us. 
Thefe  two  long  hours  I've  trotted  here,  and  curioufly 
Survey'd  all  Goers  by,  yet  find  no  Rafcal, 
Nor  any  Face  to  quarrel  with  : 

La- writ /»^;  within,  then  Enters, 

What's  that  ? 

This  is  a  rafcal ly  Voice,  fure  it  comes  this  way. 

La-writ,  He  firook  fo  hard,  the  Bafon  broke. 
And  Tarquin  heard  the  Sound. 

Din.  (9)  What  Mifter-thing  isthis?  let  mc  furvey  it. 
La- writ.  And  then  he  firook  his  Neck  in  two. 

Din. 

(9)   What  Mz^tr-iWxng  is  this? ]      The  Idea  this  gave  was. 

What  Majier- piece  of  Oddity  have  lue  here  ?  But  Mr.  Sympfon  has  hit 
on  a  more  humourous  Reading;  What  Mifier- thing  is  this?  Mijier 
Wight  being  common  to  Spenfer  zndi  Chaucer.  I  am  far  from  approv- 
ing the  Infer  lion  of  obfole:e  Words  in  general  j    but  here,  where  La- 

fwrit 
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Din.  This  may  be  a  Rafcal,  but  'tis  a  mad  Rafcal, 
What  an  Alphabet  of  Faces  he  puts  on  ? 
Hey,  how  it  fences  P  if  this  fliould  be  the  Rogue, 

As  'tis  the  likeheft  Rogue  1  fee  this  Day- 

La-ivrit.  JVas  ccer  Man  for  Ladies  fake.?  doivn^  down. 
Dm.  And  what  are  you,  good  Sir?  down,  down,  down, 

down. 
La-writ.  What's  that  to  you,  good  Sir?  down,  down, 
'    Din.  A  pox  on  you,  good  Sir,  down,  down,  down. 
You  with  your  Buckram  Bag,  what  make  you  here  ? 
And  from  whence  come  you  ?    I  could  fight  with   my 
Shadow  now. 
La-writ.   Thou  fierce  Man  that  like  Sir  Lancelot  doft 
appear. 
I  need  not  tell  thee  what  I  am,  nor  eke  what  I  make  here. 

Din.This  is  a  precious  knave  ;  (lay,  (lay,  good  I'riflram^ 
And  let  mc  ask  thy  Mightinefs  a  Queftion  ; 
Did  ye  ne'er  abufe  a  Lady  ?     La-writ.    Not ;    to  abufe 
A  Lady's  very  hard.  Sir.     Din.  Say  you  fo,  Sir? 
But  didft  thou  never  yet  abufe  her  Honour  ? 

La-writ.  Not ;  to  abufe  her  Honour,  is  impoffible. 
Din.  Certain  this  is  the  Rafcal :  What's  thy  Name  ? 
La-writ.  My  Name  is  Cock  <?'  two,    (lo)  ufe  me  re- 
fpecflively, 
I  will  be  Cock  of  three  elfe.     Din.  What's  all  this? 
You  fay,  you  did  abufe  a  Lady.     La-writ    You  lie. 
Din.  And  that  you  wrong'd  her  Honour. 
La- writ.  That's  two  Lies, 
Speak  fuddenly,  for  I  am  full  of  Bufinefs. 

Din.  What  art  thou,  or  what  canft  thou  be,  thou  Pea- 
goofe, 
That  durft  give  me  the  Lie  thus  ?  thou  mak*(l  me  wonder. 
La-writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  make  all  things  plain. 

nvrit  is  talking  and  finging  Knight- Errantry,  a  Word  common  in  the 
Tales  of  Knight- Krrnnts  is  certainly  natural  and  obvious.  \\  the  ex- 
cellent GlofTary  to  Urrf%  Chaucer,  Mifier^  from  the  French  Mejiier, 
a  ProfcJJlon  or  Trade.  Hence  it  is  Ub'd  for  any  Jcrt,  kind,  or  ton- 
dition;  ?Li  Mijler  folk  kind  of  Men,  &c, 

(ic)  ufe  ?ne  rerpefllvcly,]  Here  r^^^-.^-'Wy  is  fynonymous 

to  refpefl/u/h.     We  never,  I  believe,  now  ule  it  in  that  SivS^. 

Din, 
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Din.  You  muft  not  part  fo,  Sir  ;  art  thou  a  Gentleman  ? 

La-ivrit.  Ask  thofe  upon  whofe  Ruins  I  am  mounted 

Difi.  This  is  fome  Cavalero  Knight  o'th*  Sun. 

La-writ.  I  tdl  thee  I  am  as  good  a  Gentleman 
As  th'  Duke  ; 
I  have  atchievM go  follow  thy  Bufinefs. 

Din.  But  for  this  Lady,  Sir 

La-writ.  Why,  hang  this  Lady,  Sir,  [Ladies  ? 

And  the  Lady  Mother  too,  Sir,  what  have  I  to  do  with 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Ckr.  *Tis  the  little  Lawyer's  Voice  :    Has  he  got  my 

way  ? 
It  fliould  be  hereabouts. 
Bin.  Ye  dry  Bisket  Rogue, 

I  will  fo  fwinge  you  for  this  Blafphemy • 

Ha'  I  found  you  out  ? 

Cler.  That  fhould  be  Dinant's  Tongue  too. 
La-writ.  And  I  defie  thee,  do  thy  worft :    O  bo  quotb 
Lancelot  tho. 
And  that  thou  (halt  know,  Tm  a  true  Gentleman, 
And  fpeak  according  to  the  Phrafe  triumphant  ; 
Thy  Lady  is  a  fcurvy  Lady,  and  a  fhitten  Lady, 
And  though  I  never  heard  of  her,  a  debolhed  Lady, 
And  thou  a  Squire  of  low  degree  ;  will  that  content  thee? 
Doft  thou  way-lay  me  with  Ladies  ?  A  pretty  Sword,  Sir, 
A  very  pretty  Sword,  I  have  a  great  mind  to't. 
Din.  You  fliall  not  lofe  your  longing,  Rogue; 
Cler.  Hold,  hold. 
Hold,  Dinant^  as  thou  art  a  Gentleman. 

La-writ.  As  much  as  you  will,  my  Hand  is  in  now. 
C/er.  I  am  your  Friend,  Sir  :   Dinanty  you  draw  your 
Sword 
Upon  the  Gentleman  prcferv'd  your  Honour : 
This  was  my  Second,  and  did  back  me  nobly; 
For  fhame  forbear. 

Din.  I  ask  your  Mercy,  Sir,  and  am  your  Servant  now. 
La-writ.  May  we  not  fight  then  ? 
Qer,  Vm  fure  you  (hall  not  now. 

Lazvjit, 
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La-writ.  I'm  lorry  for't,  Vm   fure  I'll  (lay  no  longer 
then, 
Not  a  Jot  longer :  Are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore  ? 
I  will  fmg  ftil).  Sir.  {^Exit  La-writ,  jhiging. 

Din.  1  look  now  you  fhould  chide  me,  and 'tis  he. 
And  with  much  bitternefs  exprels  your  Anger, 
I  have  defcrv'd  :  Yet  when  you  know 

Cter.  I  thank  ye, 
Do  you  think  that  the  wrong  you  have  offcr'd  me. 
The  mod  unmanly  wrong,   unfriendly  wrong* • 

Din.  I  do  contefs 


Ckr.  That  Boyifh  Slight 

Din.  Not  fo.  Sir. 

Cler.  I'hat  poor  and  bafe  renouncing  of  your  Honour, 
Can  be  allay*d  with  Words? 

Din.  I  give  you  way  ftill. 

Cler.  Colour'd  with  fmooth  Excufes?  Was  it  a  Friend's 
parr, 
A  Gentleman's,  a  Man's  that  wears  a  Sword, 
And  ftand  upon  the  point  of  Reputation, 
To  hide  his  Head  then,  when  his  Honour  call'd  him  ; 
Cail'd  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  Fortune  ? 
To  halt  and  flip  the  Collar  ?  By  my  Life, 
I  wou'd  have  giv'n  my  Life  I'd  never  known  thee, 
Thou'ft  eaten  Canker-like  into  my  Judgment 
With  this  difgrace,  thy  whole  Life  cannot  heal  again. 

Din.  This  J  can  fuffcr  too,  I  find  it  honeit. 

Cler.  Can  you  pretend  a  'fcufe  now  may  abfolve  you, 
Or  any  thing  like  honefl",  to  bring  you  off? 
Engage  me  like  an  Afs? 

Din.  Will  you  but  hear  me  ? 

Cler.  Expole  me  like  a  Jade  to  tug,  and  hale  through, 
Laugh'd  at,  and  almoil  hooted  ;  your  Difgraces 
Invire  Mens  Swords  and  Angers  to  difpatch  me. 

Din.  If  you  will  be  patient. 

Cler,  And  be  abus'd  ftill :    But  that  I've  call'd  thee 
Friend, 
And  to  that  Name  allow  a  Sanc^ary, 
You  fhould  h'.ar  furthrr  from  me,   I'd  not  talk  thus : 
But  henceforth  fland  on  your  own  Bottom,  Sir, 

And 
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And  bear  your  own  abufes,  I  fcorn  my  Sword 
Should  travel  in  fo  poor  and  empty  Quarrels. 

Din,  Ha*  you  done  yet  ?   take  your  whole  fwingc  of 
Anger, 
V\\  bear  all  with  content. 

Cler,  Why  were  you  abfent  ? 

Din.  You  know  1  am  no  Coward,  you  have  feen  that. 
And  therefore,  out  of  Fear  forfook  you  not : 
You  know  I  am  not  falfe,  of  a  treacherous  Nature, 
Apt  to  betray  my  Friend,  1  have  fought  for  you  too  ; 
You  know  no  bufinefs,  that  concern'd  my  State, 
My  Kindred,  or  my  Life. 

Cler.  Where  was  the  Fault  then  ? 

Din.  The  Honour  of  that  Lady  I  adore. 
Her  Credit,  and  her  Name  :  Ye  know  fhe  fent  for  me, 
And  with  what  hafte. 

Cler.  What  was  he  that  traduc'd  ? 

Din.  The  Man  i*th*  Moon,  I  think,  hither  I  was  fent. 
But  to  what  end 

Enter  old  Lady. 

Cler.  This  is  a  pretty  Flim-flam. 

Old  Lady.  I  am  glad  I  have  met  you.  Sir,  I  have  been 
feeking. 
And  feeking  every  where. 

Cler.  And  now  you  have  found  him. 
Declare  what  bufinefs,  (i  i  j  old  Ambafliador. 

Old  Lady.V^h^i's  that  to  ye,  good  Man  Flouter  ?  O,  Sir, 
my  Lady 

Din,  Prithee  no  more  of  thy  Lady,  I  have  too  much 
on't. 

Cler.  Let  me  have  a  little,  fpeak  to  me. 

Old  Lady.  To  you.  Sir  } 
'Tis  more  than  time  ;  All  occafions  fet  afide.  Sir, 
Or  whatfoever  may  be  thought  a  Bufinefs- 

Din.  What  then  ? 

(,i)  our  Amhajfador^  Mr.  Sympfon  thinks  this  might  pro- 
bably be  old  Amhaffador.,  and  then  there's  a  Itrong  Reafon  for  her  call- 
ing him  Flouter.  It  is  certain!)'  an  Improvement,  and  bids  fair  for 
having  been  the  Original. 

Old  Lady. 
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Old  Lady.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour, 

CUr.  Wiiere  ? 

Old  Lady.  What's  that  to  you  ?  come  you,  Sir,  when 
y'are  fenc  for. 

Cler.  God-a-mercy  Miunpfimus^ 
You  may  go  Dinant^  and  foi-low  this  old  Fairy, 
Till  you  have  loft  yourfelf,  your  Friends,  your  Credit, 
(1  2)  And  honey  out  your  Youth  in  rare  Adventures, 
I  can  but  grieve  Fve  known  you. 

Old  Lady.  Will  ye  go,  Sir  ? 
I  come  not  often  to  you  with  thefe  Blcfilngs, 
You  may  believe  that  thing  there,  and  repent  it. 
That  dogged  thing. 

Cler.  Peace,  Touchwood. 

Din.   I  will  not  go: 
Go  bid  your  Lady  ieek  feme  Fool  to  fliwn  on  her. 
Some  unexpcrienc'd  Puppy  to  make  fport  with, 
IVe  been  her  Mirth  too  long ;  thus  I  fhake  from  me 
The  Fetters  flie  put  on,  thus  her  Enchantments 
I  blow  away  like  Wind,  no  more  her  Beauty        ■ 

Old  Lady.  Take  heed.  Sir,  what  you  fay. 

Cler.  Go  forward,  Dinant. 

Din.  The  Charms  (hot  from  her  Eyes • 

Old  Lady.  Be  wife. 

Cler.  Be  valiant.  [deftruftions 

Din.  That  Tongue  that  tells  fair  Talcs  to  Mens 
(13)  Shall  never  rack  me  more. 

(12)  Andhwnt^iwzy your  y'outh  in  rare  ■Adventures,']  I  have  re- 
ftor'd  the  Reading  of  the  old  Folio  here.  To  honey  out  his  Touth^  i; 
cxcremely  poetical,  for  'wajling  it  in  the  falling  Siueets  of  unlaivful 
Love:  But  the  fecond  Folio  (having  now  loft  the  judicious  Correftor 
it  had  in  The  Falfe  One)  difcards  this  fine  Metaphor  as  unintelligible  ; 
and  the  Oftavo  here  again  unluckily  begins  to  copy  from  it, 

(13)  Shall  never  rack  me  more.']  Rack,  i.e.  torment,  is  certainly 
good  Senl'e  here,  and  I  therefore  don't  change  ir,  tho'  ^vrack,  the  old 
way  of  fpelling  ourffi,  i.  e.  Ship-ivreck,  feems  much  more  poetical: 
For  his  Honour,  by  her  Devices,  had  juft  before  been  ivrack' .1,  which 
Dinant  a  little  lower  exprcffes  by  the  fame  Metaphor. 

'  like  a  hold  Merchant, 

.  ■  I'me  'ventur  d  all  thefe f 

./.  e.  Time,  Friends,  Honour  and  Life. 

And  fplit  my   Bottom. 
This  Confirmttion  occurr'd  after  the  Conjci^ure  icfelf. 

Vol.  IV.  O  Old  Lady, 
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Old  Lady.  Stay  there.     Cler.  Go  forward. 

Din.  I  will  now  hear  her,  lie  her  as  a  Woman, 
Survey  her,  (14)  and  the  Power  Man  has  allow'd  her. 
As  I  would  do  the  Cuurfe  of  common  things, 
Unmov'd,   unflruck. 

Clcr.  Hold  there,  and  I  forgive  thee. 

Din.  She  is  not  fair,  and  that  that  makes  her  proud» 
Is  not  her  own,  our  Eyes  beftow  it  on  her  j 
To  touch  and  kifs  her  is  no  Blefiednefs, 
A  Sun-burnt  Ethiop*s  Lip*s  as  foft  as  hers. 
Go,  bid  her  flick  fome  other  Triumph  up. 
And  take  into  her  Favour  fome  dull  Fool, 
That  has  no  precious  Time  to  lofe,  no  Friends, 
No  Honour,  nor  no  Life  ;  like  a  bold  Merchant, 
A  bold  and  Bankrupt  Man,  I've  ventur'd  all  thefe. 
And  fplit  my  Bottom  ;  return  this  anfwer  to  her, 
1  am  awake  again  and  fee  her  Mifchiefs, 
(15)  And  am  not  now  on  every  idle  Errand, 
And  new-coin*d  Anger,  to  be  hurried. 
And  then  defpis'd  again  ;  1  have  forgot  her. 

Cler.  If  this  be  true 

Old  Lady.  I'm  forry  I  have  troubled  you; 
More  ibrry  that  my  Lady  has  adventur*d 
So  great  a  Favour  in  fo  weak  a  Mind : 
This  Hour  you  have  refused,    that  when  you  come  to 

know  it, 
Will  run  you  mad,  and  make  you  curfe  that  Fellow  ; 
She  is  not  fair,  nor  handfome,  fo  I  leave  you. 

Cler.  Stay,  Lady,  flay,  but  is  there  fuch  a  Bufinefs  ? 

Old  Lady.  You'd- break  your  Neck,  'twere  yours. 

(14)  ^——andthtPonuer  Man  has  alloiu^d,^vc,'\  Former  Editions. 

(15)  And  am  not  now  on  every  idle  Errand^ 
And  ne'w-cohi'd  Anger,   to  be  hurried. 

And  then  dcj'pis'd  again  ;  ]  Mr.  Sympfon  fufpefts  the  Word 
hurried,  zs  making  no  Antithefis  to  defpis'd,  and  tlierefore  propoles  to 
read  honeyed,  a  Word  common  to  our  Authort.  But  as  Dinant  had 
i'jrt  before  been  hurried  on  an  idle  Errand,  and  a  netV'Coind  Ar.ger, 
I  fee  no  fort  of  Rcafon  for  the  Change  :  Perhaps,  indeed,  Auger  might 
hru-e  been  Danger,  becaufe  it  was  che  Pretence  of  that  which  had  in- 
duced him  to  go  of  her  former  Errand  ;  but  neither  is  chi»  Change 
neccffary. 

Cler. 
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Cler.  My  Back,  you  would  fay. 

Old  Lady.  But  play  the  Friend's  part  ftill,   Sir,  anj 
undo  him, 
'Tis  a  fair  Office. 

Din.  I've  fpoketoo  liberally. 

Old  Lady.  1  fhall  deliver  what  you  fay. 

Chr.  You  Ihall  be  hang'd  firfl:, 
You'd  h'm  be  prating  now  \  take  the  Man  with  you^ 

Old  Lady,  Not  I,  I  have  no  Power. 

Cler.  You  may  go,  Dinant. 

Old  Lady.  'Tis  in's  own  Will,  I  had  no  further  charge. 
Sir, 
Than  t'  tell  him  what  I  did,  which  if  I'd  thought 
It  fliould  have  been  receiv*d  fo 

Cler.  'Faith  you  may. 
You  do  not  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 
If  I  pcrceiv'd  any  Trick  in't. 

Bin.  '  Twill  end  there. 

Cler.  *Tis  my  fault  then,    there  is  an  Hour  in  Fortune, 
That  mull  be  ftill  obferv'd  :  You  think  I'll  chide  you, 
When  things  muft  be  ;  nay,  fee,  an  he  will  hold  his  Head  up  ? 
Would  fuch  a  Lady  fend  with  fuch  a  charge  too  ? 
Say  fhe  has  plaid  the  fool,  play  the  fool  with  her  agairij 
The  great  Fool,  and  the  greater  ftill  the  better. 
He  fhall  go  with  you,   Woman. 

Old  Lady.   As  it  pleafe  him, 
I  know  the  way  alone  elfe. 

Din.  Where  is  your  Lady  ? 

Old  Lady.   I  (hall  direct  you  quickly. 

Din,  Well,  I'll  go. 
But  what  her  Wrongs  will  give  me  leave  to  fay. 

Cler.  We'll  leave  that  to  yourfelves ;  I  fhail  hear  from  you. 

Din.  As  foon  as  I  come  off 

Cler.  Come  on  then  bravely  ; 
Farewcl  'till  then,  and  play  the  Man. 

Din.  You're  merry  •, 
All  I  cxpe(5t  is  Scorn  :  I'll  lead  you,  Lady. 

\^Exeunt  fever  ally\ 


O  2  ACT 
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ACT     III.     SCENE     I. 

Enter  Champernel,  Lamira,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
and  Charlotte. 

Beaup,^'\T E'll  venture  on  him. 

Y^Y       Champ.  Out  of  my  Doors  I  charge  thee, 
fee  me  no  more. 

Lam.  Your  Nephew  ? 

Champ.  I  difclaim  him, 
He  has  no  part  in  me,  nor  in  my  Blood, 
My  Brother  that  kept  Fortune  bound,  and  left 
Conqueft  Hereditary  to  his  IlTue, 
Could  not  beget  a  Coward. 

Verd.  I  fought,  Sir, 
Like  a  good  Fellow,  and  a  Soldier  too, 
But  Men  are  Men,  and  cannot  make  their  Fates : 
Afcribe  you  to  my  Father  what  you  pleafe. 
I  am  born  to  fuffer. 

Champ.  All  Difgraccs,  Wretch. 

Lam.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

Champ.  Was  there  no  Tree, 
(For  to  fall  by  a  noble  Enemy's  Sword, 
A  Coward  is  unworthy)  nor  (16)  no  River, 
To  force  thy  Life  out  backward,  and  to  drown  k 
But  that  thou  muft  furvive  thy  Infamy  ? 
And  kill  me  with  the  fight  of  one  I  hate. 
And  gladly  would  forget  ^ 

Beaup.  Sir,  his  Misrortune 
Deferves  not  this  Reproof. 

Champ.  In  your  Opinion, 
'Tis  fit  you  two  fhould  be  of  one  Belief,. 
You  are  indeed  fine  Gallants,  and  fight  bravely 
Tth'  City  with  your  Tongues,  but  in  the  Field 
Have  neither  Spirit  to  dare,  nor  Power  to  do, 

^j^)   .~  fio]  River, 

^0  force  thy  Life  out  backwoard,  or  to  droivn  // ]  The  Dif- 
iiiftflive  or  is  furcly  improper  here  ;  for  forcing  Life  out  backixjard  is 
«nly  an  exceedingly  droll  Dtfcription  oi  drovjningt 

Your 
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Your  Swords  arc  all  Lead  there. 

Eeaup.  I  know  no  Duty, 
(However  you  may  wreak  your  Spleen  on  him,) 
That  binds  me  to  endure  this. 

Champ,  From  Dinaut 
You'll  I'uffer  more  •,  that  ever  curfed  I, 
Should  give  my  Honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  fuch  a  thing  as  he  is  ;  or  my  Lady, 
(17)  That  is  all-innocent,  for  whom  a  Dove  would 
AfTume  the  Courage  of  a  daring  Eagle, 
Repofe  her  Confidence  in  one  that  can 
No  better  guard  her.     In  contempt  of  you 
I  love  Binant^  mine  Enemy,  nay  admire  him. 
His  Valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  Juftice, 
He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a  Caufe  not  honcft 
His  Sword  edg'd  with  defence  of  Right  and  Honour, 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  Lightning,  with  that  fpced  too. 
And  kill  as  deadly. 

Verd.  You  are  as  far  from  Juftice, 
In  him  you  praife,  as  Equity  in  the  cenfure 
You  load  me  with. 

Beaup.   Dinant  ?  He  durft  not  meet  us. 

Lam.  How  ?  Durll  not.  Brother  ? 

Beaup.  Durft:  not,  I  repeat  it. 

Verd.  Nor  was  it  Cleremont\  Valour  that  difarm'd  us, 
I  had  the  better  of  him  ;  for  Dinant., 
If  that  might  make  my  Peace  with  you,  I  dare 
Write  him  a  Coward  upon  every  Poft, 
And  with  the  hazard  of  my  Life  defend  it. 

Lam.  If  'twere  laid  at  the  Stake  you'd  lofe  it,  Nephew. 

Champ,  Came  he  not,  fay  you  ? 

Verd.  No,   but  in  his  room 
There  was  a  Devil,  hir'd  from  fome  Magiciarj 
I'th'  ftiape  of  an  Attorney. 

Beaup.  'Twas  he  did  it. 

Verd.  And  his  the  Honour. 

(17)  That  is  all  Innocent, ]     All-innocent  is   poetical,  but 

from  no  Hyphen  being  added  in  the  tormer  Editions,  and  Innocent 
being  wrote  with  a  great  Letter,  perliaps  the  true  Reading  may  be, 
all  Innocence, 

O  3  Beaup, 
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Beatip.  I  could  wifh  Dinani- 


But  what  talk  I  of  one  that  rtept  afide, 
And  durft  not  come  ? 

La7n.  l*m  fuch  a  Friend  to  Truth, 
I  cannot  hear  this :   Why  do  you  detract 
Thus  poorly  (.1  fliouid  fay  to  others,  bafely) 
From  one  of  fuch  approv*d  Worth? 
Uxirnp.  Ha  !  How's  this  ? 
Lam.  From  one  fo  excellent  in  all  that's  Noble, 
\\niofe  only  Wcaknefs  is  excefs  of  Courage  ? 
That  knows  no  Enemies,  that  he  cannot  mafter. 
But  his  Affedlions,  and  in  them,  the  worft 
His  Love  to  mc. 
Champ.  To  you  ? 
La7n.  Yes,  Sir,  to  me, 
I  dare  (for  what  is  that  which  Innocence  dares  not) 
To  you  profefs  it ;  and  he  iliun'd  not  the  Combat 
For  fear  or  doubt  of  thefe  :   Blufh  and  repent. 
That  you  in  Thought  e'er  did  that  Wrong  to  Valour. 
Beaup.  Why,  this  is  rare. 
Champ.  'Foie  Heav'n,  exceeding  rare  ; 
Why  moded  f  .ady,  you  that  fing  fuch  Encomiums 

Of  your  firfl  Suitor 

Veyd.  How  can  ye  convince  us 
In  your  Reports  ? 

Lam.  With  what  you  cannot  anfwer, 
'Twas  my  Command  that  (laid  him. 
Champ.  Your  Command .'' 

Lam.    Mine,  Sir,  and  had  my  W^ill  rank*d  with  my 
Power, 
And  his  Obedience,  I  could  have  fent  him 
With  more  eafe,  weaponlefs  to  you,  and  bound. 
Than  've  kept  him  back,  fo  well  he  loves  his  Honour 
Bvyond  his  Life. 

Champ.  Better  and  better  flill. 
Lam.  1  v^Tought  with  him  in  private,  to  divert  him 
From  your  affur'd  Deftrudion,  had  he  met  you. 
Champ.  In  private  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us'd  all  Arts,  all  Charms 
Of  one  that  knev;  herfelf  the  abfolute  Miftrefs 

Of 
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OF  all  his  Faculties. 

Champ.  Gave  all  Rewards  too 
His  Service  could  delerve  ;  did  not  he  take 
The  meafure  of  my  Sheets? 

Lam.  Do  not  look  Yellow, 
I*ve  caufe  to  fpeak  ;  Frowns  cannot  fright  me,  Sir. 
By  all  my  Hopes,  as  I  am  Ipotlefs  to  you, 
It  I  reft  once  affur'd  you  do  but  doubt  me. 
Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave  me— 

Champ.  What  then  ? 

Lam.  I'll  not  alone  abufe  your  Bed,  that's  nothing. 
But  to  your  more  Vexation,  'tis  refolv'd  on, 
I'll  run  away,  and  then  try  if  Dhiant 
Have  Courage  to  defend  me. 

Champ.  Impudent ! 

Verd.  And  on  the  fudden 

Beaup.  How  are  ye  transform'd 
From  what  you  were  ? 

Lam.  I  was  an  innocent  Virgin, 
And  I  can  truly  fwear,  a  Wife  as  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  Husband,  and  will  die  (o^ 
Let  me  live  unfufpeded,  I'm  no  Servant, 
Nor  will  be  us'd  like  one  :   If  you  dcfire 
To  keep  me  conftant  as  I  would  be,  let 
Trufb  and  Belief  in  you  beget  and  nurfe  it ; 
UnnecelTary  Jealoufies  make  more  Whores 
Than  ail  Baits  elfe  laid  to  entrap  our  Frailties. 

Beaup.  There's  no  conterting  with  her,  from  a  Child 
Once  mov'd,  fhe  hardly  was  to  be  appeas'd. 
Yet  I  dare  fwear  her  honed. 

Champ.  So  I  think  too, 
On  better  Judgment :  I  am  no  lulian. 
To  lock  her  up :  Nor  would  I  be  a  Dutchman^ 
To  have  my  Wife  my  Sovereign,  to  command  me  : 
I'll  try  the  gentler  way,  but  if  that  fail, 
Believe  it.  Sir,  there's  nothing  butcxtreams 
Which  flie  mult  feel  from  me. 

Beaup.  That  as  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Char.    You've  won  the  Breeches,  Madam,    look   up 
fweetly, 

O  4  My 
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My  Lord  limps  tow'rd  you. 

I^am.  You  will  learn  more  Manners. 
Char.  This  is  a  Fee,  for  Counlcl  that's  unask'd  for. 
Champ.    Come,  I  miftook  thee.  Sweet,   prithee  for- 
give me, 
I  never  will  be  jealous:  Ere  I  cherifh' 
Such  a  mechanick  Humour,  I'll  be  nothing  ; 
I'll  fay,  Dinard  is  all  that  thou  would'ft  have  him, 
Will  thatfuffice? 
Lam.  'Tis  well,  Sir. 
Champ.  Ufe  thy  freedom 
Uncheck'd,  and  unobferv'd,  if  thou  wilt  have  if, 
'J'hefe  (hall  forgpt  their  Honour,  I  my  Wrongs. 
We'll  all  dote  on  him,  Hell  be  my  Reward 
If  I  difiemble. 

Lam.  And  that  Hell  take  me 
If  I  al-Fea  him,  he's  a  luftful  Villain, 
But  yet  no  Coward,  and  follicits  me 
To  my  Diflionour,  that's  indeed  a  Quarrel, 
And  truly  mine,  which  I  will  fo  revenge. 
As  it  fhall  fright  fuch  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  Adulterers. 

Champ.  Ufe  thine  own  ways, 
I  give  up  all  to  thee. 

Beaup.  O  Women,  Women ! 
When  you  are  pleas'd  you  are  the  leaft  of  Evils. 

Ferd.    I'll  rhime  to't  i    But  provok'd,    the  worft  of 
Devils.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Mcnfieur  Sampfon,  and  three  Clients, 

'  Samp.  I  know  Monfieur  La-writ. 

1  Cli.  Would  he  knew  himfelf.  Sir. 

Samp.  He  was  a  pretty  Lawyer,  a  kind  of  a  pretty 
Lawyer, 
Of  a  kind  of  an  unable  thing. 

2  CU.  A  fine  Lawyer,   Sir, 

And  would  have  firk'd  you  up  a  bufinefs, 
And  out  of  this  Court  into  that. 

Samp.  Ye  are  too  forward, 
Not  fo  fine,  mv  Friends,  fcmsthing  he  could  have  done, 

Buc 
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But  fliort,  (hort. 

I  Cli.  I  know  your  Worfhip's  Favour, 
You're  Nephew  to  the  Judge,  Sir. 

Sanip.  It  may  be  fo, 
And  fomething  may  be  done,  without  trotting  i*th'  Dirt, 

Friends ; 
It  may  be  I  can  take  him  in  his  Chamber, 
And  have  an  hour's  talk,    it  may  be  lb, 
And  tell  him  that  in's  Ear  -,  there  are  I'uch  courtefies; 
I  will  not  fay,  1  can. 

3  Cli.  We  know  you  can,  Sir. 

Sa7np.  Peradventure  ay,  peradventure  no  ?  But  whereas 
La-ivrit  ? 
Where's  your  fufficient  Lawyer? 

I  Cli.  He's  blown  up.  Sir. 

1  Cli.  Run  mad,  and  quarrels  with  the  Dog  he  meets ; 
He  is  no  Lawyer  of  this  World  now. 

Sainp.  Your  Reafon  ? 
Is  he  Defundt  ?  Is  he  Dead  ? 

2  Cli.  No,  he's  not  dead  yet,  Sir ; 

But  I  would  be  loth  to  take  a  leafc  on's  Life  for  two  hours  : 
Alas,  he  is  pofTeil,  Sir,  with  the  Spirit  of  Fighting, 
And  quarrels  with  all  People  j  but  how  he  came  to  it  — 

Samp.  If  he  fight  well  and  like  a  Gentleman, 
The  Man  may  fight,  for  'tis  a  lawful  Calling, 
Look  you,  my  Friends,  I  am  a  civil  Gentleman, 
And  my  Lord  my  Uncle  loves  me. 

3  Cli.  We  all  know  it.  Sir. 

Saiiip.  I  think  he  does,  Sir,  I  have  bufinefs  too,  much 
bufinefs, 
Turn  you  fome  forty  or  fifty  Caufes  in  a  Week ; 
Yet  when  I  get  an  hour  of  vacancy, 
I  can  fight  too,  my  Friends,  a  little  does  well, 
I  would  be  loath  to  learn  to  fight. 
I  Cli.  But  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir, 
His  fighting  has  negleded  all  our  Bufinefs. 
We  are  undone,  our  Caufes  call  away.  Sir, 
His  not  appearance. 

Samp.  There  he  fought  too  long, 
A  little  and  fight  well,  he  fought  too  long  indeed  Friends; 

But 
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But  ne'erthelefs  things  mud  be  as  they  may, 
And  there  be  ways 


i  C/;.  We  know,  Sir,  if  you  pleafc 

Samp.  Something  I'll  do  ;  Go  rally  up  your  Caufcs. 

Enter  La- writ,  and  a  Gentleman^  at  the  Door. 

1  Cli.  Now  you  may  behold,  Sir, 
And  be  a  Witnefs,  whether  we  lie  or  no. 

La-writ.  I'll  meet  you  at   the  Ordinary,    fweet  Gen- 
tlemen, 
And  if  ti.ere  be  a  Wench  or  two 

Gent.  We'll  have  *em. 

La-writ:  No  handling  any  Duels  before  I  come, 
Wc'l!  have  no  going  elft,  I  hate  a  Coward. 

Ger.t    There  ihal!  be  nothing  done. 

Lu-^ru    ^Vii.kc- uil  the  Quarrels 
You  cat.  dcvilt  bttbre  I  come,  aad  let's  all  fight. 
The- tr's  no  fport  elfe. 

Gent    We*ll  iee  what  may  be  done.  Sir. 

1  Cii.  Ha  ;  Mo'ifieur  La-writ. 

La-wti\  Bufflcd  in  way  of  Bufinefs, 
My  Caufes.  caft  away.  Judgment  againft  us.^ 
Why  there  it  goes. 

I'cii.  What  (hall  we  do  the  whilft.  Sir? 

La  writ.  B.eed  new  DifTenfions,  go  hang  yourfelves, 
*Tis  all  one  to  me :  1  have  a  new  trade  of  Living. 

I  Cli.  Do  you  hear  what  he  fays,  Sir? 

Samp.  The  Gentleman  fpeaks  finely. 

La-writ.  Will  any  of  you  fight?   Fighting's  my  Oc- 
cupation 
If  you  find  yourfelves  aggriev'd. 

Samp.  A  compleat  Gentleman. 

La-writ.  Avant  thou  buckram  Budget  of  Petitions, 
(i8)  Thou  Splitter  of  lame  Caufes ;  I  lament  for  thee, 

(i8)  7hou  {'piti\e  of  lame  Cart/es  ;  —  ]  To  call  a  Pctiy-fogger  a 
Perfon  fpit  out  of  lame  Caufes  (eems  very  ftiff,  and  the  common  Cant 
Term  Splitter  is  fo  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  that  there  can  be 
little  Doubt  of  its  being  the  Original.  There  are  few  Charafters, 
either  in  Shake/pear ^  John/on,  or  Metier e,  that  furpafs  Lu-ivrit  in 
eomick  Humour. 

And 
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And  till  Revenge  be  taken——' 

Samp.  *Tis  mod  excellent. 

La-zuriL  There,  every  Man  chufe  his  Paper,  and  his 
Place. 
JMl  anfwer  ye  all,  I'll  negled  no  Man's  Burinefs, 
But  h'  fliall  have  fatisfaiflion  like  a  Gentleman, 
The  Judge  may  do  and  not  do,  he's  but  a  Monfieur. 

Samp.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  your  Bag,  Sir. 

La-writ.  I  know  nor.   Sir, 
But  you  may  put  any  thing  in,  any  fighting  thing. 

Satnp.  It  is  fufficient,   you  may  hear  hereafter. 

La-writ.  I  reft  your  Servant,  Sir. 

Samp.  No  more  words.  Gentlemen, 
But  follow  me,  no  more  words  as  you  love  me. 
The  Gentleman's  a  noble  Gentleman, 
1  fliall  do  what  I  can,  and  then 

Cli.  We  thank  you.  Sir. 

Samp.  Not  a  word  to  difturb  him,  he's  a  Gentleman. 

[Exeunt  Sampfon  afjd  Clients. 

La-writ.  No  Caufegoo'  my  fide  ?  The  Judge  caft  all  ? 
Becaufe  I  was  honourably  employ *d  in  Adtion, 
And  not  appeai*d,  pronounce."*    'Tis  very  well, 
'Tis  well  talth,  'tis  well,   Judge. 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Cler.  Who  have  we  here  ^ 
My  little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

La- writ.  I  fay  'tis  v/ell, 
But  mark  the  End. 

Cler.  How  he  is  MetamorphosM  ? 
Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  a  bit  of  Buckram, 
No  folliciting  Face  now,  this  is  no  fimple  Converfion. 
Your  Servant,  Sir,  and  Friend. 

La-writ.  You  come  in  time.  Sir. 

Cler.  The  happier  Man,  to  be  at  your  command  then. 

La-writ.  You  may  wonder  co  fee  me  thus :    bu:  that's 
all  one. 
Time  fliall  declare  :  *Tis  true  I  was  a'Lawyer, 
But  I  have  mew'd  that  Coat  ;  I  hate  a  Lawyer, 
Talk'd  much  in  the  Court,  now  I  hate  talking, 

I 
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I  did  you  the  office  of  a  Man. 

Cler.  I  muft  confefs  it. 

ha- writ.  And  budg'd  not,  no  I  budg'd  not. 

Cler,  No,  you  did  not. 

La-writ.    There's  it    then,    one  good    turn   requires 
another. 

Cler,    Moft  willingly.  Sir,  I'm  ready  at  your  Service, 

La-writ.  There,   read,  and  underftand,  and  then  de- 
liver it. 

Cler.  This  is  a  Challenge,  Sir. 

La-ivrit.  'Tis  very  like.  Sir, 
I  feldom  now  write  Sonnets. 

Cler.  *  O  !  —  To  Monfieur  Vertaign,  the  Prcfuient, 

La-writ.  I  chufe  no  Fool,  Sir. 

Cler.  Why,   he's  no  Sword-man,  Sir. 

La-writ.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn. 
Time,  that  trains  Chickens  up,  will  teach  .him  quickly. 

Cler.  Wiiy,  he's  a  Judge,  an  Old  Man. 

La-writ.  Never  too  Old 
To  be  a  Gentleman  ;  and  he  that  is  a  Judge 
Can  judge  bed  what  belongs  to  wounded  Honour, 
There  are  my  Griefs,  he  has  caft  away  my  Caufes, 
In  which  he  has  bow'd  my  Reputation. 
And  therefore  Judge,  or  no  Judge ' 

Cler.  Pray  be  rul*d,  Sir. 
This  is  the  maddefl  thing • 

La-writ.  You  will  not  carry  it, 

Qer.  1  do  not  tell  you  fo,  but  if  you  may  be  perfwaded, 

La-writ.    You  know  how  you  us'd  me  when  I  would 
not  fight. 
Do  you  remember.  Gentleman? 

Cler.  The  Devil's  in  him. 

La'writ.  I  fee  it  in  your  Eyes,  that  you  dare  do  it. 
You  have  a  carrying  Face,  and  you  fhall  carry  it. 

*  O  admirantis  ,]  An  ingenious  Friend  fufpefts  this  La/ia  Word 
to  have  been  a  Marginal  Note  crept  into  the  Text.  That  Cleremont 
faying  only  O,  foinebody  wrote  agiiinfl  it,  admirantis,  to  (hew  that  a 
Note  of  Ada:  i  ration  was  omitted;  and  that  this  was  the  Expreffion  of 
one  under  a  very  coniick  Ailonifnment.  I  hope  the  Reader  will  af- 
fent  to  the  Cynjeftuie,  and  have  therefore  difcarded  the  Word. 

Ckr, 
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CUy,  The  leafl  is  Banilhrnent. 

La-writ.  Be  baniHi'd  then  ; 
'Tis  a  Friend's  part,  we'll  meet  in  Jfiica, 
Or  any  part  of  the  Earth. 

Cler.  Say  he  will  not  fight. 

La-writ.  I  know  then  what  to  fay,  take  you  no  care. 
Sir. 

Clcr.  Well,   I  will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it. 
And  to  morrow  Morning  meet  you  in  the  Louvre^ 
Till  when,  my  Service. 

La-writ.  A  Judge,  or  no  Judge,    no  Judge. 

\_Exit  La- writ. 

Cler.  This  is  the  prettiefl:  Rogue  that  e'er  I  read  of. 
None  to  provoke  to  th'  Field,  but  the  old  Prefident  -, 
What  Face  fliall  I  put  on  ?  If  I  come  in  earneft, 
I  am  fure  to  wear  a  pair  of  Bracelets ; 
This  may  make  fome  Sport  yet,  I  will  deliver  it. 
Here  comes  the  Prefidenr. 

Ejiter  Vertaign,  with  two  Gentlemen. 

Vert.  I  fhall  find  time.  Gentlemen, 
To  do  your  Caufes  good  :  Is  not  that  Cleremont  ? 

I  Cent.  *Tis  he,  my  Lord. 

Vert.  Why  does  lie  fmilc  upon  me  ? 
Am  I  become  ridiculous  ?  Has  your  Fortune,  Sir, 
Upon  my  Son,  made  you  contemn  his  Father  "i 
The  Glory  of  a  Gentleman  is  fair  bearing. 

Cler.  Miflake  me  nor,  my  Lord,  ycu  fhall  not  find  that, 
I  come  with  no  blown  Spirit  to  abufe  you, 
I  know  your  Place,  and  Honour  due  unto  it. 
The  Reverence  to  your  filver  Age  and  Virtue. 

Vert.  Your  Face  is  merry  ftill. 

Cler.  So  is  my  Bufinefs, 
And  I  befeech  your  Honour  mlQake  me  not, 
I  have  brought  you  from  a  wild  or  rather  Mad-man 

As  mad  a  piece  of you  were  wont  to  love  Mirth 

In  your  young  days,  1  have  known  your  Honour  woo  it. 
This  may  be  made  no  little  one,  'tis  a  Challenge,  Sir, 
Nay,  ftart  not,  1  befeech  you,  it  means  you  no  harm. 
Nor  any  Man  of  Honour,  or  Underftandirg, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  to  fteal  from  your  ferious  hours  a  little  Jaughter; 
I  am  bold  to  bring  it  to  your  Lordfliip. 

Vert.  *ris  to  me  indt-ed  : 
Do  they  take  me  for  a  Sword-man  at  thefe  Years  ? 

Cler,   'Tis  only  worth  your  Honour's  Mirth,   that's 
all,  Sir, 
'T  had  been  in  me  elfe  a  faucy  Rudcnefs. 

Vert.  From  one  La-writ^  a  very  pundual  Challenge. 

Cler.  But  if  your  Lordlbip  mark  it,  no  great  matter. 

Vert,  I  have  known  fuch  a  wrangling  Advocate, 
Such  a  little  figent  thing  ;  Oh,  I  remember  him, 
A  notable  talking  Knave,  now  out  upon  him. 
Has  challeng'd  me  downright,  defied  me  mortally; 
I  do  remember  too,  i  caft  his  Caufes. 

Cler.  Why  there's  the  Qiuirrel,  Sir,  the  mortal  Quarrel. 

/^(?r/.\Vhy,  what  a  Kiuwc  is  this  ?  As  you're  a  Gentleman, 
Is  there  no  further  purpofe  but  meer  Mirth? 
What  a  bold  Man  of  War  I  he  invites  me  roundly. 

Cler.   If  there  ihould  be,  I  were  no  Gentleman, 
Nor  worthy  of  the  Honour  of  my  Kindred. 
And  though  I  am  fure  your  Lordihip  hates  my  Perfon, 
Which  Time  may  bring  again  into  your  Favour, 
Yet  for  the  Manners • 

Vert.  I'm  fatisfy'd, 
You  fee.  Sir,  I  have  out-liv'd  thofe  days  of  fighting, 
And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  Honour  to  beat  him 

myfclf ; 
But  I  have  a  Kinfman  much  of  his  ability. 
His  Wit  and  Courage,  (for  this  call  him  Fool) 
One  that  will  fpit  as  fenfelefs  fire  as  this  Fellow. 

Cler.  And  fuch  a  Man  to  undertake,  my  Lord  ? 

Vert.  Nay,  he's  too  forward,  thefe  two  pitch  Barrels 
together. 

Cler.  Upon  my  Soul,  no  harm. 

Vert.  It  makes  me  fmile. 
Why,  what  a  (linking  fmother  will  they  utter  ? 
Yes,  he  fhall  undertake,  Sir,  as  my  Champion, 
Since  you  propound  it  Mirth,   I'll  venture  on  it. 
And  (hall  defend  my  Caule  \   but  as  you're  honeft 
Sport  not  with  Blood. 

Qtr. 
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Cler.  Think  not  fo  bafely,  good  Sir. 

Vert.  A  Squire  fhall  wait  upon  you  from  my  Kinfman, 
To  morrow  Morning  make  you  fport  at  full. 
You  want  no  Subjed  j  but  no  Wounds. 

Cler.  Tiiat*s  my  care. 

Vert.  And  lb  good  day. 

[Exeunt  Vertaign,  and  Gentlemen, 

Cler.  Many  unto  your  Honour. 
This  is  a  noble  Fellow,  of  a  fweet  Spirit; 
Now  mufl  I  think  how  to  contrive  this  matter. 
For  togetlifr  they  Ihall  go. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  O,  Ckrcmonty 
I  am  glad  I  have  found  thee. 

Cler.  I  can  tell  thee  rare  things. 

Din.  O,  I  can  tell  thee  rarer  : 
Doft  thou  love  me  ? 

Cler.  Love  thee  ? 

Din.  Doft  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  for  my  Hike? 

Cler.  Any  thing  that's  honeft. 

Din.  Though  it  be  dangerous  I 

Cler.  Pox  o*  dangerous. 

Din.  Nay  wondrous  dangerous. 

Cler.  Wilt  thou  break  my  Heart? 

Din.  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  I  mult  part  to  morrow. 

Din.  You  fhall,  you  Ihall,  be  faithful  for  this  Night, 
And  thou  haft  made  thy  Friend. 

Cler.  Awdy,  and  talk  not.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lamira,  and  Nurfe. 

Lam.  O  Nurfe,  welcome,  where*s  Dinant  ? 

Nurfe.  He's  at  my  Back. 
*Tis  the  moft  liberal  Gentleman,  this  Gold 
He  gave  mc  for  my  pains,  nor  can  1  bJame  you. 
If  you  yield  up  the  Fort. 

La?n.  How?  yield  it  up? 

Nur/c.  1  know  not,  he  that  loves,  and  gives  fo  largely. 

And 
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And  a  young  Lord  to  boot,  or  I  am  cozen'd. 
May  enter  every  where. 

Lam.  Thou  It  make  me  angry. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

Nurfe.  VVhy,  if  you  are,  I  hope  here's  one  will  pleafe 
you. 
Look  on  him  with  my  Eyes,  good  luck  go  with  you : 
Were  1  young  for  your  fake— — 

Din.  I  thank  thee,  Nurfe. 

Nurfe.  1  would  be  tradable,  and  as  I  am- 

Lain.  Leave  the  Room, 
So  old,  and  fo  immodeft  !  and  be  careful. 
Since  Whifpers  will  wake  fleeping  Jcaloufies, 
That  none  difturb  my  Lord.  [Exit  Nurfe. 

Cler.  Will  you  diipatch  ? 
Till  you  come  to  the  matter  be  not  rapt  thus. 
Walk  in,  walk  in,   I  am  your  Scout  for  once. 
You  owe  me  the  like  Service. 

Din.  And  will  pay  it. 

Lam.  As  you  rei'pect  your  Lives,  fpeak  not  fo  loud. 

Cler.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  fhew  then,  I  am  filenc'd. 

Lam.  Be  not  io  hafty.  Sir,  the  golden  Apples 
Had  a  fell  Dragon  for  their  Guard,  your  Pleafures 
Are  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger. 
Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Din.  Speak  the  means. 

Lam.  Thus  briefly,  my  Lord  fleeps  now,  and  alas, 
Each  Night,  he  only  fleeps. 

Cler.  Go,  keep  her  ftirring. 

Latn.  Now  if  he  wake,  as  fometimes  he  does, 
He  only  ft  retches  out  his  Hand  and  feels 
Whether  1  am  a  Bed,  which  being  aftlir'd  of. 
He  fleeps  again  ;  but  fliould  he  mifs  me,  Valour 
Could  not  defend  our  Lives. 

Din.  What's  to  be  done  then  ? 

Lam.  Servants  have  fervile  Faiths,  nor  have  I  any 
That  I  dare  truft  i  on  noble  Cleremont 
Wc  fafely  may  rely. 

Cler. 
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Cler.  What  Man  can  dOj 
Command  and  boldly. 

Lam.   Thus  then,  in  rhy  place 
You  mull  lie  with  my  Lord. 

Cler.  With  an  old  Man  ? 
Two  Beards  together,  that's  prepofterous. 

Lam.  There's  no  other  way,  and  though  *tis  dangerous. 
He  having  Servants  within  call,  and  arm'd  too. 
Slaves  fed  to  a6b  all  that  his  Jealoufie 
And  Rage  commands  them,  yet  a  true  Friend  (hojld  not 
Check  at  the  hazard  of  a  Life. 

Cler,  I  thank  you, 
I  love  my  Friend,  but  know  no  reafon  why 
To  hate  myfelf  j  to  be  a  kind  of  Pandar, 
You  fee  I  am  willing, 
But  to  betray  mine  own  Throat  you  muft  pardon. 

Din.  Then  I  am  loft,  and  all  my  hopes  defe^ittd  i 
Were  I  to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you, 
You  fhould  find,  Ckremont- 

Cler.  You  fhall  not  outdo  me. 
Fall  what  may  fall,  I'll  do't. 

Din.  But  for  his  Beard  « 

Lam.  To  cover  that  you  Ihall  have  nly  night  Linnen^ 
And  you  difpos*d  of,  my  Dinant  and  I 
Will  have  fome  private  Conference. 

Enter  Champernel  privately^ 

Cler.  Private  doing. 
Or  I'll  not  venture. 
Lam.  That's  as  we  agree.  [ExeUntj 

Enter  Nurfe  and  Charlotte,  pafs  over  the  Stage  witk 
Pillow Sy   Night-cloatbs,  andfucb  things. 

Champ.    What  can  this  Woman  do,  preferving  her 
Honour  ? 
I  have  given  her  all  the  liberty  that  may  be, 
I  will  not  be  far  off  though,  nor  I  will  not  be  jealous. 
Nor  truft  too  much,   I  think  flie  is  virtuous. 
Yet  when  I  hold  her  beft,  fhe*s  but  a  Woman, 
As  full  of  Frailty  as  of  Faith,  a  poor  llight  Woman, 

Vol.  IV.  P  "  •  And 
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And  her  beO:  Thoughts,  but  weak  Fortifications, 
There  r/iay  bt.  a  Mine  wrought :    Well,  let'em  work  thenj 
I  fhall  meet  witn  it,  "till  the  Signs  be  monftrous, 
And  (lick  upon  my  Head,  1  will  not  believe  it, 

[Stands  private. 
She  may  be,  and  fhe  may  not ;  now  to  my  obfervation. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Lamira. 

Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  (lay  fo  ?  If  you  love  me— 
Lam.  You  are  too  hot  and  violent. 

Din.  Why  do  you  fliift  thus  > 

From  one  Chamber  to  another  ? 

Lam.  A  little  delay.  Sir, 
Like  Fire  a  little  fprinkled  o'er  with  Water, 
Makes  the  Defires  burn  clear,  and  ten  times  hotter. 

Din.  Why  do  you  fpeak  fo  loud  ?  I  pray  go  in. 
Sweet  Miltrcfs,  I  am  mad,  time  fteals  away. 
And  when  we  would  enjoy 

Lam.  Now  fie,  fie.  Servant, 
Like  fenfual  Beafts  fliall  we  enjoy  our  Pleafures  ? 

Din.  (19)  Pray  do  not',  kifs  me  then. 

La?n.     Why,    that  I  will,   and  you  Ihall  find  anon. 
Servant. 

Din.  Sofiily,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  you  know  my  Friend's 
engag'd, 
A  litde  now,  now  -,  will  you  go  in  again  ? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  fo  loud,  Precious  ? 
Will  you  betray  me  •■>  ha*  my  Friend's  Throat  cut ! 

Ijim.  Come,  come,  I'll  kifs  thee  again. 

Champ.  Will  you  fo?    You  are  liberal, 
If  you  do  cozen  me 

(19)  Pray  Jo  not  kifs  }fiE  then. '\  Dinant's,  Anfwer  and  Lamrat 
Reply  ^eem  t  >  have  loll  all  their  Humour  by  this  Pointing.  The 
former  being  eagpr  with  Expcda'icn.  Ihe  asks  him  tauntingly,  Whe- 
ther they  Jhould  enjoy  their  Pieafure  like  fenfual  Beafis?  F.e  fmartly 
anfvvers  ^y  no  means,  don't  let  us  do  fo  ;  and  for  that  Reafon  kifs  me, 
J^/^«^being  the  Diftinftion  between  the  Fondnels  of  Human  Creatures 
and  that  if  Beafti :  She  immediately  complies,  but  {peaks  and  fmacks 
fo  loud,  that  fhe  puts  him  intoa  Panick  inftea4  of  a  Rapture. 

'1  Enter 
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Enter  Nurfe  with  Wine. 

Din.  What's  this  ? 

Lam.  Wine,  Wine,  a  draught  or  two. 
Llin.  What  does  this  Woman  here? 
Lam.  She  fhall  not  hinder  you. 
Din.  This  might  have  been  Tpar'd, 
*Tis  but  delay  and  time  loft  ;   pray  fend  her  foftly  off. 
Latn.  Sit  down,  and  mix  your  Spirits  with  Wine, 
I  will  make  you  another  Hercules. 

Din.  I  dare  not  drink  ; 
Fie,  what  delays  you  make  ?  T  dare  not, 
I  Hiall  be  drunk  preftntly,  and  do  ftrange  things  then. 
Lam.  Not  drink  a  Cup  with  your  Miftrefs !     O  the 

pleafure. 
Din.  Lady,  why  this  ?  {Mufick. 

Lam.  W'r  muft  have  Mirth  to  our  Wine,  Man. 

Din.  PI o'  the  Mufick. 

Champ.  God-a-mercy,  Wench. 
If  thou  doft  Cuckold  me  I  fliall  forgive  thee. 

Din.  TheHoufe  will  all  rife  now,  this  willdifturbalL 
Did  you  do  this? 

La7n.  Peace,  and  fit  quiet,  Fool, 
You  love  me,  come,  fit  down  and  drink. 

Enter  Cleremont  aho've. 
Cler.  What  a  Devil  ail  you  ? 
How  cold  I  fweat  ?  a  Hog*s  pox  ftop  your  Pipes, 

[^Mufick. 
The  Thing  will  wakej  no'v.  now,  methinks  I  find 
His  Sword  juft  gliding  throj';h  my  Throat.   What's  that.^ 
A  vengeance  choak  your  Pipes.    Are  you  there.  Lady  i 
Stop,  ftop  thofe  Rafcals;  do  vou  bring  me  hither 
To  l^e  cut  into  minc'd  meat  ?  Why  Dinant  ? 

Din.  I  cannot  do  withal  ; 
I  have  fpoke,  and  fpoke  ;  I  am  betray'd  and  loft  too. 

Cler.  Do  you  hear  me  ?  Do  you  undcrftand  me  ? 
Plague  dam  your  Whiftles.  {^A^ujick  en.^s. 

Lam.   'Twds  but  an  over-fight,   they  have  done,  lye 
down. 

P  2  Cler. 
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Clcr.  Would  you  had  done  too. 
You  know  not 

In  vvh*r  a  mifery  and  fear  I  lye. 
You  have  a  Lady  in  your  Arms. 

Din.   I  would  have [Tbg  Recorders  again. 

Champ.  1*11  \yatch  you  Goodman  wou'd  have. 

CUr.  Remove  for  Heav*n's  fake. 
And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lam.  Lie  you  down, 
'Tis  but  an  hour's  endurance  now. 

Cler.  1  dare  not,  foftly  fweet  Lady heart  ? 

Lam,  *Tis  nothingbut  your  fear,  hefleeps  ftill  foundly  ; 
Lie  g<^nt1y  down. 

Cler.  Pray  make  an  end. 

Din.  Come,   Madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  Chambers  are  too  near. 

\_ExeufU  Dinant,  and  Lamira. 

Champ.  I  fhall  be  nearer  ; 
Well,  go  thy  ways,  I'll  truft  thee  through  the  World, 
Deal  how  thou  wilt :  That  that  I  never  feel, 
I'll  never  fear.     Yet  by  the  Honour  of  a  Soldier, 
I  hold  thee  truly  Noble :  How  thefe  things  will  look. 
And  how  their  Blood  will  curdle?  Play  on  Children, 
You  fhall  have  Pap  anon.  O  thou  grand  Fool, 
That  thou  knew'ft  but  thy  Fortune •       [Mu/ick  dsne* 

Cler.  Peace,  good  Madam, 
Stop  her  Mouth,  Dbianl,  it  fleeps  yet,  pray  be  wary, 
Difpatch,  1  cannot  endure  this  Mifery, 
lean  hear  nothing  more  *,  I'll  fay  my  Pray«rs, 

And  down  again- [fyhijile  within. 

(20)  A  thoufand  Larums  fall  upon  my  Quarters, 
Heav'n  fend  me  ofFj  (21)  when  I  lye  keeping  Coarfes. 

PI 

(20)  y/  thoufand  Ahrm$/a//  upon  my  ^arters,'\  Larums  are  often 
ufed  by  our  Authors  for  Alarms,  and  the  Verfe  requires  it  here.  They 
are  both  derived  from  the  Italian  Al  arme,  i.e.  To  Arms.  Without 
knowing  this  the  Metaphor  will  be  probably  mifunderftood  ;  his 
garters  feems  to  mean  the  odd  Poll  he  was  quarter'' d  in,  and  he  had 
a  thoufand  Alarms  beating  on  every  lide  of  him. 

(21)    ivhen  I  lye  keeping  Courfes.]     I  know  no  Idea  to  keeping 

Courfes  that  will  at  all  fuit  the  Occafion  it  is  here  fpoke  upon  ;  I  there- 
fore read,  keeping  Coarfes,  or  vjatching  of  dead  Bodies.     Dinant  had 

before 
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PI- -o'  your  fumbling,  D'lnant  \  how  I  fiiake! 

'Tis  ftill  again  :  would  I  were  in  the  Indies.     \_Exit  Cler. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Lamira  :  A  Light  "within. 

Din.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ?    Thus  poorly  ?  Bafely  ? 
Work  me  into  a  Hope,  and  then  deftroy  me  ? 
Why  did  you  fend  for  me  ?  This  new  way  train  me  ?  [thee. 

Lam.  Madman,  and  Fool,  and  falfe  Man,  now  I'll  fhew 

Din,  Pray  put  your  Light  out. 

Lam.  Nay,  I'll  hold  it  thus. 
That  all  chafte  Eyes  may  fee  thy  Luft,  and  fcorn  it. 
Tell  me  but  this,  when  you  firft  doted  on  me,    j 
And  made  Suit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  Wife, 
Did  you  not  hold  me  honed  ? 

Din.  Yes,  moft  Virtuous. 

La?n.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only  Luftre 
That  made  me  worth  your  Love  and  Admiration  ? 

Din.  I  muft  confefs • 

Lam.  Why  would  you  deal  fo  bafely  ? 
SolikeaThief,  a  Villain? 

Din.  Peace,  good  Madam. 

Lam.  I'll  fpeak  aloud  too  -,  thus  malicioufly, 
Thus  breaking  all  the  Rules  of  Honefty, 
Of  Honour  and  of  Truth,  for  which  I  lov'd  you. 
For  which  I  call*d  you  Servant,  and  admir'd  you  ; 
To  fteal  that  Jewel  purchas'd  by  another, 
Pioufly  fet  in  Wedlock,  even  that  Jewel, 
Becaufe  it  had  no  Flaw,  you  held  unvaluable : 
Can  he  that  has  lov'd  Good,  dote  on  the  Devil  ? 
For  he  that  feeks  a  Whore,  feeks  but  his  Agent  i 
Or  am  I  of  fo  wild  and  low  a  Blood  ? 
So  nurs'd  in  Infamies  ? 

Din.  1  do  not  think  fo. 
And  I  repent. 

Lam.  That  will  not  ferve  your  turn.  Sir, 

Din.  It  was  your  Treaty  drew  ms  on. 

Lam.  But  it  was  your  Villany 

before  call'd  Champernel,  Lamira'j  Grave,  and  Cleremoni  may  in  the 
iame  Spirit  call  him  a  dead  Corps,  and  his  own  Station  like  that  of  Per- 
fonsfetto  watch  one,  generally  attended  with  Fears  and  Horrors.  This 
Receives  Itill  additional  Humour  from  ihe  ilrangc  Miftake  he  is  under. 

P  3  Mq^di 
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Made  you  purfiie  it ;  I  drew  you  but  to  try 
How  much  a  Man,  and  nobly  thou  durft  ftand, 
How  well  you  had  deferv'd  the  name  of  Virtuous ; 
But  you  like  a  wiJd  Torrent,  mix'd  with  all 
Beaftly  and  bafe  AfFedlions,  came  floating  on, 

Swelling  your  poifon'd  Billows 

Din.  Will  you  betray  me  ? 
La7n.  To  all  the  Miferies  a  vext  Woman  may. 
Din.  Let  me  but  out, 
Give  me  but  room  to  tofs  rhy  Sword  about  me. 
And  I  will  tell  you  you're  a  treacherous  Woman. 
O  that  I  had  but  Words ! 

Lain.   They  will  not  ferve  you. 
Din.    But  two-edg'd  Words  to  cut  theej    a  Lady- 
Traitor  ? 
Perifli  by  a  proud  Puppet  ?  I  did  you  too  much  Honour, 
To  tender  you  my  Love,  too  much  refpcdled  you 
To  think  you  worthy  of  my  word  Embraces.j 
Go  take  your  Groom,  and  let  him  dally  with  you. 
Your  greafy  Groom ;  I  fcorn  to  imp  your  lanie  Stock, 
You  are  not  fair,  nor  handfome,  I  ly'd  loudly. 
This  Tongue  abus'd  you  when  it  fpoke  you  Beauteous. 
Lam.  * Tis  very  well,  'tis  brave. 
Din.  Put  out  your  Light, 
For  your  lafcivious  Eyes  are  Flames  enough 
For  Fools  to  find  you  out :  a  Lady-Plotter  ! 
Mult  I  begin  your  Sacrifice  of  Mifchief  ? 
I  and  my  Frfend,  the  firll-  fruits  of  that  Blood, 
You  and  your  honourable  Husband  aim  at  P 
Crooked  and  wretched  you  are  both. 

La?n.  To  you,  Sir  : 
Yet  to  the  Eye  of  Juftice  ftraight  as  Truth. 

Din.  Is  this  a  Woman's  Love  ?  A  Woman's  Mercy  ? 
Do  you  profefs  this  lerioufly  ?  Do  you  laugh  at  me  ? 
Lam.  Ha,  ha. 

Din.   PI light  upon  your  Scorns,   upon  your 

Flatteries  -, 
Upon  your  tempting  Faces,  all  Dc^ftruiiitions  i 
A  Bed- rid  Winter  hang  upon  your  Cheeks; 
Ar<d  biaft,  blaft,  blaft  ciiofebuds  of  Pride  that  paint  you  ? 
•  Death 
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Death  in  your  Eyes  to  fright  Men  from  thefe  Dangers  : 
Raife  up  your  Trophy.     Cleremmt. 

Cler.  What  a  vengeance  ail  you  ? 

(22)  Dhi.  What  difmal  Noifc !    Is  there  no  Honour  in 
you  ? 
Clerefnont,  we  are  betray'd,  betray'd,  fold  by  a  Woman? 
Deal  bravely  for  thyfelf. 

Cler.  This  comes  of  Rutting  ; 
(23)  Are  we  made  Scales  to  one  another? 

Din.  Yes,  we  are  undone,  loft. 

Cler.  You  fliall  pay  for't,  Grey-beard. 
Up,  up,  you  fleep  your  lall  elfc, 

[^Li^hts  above,  two  Servants  caul  Antibel. 

1  Ser.  No,  not  yet.  Sir  j 

Lady,  look  up  ;  would  you  hare  wrang*d  this  Beauty? 
And  wake  fo  tender  a  Virgin  with  rough  terms? 
You  wear  a  Sword,  we  mull  entreat  you  leave  it, 

2  Ser.  Fie,  Sir,  fo  fweet  a  Lady  ? 

Cler.  Was  this  my  Bed- fellow,  pray  give  me  leave  to 
look, 
I  am  not  mad  yet,  I  may  be  by  and  by. 
Did  this  lye  by  me  ? 

Did  I  fear  this  ?  Is  this  a  Caufe  to  fliake  at  ? 
Away  with  me  for  Shame,  I  am  a  Rafcal. 

Enter  Champernel,  Beaupre,  Verdone,  Lamira, 
Anabel,  Cleremonr,  and  two  Servants. 

Din.  I  am  amaz'd  too. 

Beaup.  We'll  recover  you. 

Verd.   You  walk  like  Robin  Good-fellow  all  the  Hojfe 
over. 
And  every  Man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  *Tis  well,  Lady  -, 
The  Honour  of  this  Deed  will  be  your  own, 

(22)  Din.  Jflmt  difmnl  Noife  ? ]    F.i'her  this  is  n  C-^ritinuitiAn 

ci  Cleremont\  Speech,  or  fome  marginal  J)ireftion,  as  Noifcs  ivifhi^^ 
is  left  out  i  the  latter  feems  moil  probable  to  me,  ilie  former  to 
Mr.  Sympfon, 

(2j)  Are  ^ve  made  Stales /o  one  another  ?~\  Stales  is  a  Technical 
Name  for  Decoy- Ducks. 

P  4  The 
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The  World  fhall  know  your  Bounty. 

Bcaup.  What  Ihall  we  do  with  *eni? 

Clcr.  Geld  me. 
For  'tis  not  fit  I  fhould  be  a  Man  again, 
I  am  an  Als,  a  Dog. 

Lam.  Take  your  Revenges, 
You  know  my  Husband's  Wrongs  and  your  ownLofies, 

Ana.   A  brave  Man,  an  admirable  brave  Man  j 
Well,  wc!i,  I  would  not  be  fo  try*d  again  ; 
A  very  handfome  proper  Gentleman. 

Cler.  Will  you  let  me  lie  by  her  but  one  Hour  more. 
And  then  hang  me  ? 

Dm.  We  wait  your  Malice,   put  your  Swords  home 
bravely. 
You  have  realbn  to  feek  Blood. 

Lam.  Not  as  you  are  Noble. 

Champ,  Hands  off,  and  give  them  liberty,  only  difarm 
*em. 

Beatip.  We  have  done  that  already. 

Champ.  You  are  welcome.  Gentlemen, 
I  am  glad  my  Houfe  has  any  Pleafure  for  you, 
I  keep  a  couple  of  Ladies  here,  they  fay  fair, 
And  you  are  young  and  handlbme.  Gentlemen  ; 
Have  you  any  more  mind  to  Wenches  ? 

Cler.    1  o   be   abus'd  too  ?   Lady,    you  might  have 
help  d  this. 

An.:.  Sir,  now  'tis  paft,  but  'tmay  be  I  may  ftand 
Your  Friend  hereafter,  in  a  greater  matter. 

Ck': .  Never  whilft  you  live. 

Am.  You  cannot  tell — —now.  Sir,  a  parting  Hand, 

Ckr.  Down  and  Roles : 
Well,  I  may  live  to  fee  you  again.     A  dull  Rogue, 
No  Revelation  in  thee. 

Lam.  Were  you  well  frighted  } 
Wert;  your  fits  from  the  Heart,  of  all  colds  and  colours  ? 
Thai's  all  your  Punifhment. 

Cler.  It  might  have  been  all  yours. 
Had  not  a  Block-head  undertaken  it. 

Champ.  Your  Swords  you  mull  Icive  to  thefe  Gentle- 
men, 

Ftrd. 
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yerd.  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight, 
"We  are  on  even  Ice  again. 

Din.  'Tis  well : 
(24)  To  have  a  Miftrefs,  is  to  be  a  Monfler  ; 
And  fo  I  leave  your  Houfe,  and  you  for  ever. 

Lam.  Leave  your  wild  Lulls,  and  then  you  are  a  Mafter. 

Champ.  You  may  depart  too. 

Cler.  I  had  rather  flay  here. 

Champ.  Faith  we  fhall  fright  you  worfe. 

Cler.  Not  in  that  manner, 
There's  five  hundred  Crowns,  fi-ight  me  but  fo  again. 

Den.  Come,  Cleremont^  this  is  the  hour  of  Fool. 

Cler.  Wifer  the  next  (hall  be,  or  we'll  to  School. 

\^Exemi, 

Champ.  How  coolly  thefe  hot  Gallants  are  departed  ? 
Faith  Coufin,  'twas  unconfcionably  done, 
To  lye  fo  ft  ill,  and  fo  long. 

jlna.  *Twas  your  PIcafure, 
If  'twere  a  Fault,  I  may  hereafter  mend. 

Chainp.  O  my  beft  Wife, 
Take  now  what  courfe  thou  wilt,  and  lead  what  Life. 

Lam.  The  more  truft  you  commit,  the  more  care  ftill, 
Goodnefs  and  Virtue  fliall  attend  my  Will. 

Champ.  Let's  laugh  this  Night  out  now,  and  count  our 
Gains. 
We  have  our  Honours  home,  and  they  their  Pains. 

\Excunt. 

(24)  To  be  n  Miftrefs,  is  to  he  a  Monfter  ;  ]  Lamiras  Anfwcr 
plainly  ffievvs  that  Dinant  caU'd  himfelf,  not  her,  a  Monfter  ;  /.  e.  a 
monftrous  Fool,  as  he  afterwards  fays  more  plainly.  Mr.  Sympfon  con- 
curr'd  with  me  in  pointing  out  the  Corruption,  and  in  the  Senfe  that 

ought  to  be  reltor'd. He  reads, 

To  be  a  Miftrefs' s,    is  to  be  a  Monfter  ; 
But  as  this  gives  a  harflinefs  to  the  Meafure,  I  have  ventured  to  prefer 
the  Ccrrc«^ion  I  had  made  before  the  Receipt  of  his. 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Cleremont,  and  Dinant. 

t>in.^  T  holds,  they  will  go  thither. 
Jl     Cler.  To  their  Summer- houfe  ? 

Din.  Thither  i'th*  Evening,    and  which  is  th6  moft 
inflidlion, 
Only  to  infult  upon  our  Miferies. 

Cler.  Are  you  provided  ? 

Din,  Yes,  yes. 

Cler.  Throughly  ? 

Din.  Throughly. 

Cler.  *  Bafla,  I  have  your  Mind,  \  will  not  fail  you. 

Din.  At  fuch  an  Hour. 

Cler.  Have  I  a  Memory  ? 
A  Caufe,  and  Will  to  do  ?  Thou  art  fo  fullen • 

Din.  And  fliall  be,  till  I  have  a  fair  Reparation. 

Cler.  I  have  more  Reafon,  for  I  fcaped  a  Fortune, 
Which  if  I  come  fo  near  again  :  I  fay  nothing. 
But  if  1  fweat  not  in  another  fafhion— — 
O,  a  delicate  Wench. 

Din.  'Tis  certain  a  mod  handfome  one. 

Cler.  And  methought  the  thing  was  angry   with  itfelf 
too 
It  lay  fo  long  conccal'd  j  but  I  muft  part  with  you, 
I  have  a  Scene  of  Mirth,  to  drive  this  from  my  Heart, 
And  my  Hoiir  is  come. 

Din.  Mifs  not  your  time. 

Cler.  I  dare  nor.  [Exeuni  feverally. 

Enter  Sampfon,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  I  prefume.  Sir,  you  now  need  no  Inftrudion, 
But  fairly  know  what  belongs  to  a  Gentleman  ; 

*  Bafta,  enough, ]     Mr.  Syinpfon-  obferves  that  enough,  here, 

was  a  marginal  Explanition  of  the  Italian  Word  Bajia  ;  and  adds  no- 
thing to  the  Text  but  a  Tautology  in  Senfe,  and  a  Redundancy  in 
Jleaiare, 

You 
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You  bear  your  Uncle's  Caufe. 

Samp.  Do  not  difturb  me, 
I  undcrftand  my  Caufe,  and  the  right  Carriage. 

Gent.  Be  not  too  bloody. 

Samp.  As  I  find  my  Enemy ;  if  his  Sword  bite. 
If  it  bite.  Sir,  you  mud  pardon  me, 

Getit.   No  doubt  he  is  valiant, 
He  durfl  not  undertake  elfe. 

Samp.  He*s  mod  welcome. 
As  he  is  mod  valiant,  he  were  no  Man  for  me  elfc, 

Gent.  But  fay  he  fhould  relent. 

Samp.  He  dies  relenting, 
I  cannot  help  it,  he  muft  die  relenting. 
If  he  pray,  praying,  ipfo  faSlo.,  praying. 
Your  honourable  way  admits  no  Prayer, 
And  if  he  figlu,  he  falls  \  there's  his  quietus. 

Gent.    You're  nobly    punctual,  Jet's  retfre  and  meet 
'eib. 
But  ftill,  I  fay,  have  Mercy. 

Samp.  1  fay,  Honour.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Champernel,  Lamira,  Anabel,  Eeaupre,  Vcr- 
done,  Charlotte,  and  a  Servant. 

Lam.  Will  not  you  go,  Sweet- heart? 

Champ.  Go  ?  I'll  fly  with  thee. 
I  (lay  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  Father  will  be  there  too, 
And  all  our  bed  Friends. 

Beaup.  And  if  we  be  not  merry. 
We  have  hard  luck.    Lady. 

Ferd.  Faith  let's  have  a  kind  of  Play, 

Champ.  What  fhall  it  be  ? 

Vcrd.  The  Story  of  Dinant. 

Lam,  With  the  merry  Conceits  of  ClereMont, 
His  Fits  and  Fevers. 

Ana.  But  I'll  lie  ftiil  1:0  more. 

Lam.  Thar,   as  yoa  make  the  PJay,  'twill  be  rare 
fport. 
And  how  'twill  vex  my  Gallants,  when  they  hear  it? 
^ave  you  given  order  for  the  Coach  ? 

Char. 
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Char.  Yes,  Madam. 

Cham.  My  eafy  Nag,  and  Pad. 

Ser.  'Tis  making  ready. 

Cham.  Where  are  your  Horfes  ? 

Beaup.  Ready  at  an  Hour,  Sir: 
We'll  not  be  lafl:. 

(25)  Chatnp.  Hey!  what  a  Night  fhall  we  have  ? 
A  roaring  merry  Night. 

La}n.  We'll  fiy  at  all,  Sir. 

Champ.  I'll  fly  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  fo  ruffle  thee, 
I'll  try  your  Art  upon  a  Country  Pallet. 

Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  I  Ihould  expedb  it. 

Then  if  you  fail . 

'    Champ.  Thou  fay'ft  too  true,  we  all  talk. 
But  let's  in,  and  prepare,  and  after  Dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  Pilgrimage. 

Lam.  He  that's  fad, 
A  Crab-fac'd  Midrefs  cleave  to  him  for  this  Year. 

{Exeunt^ 
Enter  Cleremcnt,  ami  La-writ. 

La-writ.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  Judge  — — 

Cler.  Tis  a  great  deal  better. 

Lu'Writ.  You  are  fure  he  is  his  Kinfman  ?  A  Gentleman  ? 

Cler.  As  arrant  a  Gentleman,  and  a  brave  Fellow, 
And  fo  near  to  his  Blood       - 

La-writ..  It  lliall  fuflice, 
I'll  fet  him  further  oiT,  I'll  give  a  Remove 
Shall  quit  his  Kindred,  Pll  lop  him. 

Cler.   Will  ye  kill  him  ? 

La-writ.  And  there  were  no  more  Coufins  in  the  World 
I  kill  him, 
I  do  mean.  Sir,  to  kill  all  my  Lord's  Kindred. 
For  every  Caufe  a  Coufin. 

Cler.  How  if  he  have  no  more  Coufins? 

(25)  Champ.  Fie,  iKhat  a  Night  Jhall  ive  ha've!]  As  Champernel 
promotes  and  not  dilcouragcs  the  Scheme  of  Mirth,  Fie  is  finely  wrong. 
It  might  be  Fly,  in  anfwer  to  Beaupre,  but  I  rather  think  it  was  a 
Note  of  Joy  inltead  of  Difapprobation  i  as  tUy!  or  fomething  to  that 
EfFea. 

La- writ. 
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La-writ.  The  next  a  kin  then  to  his  Lorddiip's  Favour  j 
The  Man  he  fmiles  upon. 

Cler.  Why  this  is  Vengeance,  horrid,  and  dire. 
La-writ.  I  love  a  dire  Revenge : 
(26)  Give  me  the  Man  that  will  all  others  killy 
And  lajl  hivifelf. 

Cler.  You  ftole  that  Refolution. 
La-writ.  1  had  it  in  a  Play,  but  that's  all  one, 
I  wou'd  fee  it  done. 

Cler.  Come,  you  muft  be  more  merciful. 
La-writ.  To  no  Lord's  Coufins  in  the  World,  I  hate 
'cm  ; 
A  Lord's  Coufin  to  me  is  a  kind  of  Cockatrice, 
(27)  If  I  fee  him  firft,  he  dies. 

Cler.  A  ftrange  Antipathy ! 
What  think  you  of  their  Neices? 

La-writ.  If  I  like  'em. 
They  may  live,  and  multiply  ;  'tis  a  cold  Morning. 
Cler.  Tis  (harp  indeed}  you  have  broke  your  Faft? 
La-writ.  No  verily. 

Cler.  Your  Valour  would  have  ask'd  a  good  Foundation, 
La-writ.  Hang  him,  I'll  kill  him  fading. 

Enter  Sampfon,  and  the  Gentkfnan, 

Cler.  Here  they  come. 
Bear  yourfelf  in  your  Language,  fmooth  and  gently. 
When  your  Swords  argue. 

(26)   Give  me  the  Man  that  nuill  all  others  kill, 

And  lajl  himfelf.']  There  is  certainly  great  Humour  in  this 
Quotation,  if  we  knew  from  whence  it  was  taken.  Such  a  Sentiment 
or  i'omething  like  this  Sentiment,  had  probably  been  intrcduced  as  a 
Piece  of  fer  ous  Sublimity  ;  for  had  it  been  btfore  Comick  only,  there 
would  be  no  Humour  in  the  Quotation.  Whoever  reads  Jlmanxor,  wrote 
by  fo  eminent  a  Poet  as  Mr.  Drydcn,  will  not  wonder  to  find  Senti- 
ments as  ridiculous  as  this  in  Tragedies  of  fome  Note. 
(27)    Jf  I  fee  him  fir jl,  he  dies. 

A  jlrar.ge  Antipathy^  Did  the  latter  Part  belong  to  La-iK-rit, 
the  Line  would  have  been  continued,  for  the  three  firll  Monafyjlables 
being  contraftcd  by  the  Reader  into  two,  (a  Liberty  the  old  Poets  often 
ufe)  the  Verfe  is  compleat.  This,  together  with  the  Humour  the  Sen- 
timent receive.',  by  making  it  the  Obfervation  of  Chrimont  upon  what 
La-urit  had  faid,  feems  to  prove  futficicntly  that  it  belongs  to  him. 

La-u>rit, 
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La-wr'U.  Pray,  Sir,  fpare  your  Precepts. 

Gent.  I  have  brought  you.  Sir 

La-wriL  *Tis  very  well,  no  Words, 
You're  welcome.  Sir. 

Sa7?iP.  I  ihank  you,  Sir,  few  Words. 

La-wnt.   PJl  ivill  you  for  your  Uncle's  fake. 

Sump.  I  love  you, 
ril  cut  your  Throat  for  your  own  fake. 

La-writ.  (28)  I  efteem  you. 

Cler.  Let's  render  'em  honeft  and  fair.  Gentlemen  ; 
Search  my  Friend,  Fll  fearch  yours. 

Gent.  That's  quickly  done. 

Ckr.  You  come  with  no  Spells,  nor  Witchcrafts  ? 

Samp.  I  come  fairly  to  kill  him  honeicly. 

La-writ.  Hang  Spells  and  Witchcrafts, 
I  come  to  kill  my  Lord's  Nephew  like  a  Gentleman, 
And  fo  I  kifs  his  Hand. 

Gent.  This  Doublet  is  too  ftiff. 

La-writ.  Off  with't,  I  hate  it. 
And  all  fuch  Fortifications,  feel  my  Skin, 
If  that  be  fliff,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  'Tis  no  foft  one. 

La-writ.  Off  with't  I  fay : 
I'll  fight  with  him  like  a  flea*d  Cat. 

Gent,  You  are  well,  you  are  well. 

Ckr.  You  murt:  uncafe  too. 

Samp.  Yes,  Sir. 
But  tell  me  this,  why  jfhould  I  mix  mine  Honour 
With  a  Fellow  that  has  ne*er  a  Lace  in's  Shirt  ? 

Gent.  That's  a  main  Point,  my  Friend  has  two. 

Ckr.  That's  true.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Bafe  and  degenerate  Coufin,  do*ft  not  thoi^ 
know 
An  old  and  tatter'd  Colours  to  the  Enemy, 

(28)  /  eJJeejn  oiyou.']  The  of  feems  here  only  to  hurt  both  Senfe  and 
Meafure.  This  is  a  fine  Continuation  of  the  Banter  on  the  French 
Politenefs  in  Duelling.  And  I  doubt  not  but  our  Poets  who  fo  often, 
and  with  fuch  infinite  Variety  of  Humour,  have  banter'd  the  (hocking 
Fafhion  of  their  Age,  of  Fighting  for  every  Trifle,  did  not  little  con- 
tribute to  the  Reforniaiion  of  their  Countrymen  in  that  Particular. 

Is 
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Is  of  more  Honour,  ^nd  (hews  more  ominous  ? 
This  Shirt  five  time  Vidloriou-.  I  have  fought  under. 
And  cut  through  Squadrons  ot  your  curious  Cut-works, 
As  I  will  do  through  thine ;  (hake  and  be  fatisfied. 
Cler.  This  is  unanfwerablc:. 
Samp.  Bui  may  i  fignt  with  a  foul  Shirt  ? 
Gent.  Moll  certain,  lo  it  be  a  fighting  Shirt, 
Let  it  be  ne'er  lo  ioul,  or  lowfie  j  Cxfar 
Wore  luch  a  one.     Sajiip.  Saint  Denis  then:  I  accept 
Your  bhirt. 

Cler.  Nay,  not  fo  forward,  firft  you  mull  talk, 
*Tis  a  m  iin  Point  of  the  French  Method, 
Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  Caufe  Authentick. 

Gent.  No  Weapon  muft  be  near  you,  nor  no  Anger. 
Cler.  When  you  have  done,  then  ftir  your  Refolutions ; 
Take  to  your  Weapons  bravely. 

La -writ    'Tis  too  cold  ; 
This  for  a  Summer  Fight. 

Cler.  Not  ior  a  World  you  fhould  tranfgrefs  the  Rules'— 
Samp.  'Tis  ptcvilh  Weather, 
I'd  rather  fight  without. 

Gent.  An  'twere  in  a  River 

Cler.  Where  both  flood  up  to  th'  Chins. 
La-writ.  Then  let's  talk  quickly, 
PI —  o'  this  Circumllance. 

Qer.  Are  the  Horfes  come  yet  ? 

Qent.  Yes,  certain  ;  give  your  Swords  to  us,  now  civilly. 

Cler.  We'll  (land  a  while  ofFj    take  the  Things,  and 

leave  'em ■ 

You  know  when and  let  the  Children  play  : 

This  is  a  dainty  time  of  Year  for  Puppies, 
Would  the  old  Lord  were  here. 
Gent    He'o  die  with  Laughter. 
Cler.  I'm  forry  i  have  no  time  to  fee  this  Game  out. 
Away,  away. 

Gent.  Here's  like  to  be  a  hot  Fight. 
Call  when  y'are  fit.  [_Eyeunt  Cler.  and  Gent. 

La-writ.    Why   look   you.  Sir,    you  feem   to  t)e  a 
Gentleman, 

And 


240       Tl:)e  "Little  French  Lawyer, 

And  you  come  in  Honour  of  your  Unde,  boh,  boh,  'tis 

very  cold. 
Your  Uncle  has  offcr*d  me  fome  few  Affront?, 
Part  Flefh  and  Blood  to  bear:  boh,  boh,  wondrous  cold. 

Samp.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncle,  is  an  honourable  Man, 
And  what  he  offers  boh,  boh,  cold  indeed. 
Having  made  choice  of  me,  an  unworthy  Kinfman, 
Yet  take  me  with  you:  boh,  boh,  Peftilence  cold. 
Not  altogether. 

La-writ.  Boh,  boh,  I  fay  altogether. 

Samp.  You  fay  you  know  not  what  then  ?  boh,  boh.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Sir  me  with  your  Sword  in  your  Hand  ; 
Youhave  a  fcurvy  Uncle,  you  have  a  moft  fcurvy  Caufe, 
And  you  are  • boh,  boh. 

Sajnp.  Boh,  boh,  what  ? 

La-writ.  A  ihitten  fcurvy  Coufin. 

Sartip.  Our  Swords ;  our  Swords ; 
Thou  art  a  Dog,  and  like  a  Dog ;  our  Swords. 

La-writ.  Our  Weapons,  Gentlemen:  ha?  where's  your 
Second  ? 

Samp.  Where's  yours? 

La-writ.  So  ho ;  our  Weapons. 

Sajfip.  Wa,  ha,  ho,  our  Weapons  ; 
Our  Doublets  and  our  Weapons :  I  am  dead.  [men. 

La-writ.  Firft,  Second,  third,  a  pi — be  wi*  you,  Gentle- 

Samp.  Are  thefe  the  Rules  of  Honour  ?  I  am  flarv'd. 

La-writ.  They're  gone,  and  we  are  here  j  what  fhall 
we  do  ? 

Samp.  O  for  a  couple  of  Faggots. 

La-writ.  Hang  a  couple  of  Faggots. 
Dar'ft  thou  take  a  killing  Cold  with  me? 

Sa7np.  I  have  it  already. 

La-writ.  Rogues,  Thieves,  boh,   boh,  run  away  with 
our  Doublets? 
To  fight  at  BulTets  now,  *twere  fuch  a  May-game. 

Samp.  There  were  no  Honour  in*r,  pi —  on*t,  'tis  fcurvy. 

La-writ.  Or  to  revenge  my  Wrongs  at  Fifty-cuffs. 

Samp.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncle's  Caufe  depend  on  Boxes  ? 

La-writ.  Let's  go  in  queft,  if  we  ever  n  cover  'em. 
Samp.  Ay,  come,  our  Colds  together,  and  our  Doublets. 

La-writ. 
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La-writ.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  thou  art  a  valiant  Gen- 
tleman  ; 
I  fay,  if  ever  we  recover  *em  — — - 

Samp.  Let's  get  into  a  Houfe  and  warm  our  Hearts. 

La-writ.    There's  ne'er  a  Houfe  within  this  Mile, 
beat  me. 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  I  go,  and  Pll  beat  thee  too. 
To  keep  us  warm  ;  if  ever  we  recover  'em- 
Kick  hard,  I'm  frozen :   So  fo,  now  I  feel  it. 

Samp.  I  am  dull  yet. 

La-writ.  I'll  warm  thee,  I'll  warm  thee — Gentlemen  ? 
Rogues,  Thieves,  Thieves :  run,  now  I'll  follow  thee. 

Enter  Vertafgn,  Champernel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Charlotte,  and  Nurfe, 

Vert.  Ufe  Legs,  and  have  Legs. 

Champ.  You  that  have  Legs  fay  fo^ 
I  put  my  one  to  too  much  ftrefs. 

Verd.  Your  Horfe,  Sir,  ; 

Will  meet  you  within  half  a  Mile. 

Lain.  I  like 
The  Walk  fo  well,  I  fhould  not  mifs  my  Coach> 
Tho'  it  were  further.     Anahel  thou  art  fad : 
What  ails  my  Neice? 

Beaup.  She's  ftill  mufing.  Sifter, 
How  quietly  her  late  Bed-fellow  lay  by  her, 

Nurfe.  Old  as  I  am,  he  would  have  ftartled  me, 
Nor  can  you  blame  her. 

Char.  Had  I  ta'en  her  place, 
I  know  not,  but  I  fear,  I  Ihou'd  ha*  fhriek'd, 
Tho'  he  had  never  ofFer'd ; 

Ana.  Out  upon  thee. 
Thou  wouldft  have  taught  him. 

Char.  I  think,  with  your  Pardon, 
That  you  wifh  now  you  had. 

Ana.  I  am  glad  I  yield  you  [_Corneti. 

Such  ample  Scope  of  Mirth.  [Mufck  within. 

Vert.  Nay,  be  not  angry. 
There's  no  111  meant :  Ha .?  Mufick,  and  choice  Mufick  ? 

Vol.  IV,  Q^  Champ. 
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Champ.  'Tis  near  us  in  the  Grove ;  what  courteous  Bounty 
Beftovvs  it  on  us  ?  my  dancing  Days  are  done  ; 
Yet  I  would  thank  the  Giver,  did  I  know  him. 

Verd.  'Tis  queftionlefs  fome  one  of  your  own  Village, 
That  hearing  of  your  purpos'd  Journey  thither. 
Prepares  it  for  your  Entertainment,  and 
The  Honour  of  my  Lady. 

La?)i.  I  think  rather, 
Some  of  your  Lordfliip*s  Clients. 

Beaup.  What  fay  you,  Coufin, 
If  they  fhould  prove  your  Suitors  ? 

Verd.  That's  molt  likely. 

Nurfe.  I  fay,  if  you  are  Noble,  be*t  who  will. 
Go  prefently,  and  thank  'em  :  I  can  jump  yet, 
Or  tread  a  Meafure. 

Lam,  Like  a  Miller's  Mare. 

Nurfe.  I  warrant  you,  well  enough,  to  ferve  the  Country, 
I'll  make  one,  and  lead  the  way.  [^Exit. 

Char.  Do  you  note. 
How  zealous  the  old  Crone  is  ? 

Lam.  And  you  titter 
As  eagerly  as  Ihe :  Come,  Sweet,  we'll  follow. 
No  ill  can  be  intended.  \_Mufick  ends. 

Chajji,  I  ne'er  fear'd  yet.  [^Exeunt. 

SONG   in  the  Wood. 

THIS  way,  this  way  come  and  b^ar, 
Tou  that  hold  thefe  Pleasures  dear., 
Fill  your  Ears  with  our  fweet  Sounds 
JVhtlJl  we  melt  the  frozen  Ground : 
^his  way  come.^  make  hajle,  oh  Fair, 
Let  your  clear  Eyes  gild  the  Air ; 
Come  and  blefs  us  with  your  Sight, 
1'his  way,  this  way,  feek  Delight. 

Enter  a  Company  of  Gentlemen  like  Ruffians. 

I  Gent,  They  are  ours,  but  draw  them  on  a  little  further 
From  the  foot  Path  into  the  neighbouring  Thicket, 
And  we  may  do't  as  fafe  as  in  a  Caftle. 

2  Gent. 


The  Little  French  Lawyer,       243 

2  Gent.  They  follow  ftill ;  the  Prefident  Vertaigm 
Comes  on  apace,  and  Chajupeniel  Jimps  after  i 
The  Women,  as  if  they'd  Wings,  and  walk'd 
Upon  the  Air,  fly  to  us. 

1  Gent.  They  are  welcome, 

We'IJ  make  'em  Sport ;  make  a  Stand  here,  all  know 
How  we  are  to  proceed. 

2  Gent,  We  are  inftruded.  {Still  Mufick  within. 
I  Gent.  One  Strain  or  two  more.  {Gent,  off. 

Enter  Vertaigne,  Champernel,  Btaupre,  Vcrdone, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Nurfe^  and  Charlotte. 

Excellent,  they  are  come. 

Nurfe.  We  cannot  mifs,  in  fuch  a  Bufinefs,  yet 
Mine  Ear  ne'er  fail'd  me.  [Mufick  for  the  Dance. 

Char.  Would  we  were  at  it  once, 
I  do  not  walk,  but  dance. 

1  Gefit.  You  {liall  have  Dancing. 
Begin,  uiiu  witen  i  giv*;;  the  Word       ■■ 

2  Gent.  No  more  : 

We  are  inftru6ted.  [Dame, 

Beau.  But  win  us  fairly 

I  Gent.  O  Sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try  your  Valour, 
But  to  poflcfs  you,  yet  we  ufe  you  kindly 
In  that,  like  EnglifJj  Thieves,  we  kill  you  nor. 
But  are  contented  with  the  Spoil, 

Vert.  Oh  Hcav'n ! 
How  hath  mine  Age  deferv'd  this  ? 

Champ.  Hell  confound  it, 
This  comes  of  walking-,  had  I  kept  my  Legs, 
Or  my  p;ood  Horfe,  my  Armour  on. 
My  StaH'in  my  Reft,  (29J  and  this  good  Sword  to  friend. 
How  I  would  break  and  fcattcr  thefe. 

All  Gent.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Champ.  Do  you  fcorn  me,  Rogues  ? 

(29)    ■ and  this  go^d  Sivord  too.  Friend,']  'MK  Sytnpfon  \±.i  Air.* 

doubcedly  hit  on  the  true  Reading  here, 

' '■? "        J!:y  Swofd  {a  friend, 

i  e.  to  befriend  me  ;  -Is  an  ExprciTion  common  to  the  ;beil  Wiiter'. 

0.2  .  JSlurfe. 
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Nurfe.  Nay,  Gentlemen,  kind  Gentlemen, 
Or  honell  Keepers  of  thefe  Woods,  but  hear  me, 
Be  not  fo  rough  j  if  you  are  taken  with 
My  Beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  feeking. 
Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private. 
You  fhall  not  find  me  fqueamifh. 

Char.  Do  not  kill  me. 
And  do  your  worft,  I'll  fufFer. 
Lam.  Peace,  vile  Creatures. 

Ver.  Do  you  kriow  me,  or  my  Place,  that  you  pre- 
fume  not 
To  touch  my  Perfon  ? 

I  Gent.  If  you  are  well,  reft  fo. 
Provoke  not  angry  Wafps. 

Vert.  You're  Wafps  indeed. 
Never  created  to  yield  Wax  or  Honey, 
But  for  your  Country's  Torment ;  yet  if  you  are  Men, 
As  you  feem  fuch  in  Shape,  if  true  born  Frenchmen^ 
However  Want  compels  you  to  thefe  Courfes, 
Reft  latisfy'd  with  what  you  can  take  from  us, 
(Thefe  Ladies  Honours,  and  our  Liberties  fafe) 
"We  freely  give  it. 

1  Gent.  You  give  but  our  own. 
Vert.  Look  on  thefe  grey  Heirs,  as  you  would  be  old. 
Their  Tears,  as  you  would  have  yours  to  find  Mercy 
"When  Juftice  (hall  o'ertake  you. 

Champ.  Look  on  me, 
Look  on  me  Rafcals,  and  learn  of  me  too. 
That  have  been  in  fome  part  of  your  Profeflaon, 
Before  that  moft  of  you  e'er  fuck'd,  I  know  it, 
I  have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 
Vert.  Take  heed.  Sir. 

Champ.  Then  ufe  mc  like  a  Brother  of  the  Trade, 
For  I  have  been  at  Sea,  as  you  on  Land  are  i 
Reftore  my  Matrimony  undefil'd, 
Wrong  not  my  Neice,  and  for  our  Gold  or  Silver, 
If  I  purfue  you,  hang  me. 
Nurfe.  *Tis  well  offer'd, 
And  as  I  faid,  fweet  Gentlemen  with  fowre  Faces, 
If  you  are  high,  and  want  fome  Sport,  or  fo. 

As 


I 
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As  living  without  Acflion  here,  you  may  do. 
Forbear  their  tender  Griirds,  they  are  Meat 
Will  wafh  away,  there  is  no  Subftance  in  it. 
We  that  are  expert  in  the  Game,  and  tough  too, 
Win  hold  you  Play. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

1  Gent.  This  Hen  longs  to  be  trodden. 
Din.  Lackey,  my  Horfe. 

Cler.  This  way,  I  heard  the  Cries 
Of  diftrefs'd  Women. 

2  Gent.  Stand  upon  your  Guard. 

Bin.  Who's  here  ?  my  witty,  fcornful  Lady-plot 
r  th'  Hands  of  Ruffians  ? 

Cler,  And  my  fine  cold  Virgin, 
That  was  infenfible  of  Man,  and  Woman  ? 

Din.  Juftice  too. 
Without  a  Sword  to  guard  itfelf  ? 

Cler.  And  Valour  with  its  Hands  bound  ? 

Din.  And  the  great  Soldier  dqll  ? 
Why,  this  is  ftrange. 

Lam.  Dinant^  as  thou  art  noble — — 

jina.  As  thou  art  valiant,  Cleremont—"— 

Lam,  As  e*er  I  appear'd  lovely  — • 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 
For  what  I  would  give  gladly ?- 

Cler.  Pretty  Conjurations. 

La7n.  All  Injuries  a  little  laid  behind  you. 

Ana.  Shew  yourfelves  Men,  and  help  us. 

Din,  Though  your  many 
And  grofs  Abufes  of  me  fhould  more  move  me 
To  triumph  in  your  Miferies  than  relieve  you,— — 
Yet  that  hereafter  you  may  know  that  I, 
The  fcorn'd  and  defpis*d  Dinant^  know  what  does 
Belong  to  Honour,  thus — — 

Cler.  I  will  fay  little,  \Fight, 

5peak  thou  for  me. 

Champ.  *Tis  bravely  fought. 

Vert.  Brave  Tempers, 
Jo  do  thus  for  their  Enemies. 

(^  3  Ctafn^, 
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Champ.  They  are  loft  yet. 

1  Geut.  You  that  would  rcfcue  others,  fhall  now  feel 
What  they  were  born  to. 

2  GefJt.  Hurry  then  away.  [Exeunt, 

Manent  Vertaigne  and  Champernel. 

Champ.  That  I  could  follow  them. 

Vert.    I  only  can  lament  my  Fortune,  and  dcfire  Of 
Heav*n 
A  little  Life  for  my  Revenge. 

Champ.  The  Provoft 
Shall  fire  the  Woods,  but  I  will  find  'em  out. 
No  Cave,  no  Rock,  nor  Hell  fhall  keep  them  from 
My  fearching  Vengeance. 

Enter  La-writ,  and  Sampfon. 

La-zuriL  O  cold !  O  fearful  cold !  plague  of  all  Seconds. 
Sajnp.  O  for  a  Pint  of  burnt  Wine,  or  a  Sip 
Of  Aquafortis. 

Champ.  The  Rogues  have  met  with  thefe  two 
Upon  my  Life,  and  robb'd  'em. 

La-writ.  As  you  are  honourable  Gentlemen,. 
Impart  unto  a  couple  of  cold  Combatants. 

Samp.  My  Lord  mine  Uncle,  as  I  live. 

La-writ.  Pox  take  him. 
How  that  Vv  ord  has  warm'd  my  Mouth  ? 

Vert.  Why,  how  now  Coufin  ? 
Why,  why  ?   and  where   Man  have  you  been  ?    at  a 

Poult'.rs 
That  you  are  cas'd  thus  like  a  Rabbet?  I  could  laugh  now. 
And  1  fhall  laugh,  for  all  1  have  loft  my  Children, 
Laugh  monflroufly. 

Chnmp.  What  are  they  ? 

Vert.  Give  mc  leave.  Sir, 
Laugh  more  and  more,  never  leave  laughing. 

Champ.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Vert.  Why,  'tis  fuch  a  thing,  I  fmell  it.  Sir,  I  fmell  it. 
Such  a  ridiculous  thing, 

La-writ.  Do  you  laugh  at  me,  my  Lord  ? 
I'm  very  cold,  but  that  fliould  not  be  laugh:  at. 

Chainjp. 
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Champ,  What  art  thou  ? 

La-writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Samp.  If  he  had  his  Doublet ■ 

And  his  Sword  by  his  fide,  as  a  Gentleman  ought  to 
have  • • 

Vert.  Peace,  Monfieur  Sampfon. 

Champ.  Come  hither  httle  Gentleman. 

La-writ.  Bafe  is  the  Slave  commanded :  Com.etome. 

Fert.  This  is  the  little  Advocate. 

Champ.  What  Advocate? 

Fert.  The  little  Advocate  that  lent  me  a  Challenge, 
I  told  you  that  my  Nephew  undertook  it, 
And  what  'twas  like  to  ^ove :  Now  you  fee  the  IfTue. '  ' 

Chai7ip.  Is£this  the  little  Lawyer  ? 

La-writ.  You  have  a  Sword,  Sir, 
And  I  have  none,  you  have  a  Doublet  too 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry. 

Samp.  If  your  Lordrtiip  knew 
The  Nature  and  the  Noblenefs  of  the  Gentleman, 
Though  he  fhew  flight  here,  (30)  and  at  what  Jufts  of 

Danger 
His  Manhood  has  arrived. 
But  that  Mens  Fates  are  foolifh, 
And  often  headlong  over-run  their  Fortunes, 

La-writ.  That  little  Lawyer  would  fo  prick  his  Ears  up. 
And  bite  your  Honour  by  the  Nofe. 

Cha7np.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

La-writ.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  Shins,  Lord  Fer- 
ta'igne  too. 

(30)  and  at  tvhat  gufts  of  Danger 

His  Manhood  has  arri-jed,  ]  Gufis  of  Danger,  feemM  a  Meta- 
phor taken  from  Sailing,  and  inrelligible  ;  bin  as  it  is  neither  very  clear 
nor  very  emphatical  when  explained,  I  often  hefitared  upon  it,  and 
was  confirtn'd  in  my  Doubts  by  Mr.  Sympfoni  deliring  to  know  if  I 
could  explain  it.  Juft  as  the  Sheet  was  going  to  the  Prcfs,  what  feems 
th*  true  Reading  occur r'd, 

-  at  nxhat  Jufts  it/"  Danger 

His  Manhood  has  arri'ved, 
I.  e.   What  dangerous  T^ournements  his  Manhood  has  ban  engag  d  in. 
It  is  a  technical  Word  in  Knight-errantry,  and  perfedly  fuitable  lo  me 
errant  Knight  that  utters  it. 

0^4  ^amp^ 
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Samp.  No  more  fweet  Gentleman,  no  more  of  that.  Sir, 

La-writ.  1  will  have  more,  I  muft  have  more. 

fert.  Out  with  it. 

Sa?np,  Nay  he  is  as  brave  a  Fellow- 

Champ.  Have  I  caught  you  ?  \Strikei  him  down. 

Vert.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him. 

Champ.  No,  no,  I  will  not.     Do  you  peep  again  ? 
Down,  down,  proud  Heart. 

Samp.  O  Valour. 
Look  up  brave  Friend,  I  have  no  means  to  refcue  thee ; 
(31)  My  Kingdom  for  a  Sword. 

Chavip.  ril  fword  you  prefently, 
ril  claw  your  Skin- Coat  too. 

Vert.  Away,  good  Sampfon, 
You  go  to  Grafs  elfe  inftantly. 

Samp.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  Friend. 

Vert.  Not  one  Word. 

Cha7np.  If  you  do,  Sirra 

Samp.  Muft  I  go  off  difhonour*d  } 
Adverfity  tries  Valour,  fo  1  leave  thee.  [Exit. 

Champ.  Are  you  a  Lawyer,  Sir  ? 

La-writ.  I  was,  I  was.  Sir. 

Champ.  Nay  never  look,  your  Lawyer's  Pate  is  broken. 
And  your  litigious  Blood  about  your  Ears,  Sirra, 

(31)  I^j-j  Kingdom  far  a  S-^vorJ.]  Mr.  Syvipfon  thinks  this  a  ftupid 
Sneer  at  Shake/pear,  and  Mr.  'Theobald  always  us'd  to  look  on  every 
fuch  jocular  Quotation  from  him,  as  fo  many  Sneer.*.  For  my  part,  I 
think  it  no  more  a  Sneer  upon  Shake/pear,  than  the  Battle  of  the  Frogs 
and  Mice  is  upon  the  liiad,  or  the  Splendid  Shilling  upon  Paradife 
Loft.  Every  Sencinien',  or  Expreffion  of  Z)/^w//)»  and  Sa^Aw//)!,  when 
apply'd  to  a  ridiculous  Subjett,  ferves  only  by  its  Contrajl  to  render  the 
Subjcdl  more  Riaicuhus.  Thus  Et  tu  Brute  below,  cannot  poflibly  be 
a  iincer  upon  Shake/pear,  who  does  nothing  but  tranfcribe  the  very  Ex- 
prelTion  Cafur  made  ufe  of  at  his  Death  ;  at  leaft  the  Latin  Tranfla- 
tion  of  It.  But  Samp/on  afTuming  the  Dillrefs  oi  Richard  the  Thirdy 
and  La-'Virit  the  Dignity  of  Cafur  in  his  Fall,  extremely  heighten  the 
Com  ck  Drollery  of  their  Charafters.  "i'hus  again,  in  an  Emendation 
of  Mr.  Sympfoni,  Note  9,  in  this  very  Play, 

What  Mifter  thing  is  this  F 

As  Spenfer  Jud  (lamp'd  a  Dignity  upon  the  obfolete  Word  Mijler,  it  is 
with  great  Humour  .inply'd  to  La-murit.  But  is  Spenfer  fneer'' d  by  the 
Application?  No;  Fletcher  wzs  fo  far  from  Sneering,  that  he  almoft 
idolized  him  J  as  is  (hewn  in  Note  73  on  The  Faithful  Sbcpherdefs. 

Why 


TChe  Little  French  La'wyer*       249 

Why  do  you  fight  and  fnarle  ? 

La-writ,  I  was  pofTeft. 

Champ.  I'll  difpofTefs  you. 

yert.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

La-writ.  Et  tu  Brute? 

Vert.  Beat  him  no  more. 

Champ.  Alas,  Sir,  I  muft  beat  him. 
Beat  him  into  his  Bufinefs  again,  he  will  be  loft  elfe. 

Fert.  Then  take  your  way. 

Champ.  Lye  ftill,  and  do  not  flruggle. 

La-writ.  1  am  patient, 
I  never  faw  my  Blood  before,  it  jades  me, 
I  have  no  more  Heart  now  than  a  Goofe. 

Cha?np.  Why  Sirra,  why  do  you  leave  (^i)  your  Trade, 
your  Trade  of  living. 
And  fend  your  Challenges  like  Thunderbolts, 
To  Men  of  honoured  Places .? 

La-writ.  I  underftand.  Sir, 
1  never  underftood  before  your  beating. 

Champ.  Does  this  work  on  you? 

La- writ.  Yes. 

Champ.  Do  you  thank  me  for't? 

La-writ.  As  well  as  a  beaten  Man  can. 

Champ.  And  do  you  promifc  me. 
To  fall  clofe  to  your  Trade  again  ?  leave  Brawling? 

La-writ.  If  you  will  give  me  Leave  and  Life. 

Champ.   And  ask  this  noble  Man  Forgivenefs  ? 

La- writ.  Heartily. 

Chajnp.  Rife  then,  and  get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear 
of  you 
As  of  an  Advocate  new  vampt  -,  no  more  Words, 
Get  you  off  quickly,   and  make  no  Murmurs, 
I  fhall  purfue  you  elfe. 

La-writ.  I  have  done,  fweet  Gentlemen.  \_Esit, 

Vert.  But  we  forget  ourfelves,  our  Friends  and  Children. 

(32)  your  Trade,  your  Trade  of  li'ving,']  i.  e.    your  Trade  by 

which  you  are  to  get  your  Livelihood,  and  without  which  you  muil 
ftarve.  I  add  this  Explanation  becaufe  Mr.  Symp/on,  taking  Trade  of 
Living  only  for  Way  of  Living,  thought  ii  a  ftrange  Tautology. 

Champ, 
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Champ.  We*ll  raife  the  Country  firft,    then  take  our 
Fortunes.  \Exiunt. 

Enter  one  Gentleman ^  and  Lamira. 

1  Gent.  Shall  I  entreat  for  what  I  may  command  ? 

Lam.  Think  on  my  Birth. 

I  Gent.  Here  I  am  only  Noble, 
A  King,  and  thou  in  my  Dominions,  FooJ, 
A  Subjed,  and  a  Slave. 

ham.  Be  not  a  Tyrant, 
A  Raviflier  of  Honour,  gentle  Sir, 
And  I  will  think  ye  fuch,  and  on  my  Knees, 
As  to  my  Sovereign,  pay  a  Subject's  Duty, 
"With  Prayers  and  Tears. 

1  Gent.  I  like  this  humble  Carriage, 

I  will  walk  by,  but  kneel  you  ftill  and  weep  too. 
It  fhews  well  {'^o^)  while  I  meditate  on  the  Prey, 
Before  I  feize  it. 

Lam.  Is  there  no  Mercy,   Heav*n  .? 

Enter  fecond  Gentleman ^  and  Anabel. 

2  Gent.  Not  kifs  you? 
I  will,  and  kifs  again. 

Ana.  Savage  Villain  ? 
My  Innocence  be  my  ftrength,  I  do  defie  thee. 
Thus  fcorn  and  fpit  at  thee;  will  you  come  on.  Sir? 
You're  hot,  there  is  a  Cooler. 

2  Gent.  A  Virago  ? 

Ana.    No,  Joathfome  Goat,  more,  more,    I  am  that 
Goddefs, 
That  here  with  Whips  of  Steel,  in  Hell  hereafter. 
Scourge  Rape  and  Theft. 

2  Gent.  I'll  try  your  Deity. 

Ana.  My  Chaftity,  and  this  Knife  held  by  a  Virgin, 
Againft  thy  Luft,  thy  Sword  and  thee  a  Beaft, 
Call  on  for  the  Encounter. 

(22)  ^'hile  /mediate  oh  the  Prey,"]      Mr.  Sympfoii  concurr'd 

in  this  Correftion,  and  'tis  only  a  Aliftake  of  the  Oftavo  Euiuon. 

2 .  Gent. 
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2  Gent,  Now  what  think  you  ? 

[Throws  her  and  takes  her  Knife, 
Are  you  a  Goddefi  ? 

^na.  In  me  their  Povv'r  fuffers. 
That  fhould  proted  the  Innocent. 

I  Gent.  I  am  all  Fire, 
And  thou  (halt  quench  itj  and  ferve  my  Pleafures. 
Come  Partner  in  the  Spoil  and  the  Reward, 
Let  us  enjoy  our  Purchafe. 

Lam.  O  Dinant ! 

0  Heav'n!  O  Husband! 
y^na.  O  my  Cleremont  ! 

1  Gent.  Two  are  our  Slaves  they  call  on,  bring  *em 

forth 
As  they  are  chainM  together,  let  them  fee 
And  fuffer  in  the  Objed. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont  bound,  by  the  rejl 
of  the  Gentlemen. 

2  Gent.  While  we  fie 
And  without  pity  hear  'em. 

Cler.  By  my  Life, 

1  fuffer  more  for  thee  than  for  myfelf. 

Dm.  Be  a  Man,  Cleremont.,  and  look  upon  'em 
As  fuch  that  not  alone  abus'd  our  Service, 
Fed  us  with  hopes  moft  bitter  in  Digeltion, 
But  when  Love  fail'd,  to  draw  on  further  Mifchief, 
The  Baits  they  laid  for  us,  were  our  own  Honours, 
"Which  thus  hath  made  us  Slaves  too,  worfe  than  Slaves. 

2  Gent.  He  dies. 

I  Gent.  Pray  hold,  give  him  a  little  refpite. 

Tim.  I  fee  you  now  beyond  Expreffion  wretched. 
The  Wit  you  brag'd  of  fool'd,  that  boafted  Honour, 
As  you  belicv'd  compafs'd  with  Walls  of  Brafs, 
To  guard  it  fure,  fubjcdt  to  be  o'erthrown 
With  the  lead  blaft  of  Lufl:. 

Lam.  A  moft  fad  Truth, 

Din.  That  Confidence  which  was  not  to  be  (haken 
In  a  perpetual  Fever,  and  thofe  Favours, 
Which  with  fo  ftrong  and  ceremonious  Duty 

YOUF 
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Your  Lover  and  a  Gentleman  long  fought  for, 
Sought,  fusd,  and  kneel'd  in  vain  for,  muft  you  yield  up 
To  a  licentious  Villain,  that  will  hardly 
Allow  you  Thanks  for*t. 

Cler.  Something  I  muft  fay  too, 
And  to  you  pretty  one,  though  crying  one  -, 
To  be   hang*d  now,   when  thefe   worfhipful  Benchers 

pleafe. 
Though  I  know  not  their  Faces  that  condemn  me, 
A  little  ftartles  me ;  but  a  Man  is  nothing, 
A  Maidenhead  is  the  thing,  the  thing  all  aim  at ; 
Do  not  you  wilh  now,  and  wifli  from  your  Heart  too. 
When  fcarce  fweet  with  my  Fear$,  I  long  lay  by  you, 
(Thofe  Fears  you  and  your  good  Aunt  put  upon  me. 
To  make  you  fport)  you'd  given  a  little  hint, 
A  touch  or  fo,  to  tell  me  I  was  Mortal, 
And  by  a  Mortal  Woman  ?    Ana.  Pray  you  no  more. 

Cler.  If  I  had  loos'd  that  Virgin  Zone,  obferve  mc, 
I  wou'd  have  hir'd  the  beft  of  all  our  Poets 
To*ve  fung  fo  much,  and  fo  well  in  the  Honour 
Of  that  Night's  Joy,  that  Ovid*s  Afternoon, 
Nor  his  Corinna  fhould  again  be  mention'd. 

Ana.  I  do  repent,  and  wifh  I  had, 

Cler.  That's  Comforf. 
But  now- 

2,  Gent.  Another  that  will  have  it  offcr'd, 
Compel  it  to  be  offer'd,  fliall  enjoy  it. 

Cler.  A  Rogue,  a  Ruffian. 

2  Gent.  As  you  love  your  Throat,-^ 

I  Gent.  Away  with  them. 

Ana.  O  Cleremont  I 

Lam.  O  Dinant  ! 

Din.  I  can  but  add  your  Sorrows  to  my  Sorrows, 
Your  Fears  to  my  Fears. 

Cler.  To  your  Wifhes  mine. 
This  Slave  may  prove  unable  to  perform. 
Till  1  perform  the  Task  that  I  was  born  for, 

A}ia.  Amen,  amen. 

I  Ge?jt.  Drag  the  Slaves  hence,  for  you 
A  while  Pll  lock  you  up  here  ;  ftudy  all  ways 

Yo^ 
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You  can  to  pleafe  me,  or  the  deed  being  done. 
You  are  but  dead. 

2  Gtnt.  This  ftrong  Vault  (hall  contain  you. 
There  think  how  many  for  your  Maidenhead 
Have  pin*d  away,  and  be  prepar'd  to  lofe  it 
With  Penitence. 

1  Gent.  No  human  help  can  fave  you. 
Ladies.  Help,  help  ? 

2  Gent.  You  cry  in  vain,  Rocks  cannot  hear  you. 


ACTV.     SCENE     I. 

A  horrid  Noife  of  Mufick  within. 

Enter  one  and  opens  the  Door,  "Lvitbin  which  Lamira 
and  Anabel  were  Jhut,  they  in  fear. 

Lam.  /^  Coufin,  how  I  fhake  all  this  long  Night ! 

\J  What  Frights  and  Noifes  we  have  heard,  dill 
they  .encreafe. 
(34)  The  Villains  put  on  Shapes  to  torture  us. 
And,  to  their  Devil's  Form,  fuch  Preparations 
As  if  they  were  a  hatching  new  Difhonours, 
And  fatal  Ruin,  pad  dull  Man's  Invention. 
Go  not  too  far,  and  pray,  good  Coufin  Jnahely 
Hark,  a  new  Noife. 

[JJlrange  Mu/ick,  Sackbut,  and  T'roop  Mufick* 
Ana.  They're  exquifite  in  Mifchief, 
I  will  go  on,  this  Room  gives  no  Protedion, 
More  than  the  next  j  what's  that  i*  how  fad  and  hollow. 
The  Sound  comes  to  us.  {T'hieves  peeping. 

Lam.  Groaning  ?  or  finging  is  it  ? 

(34)  The  Villains  put  on  Shapes  to  torture  tis, 

Jnd  to  /^?/>DeviIs  fonnyJ/t/>  Preparations 

Ji  if  they  avere  &c.]  1  he  former  Editors,  by  their  Pointirg 
and  making  Dc'vils  the  Plural  Number  inftead  of  the  Gcnitiiie  Sin- 
gular, fcem  to  have  taken yi/w  for  a  Verb  ;  buc  then  they  leave  and 
to  thdr  Devils  without  any  Senfe  at  all. 

Ana. 
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Ana,    The  Wind,  I  think,  murmuring  amongft  old 
Rooms. 

Lam.  Now  it  grows  louder,  fure  Tome  fad  Prefage 
Of  our  foul  lofs look,  now  they  peep. 

Ana.  Pox  peep  'em. 

Lam.  O,  give  them  gentle  Language. 

Ana.  Give  'em  Rats  bane.  \_Peep  ahove^ 

Lam.  Now  they're  above. 

Ana.  I  would  they  were  i'th*  Center. 

Lam.  Thou  art  fo  foolilh  defperate. 

Ana.  Since  we  muft  lofe. 

Lam.  Call  'em  brave  Fellows,  Gentlemen.- 

Ana.  Call  'em  Rogues, 
Rogues  as  they  are,  rude  Rogues,  uncivil  Villains.' 

Lam.  Look  an  thou  woo't  beware,  doft  feel  the  Danger  ? 

Ana.  Till  th'  Danger  {td  me,  thus  will  I  talk  Hill, 
And  worfe  when  that  comes  too,   they  cannot  eat  me. 
This  is  a  Punilhment,  upon  our  own  Prides 
Moftjuftly  laid  ;  we  muft  abufe  brave  Gentlemen, 
A^ake  *em  tame  Fools,  and  Hobby-horfes,  laugh  and  jeer  at 
Such  Men  too,  and  fo  handfome  and  fo  noble. 

That  howfoe'er  we  feem'd  to  carry  it • 

Wou'J  'twere  to  do  again. 

Lam.  I  do  confefs,  Coufin, 
I  was  too  harfh,  too  foolifh. 

Ana.  Do  you  feel  it  .'* 
D'  you  find  it  now  ?  Take  heed  o'th'  Punifliment  5 
"We  might  have  had  two  gallant  Gentlemen, 
.  J^roper,  and  young,  O  how  it  tortures  me  ! 
Two  Devils  now,  two  Rafcals,  two  and  twenty' 

La7n.  O  think  not  fo. 

Ana.  Nay,  an  we  'fcape  fo  modeftly 

Lam.  May  we  be  worthy  any  Eyes,  or  Knowledge, 
When  we  are  ufed  thus  ? 

Ana.  Why  not  ?  why  do  you  cry  ? 
Are  we  not  Women  flill  ?  What  were  we  made  for? 

Lam.  But  thus,  thus  bafely 

Ana.  'Tis  againft  our  Wills, 
And  if  there  come  a  thoufand  fo,        ■    » 

Lam.  Out  on  thee. 

Ana, 
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Ana.  You  are  a  Fool,  what  we  cannot  refift. 
Why  (hould  we  grieve  and  bluQi  for  ?  There  be  Women, 
And  they  that  bear  the  Name  of  exceJJent  Women, 
Would  give  their  whole  Eftates  to  meet  this  Fortune. 

Lam.  Hark,  anew  Noife.  \_New  found  within. 

Ana.  Let  *em  go  on,  I  fear  not, 
If  wrangling,  fighting  and  fcratching  cannot  preferve  me. 
Why  fo  be  it,  Coufin  j  if  I  be  ordain'd 
To  breed  a  race  of  Rogues- ■ 

Enter  four  over  the  Stage,  mth  Beaupre  and  Verdone 
houndy  with  Halters  ahut  their  Necks, 

Latn,  They  come.     Ana.  Be  firm. 
They're  welcome. 

Lam.  What  mask  of  Death  is  this  ?  O  my  dear  Brother. 

Ana.  My  Coz  too ;  why  now  you  are  glorious  Villains. 

La7n.  O  fliall  we  lofe  our  Honours  ? 

Ana.  Let  'em  go. 
When  Death  prepares  the  way,  they  are  but  Pageants. 
Why  muft  thefe  die  ? 

Beaup.  Lament  your  own  MisSortunes, 
We  perifh  happily  before  your  Ruins. 

Ana.  Has  mifchief  ne'er  a  Tongue  ^ 

1  Gent.  Yes,  fooliih  Woman, 
Our  Captain's  Will  is  Death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it. 
Tell  thy  boifterous  Captain  what  I  fay, 
Thy  lawlefs  Captain,  that  he  dares  not  do  it. 
D'  you  laugh  you  Rogue  ?  Ycu  pamper'd  Rogue? 

Lam.  Good  Sir, 
(Good  Coufin  gently)  as  you're  a  Gentleman- 

Ana.   A  Gentleman  ^    A  Slave,   a  Dog,  the    Devil's 
Harbinger. 

Lain.  Sir,  as  you  had  a  Mother. 

Ana.  He  a  Mother  ? 
Shame  not  the  name'  of  Mother,  a  (he  Bear, 
A  bloody  old  Wolf  Bitch.    A  Woman  Mother  ? 
Looks  that  rude  Lump,  as  if  he  had  a  Mother  ? 
Intreat  him  ?  Hang  him  -,  do  thy  word,  thou  dar'ft  not. 
Thou  uar'ft  not  wrong  their  Lives,  thy  Captain  dares  nor. 

They're 
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They're  Perfons  of  more  Price. 

Verd.  Whate'er  we  fuffer 
Let  not  your  Angers  wrong  you. 

Ana.  You  cannot  fuffer. 
The  Men  that  do  this  deed  muft  live  i'th'  Moon, 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  Juftice. 
Lam.  Is  ic  not  better  ? 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ?  Let  'cm  go  on  like  Rafcals, 
And  put  faife  Faces  on  ;  they  dare  not  do  it ; 
FJatter  fuch  Scabs  of  Nature  ? 

Gent.  Woman,  Woman, 
The  next  work  is  with  you. 

Ana.  Unbind  thofe  Gentlemen, 
And  put  their  fatal  Fortunes  on  our  Necks. 
Lam.  As  you  have  Mercy  do. 
Ana.  As  you  are  Monfters. 

Lam,   Fright  us  no  more  with  Ship-wreck   of  our 
Honours, 
Nor  if  there  be  a  Guilt  by  us  committed 
Let  it  endanger  thofe. 

Ana.  I  fay  they  dare  not. 
There  be  a  thoufand  Gallowies,  ye  Rogues, 
Tortures  ye  bloody  Rogues,  Wheels. 

Gent.   Away.     Lam.  Stay.     Ana.  Stay; 
Stay  and  I'll  flatter  too :  Good  fweet-fac*d  Gentlemen, 
You  excellent  in  Honefty  ;  O  Kinfmen  .' 
O  noble  Kinfmen ! 

Gent.  Away  with  'em.    [Exeunt  Verd.  Beaup.  andGcnu 
Ana.  Stay  yet. 
The  Devil  and  his  lovely  Dam  walk  with  you; 
Come  fortifie  yourfelf,  if  they  do  die. 
Which  all  their  ruggednefs  cannot  rack  into  me, 
They  cannot  find  an  hour  more  Innocent, 
Nor  more  Friends  to  revenge  'em. 

Enter  Cleremont,  dijguis'd. 

Lam.  Now  (land  conftant. 
For  now  our  Trial's  come. 

Cler.  This  Beauty's  mine. 
Your  Minute  moves  not  yet. 

Lam> 
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'   Lam.  She  finks if  Chriftian, 

IF  any  fpark  of  noble  heat 

Cler.  Rife,  Lady, 
And  fearlefs  rife,  there's  no  Dirtionour  meant  you. 
Do  you  know  my  Tongue  ? 

Ana.  IVe  heard  it.— — — - 

Cler.  Mark  it  better. 
Pm  one  that  loves  you,  fairly,  nobly  loves  you, 
Look  on  my  Face  ?     Ana.  O  Sir  ?  1 

Cler.  No  more  Words,  foftly 
Hark,  but  hark  wifely  how,  underftand  well, 
Sufpedt  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  have  brought  me  comfort. 

Cler.  (3  5  j  If  you  dare  think  me  worthy  of  your  Husband, 
I  am  no  Rogue  nor  Beggar,  if  you  dare  do  thus — — 

Ana.  You're  Monfieur  Ckremonti 

Cler.  I  am  the  fame. 
If  you  dare  venture,  fpeak,  if  not  I  leave  you. 
And  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  thefe  Villains 
That  will  not  woo  ye  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  Reputation, 
And  free  me  from  thefe  Slaves. 

Cler,  By  this  Kifs  I'll  do  it. 
And  from  the  leaft  DiiTionour  they  dare  aim  at  yous 
I  have  a  Prieft  too,  ihall  be  ready. 

Ana.  You  are  forward. 

Lam.  Is  this  my  confta.it  Coufm  ?  How  fhe  whifpers, 
Kifles  and  hugs  the  Thief! 

Ana.  You'll  offer  nothing. 

Cler.  'Till  all  be  ty'd. 
Not  as  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  Aunt  too  } 

Cler.  Not  yet,   Miftrefs, 
But  fear  nothing,  all  fliall  be  well  ;  away  quickly. 
It  muft  be  done  i'th'  Moment——  Ana.  I  am  with  ye. 

(35)  If  y°"  think  me  "xorthy  of  your  Bu  shandy  ]  The  Word  dare 
being  twice  repeated  afcerwards,  in  repeating  this  Qaeltion,  and  the 
Want  of  a  Syllable  ia  the  Verfe,  feem  to  prove  it  accidentally  dropt 
from  this  Line. 

Vol.  IV.  R  CV/V 
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Cler.    1*11  know  now  who  fleeps  by  me,  keep   youf 
Handing.  [Exeuni  Cler.  and  Anabel. 

Lam.  Wei),  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own  Shame  dwell 
with  thee. 
Is  this  the  Conftancy  fhc  fhew'd,  the  Bravery  ? 
The  dear  Love  and  the  Life  (lie  ow'd  her  Kinfmen  ? 
{^6)   O  brave  Tongue- valiant,    and  vain-glorious  Wo- 
man ! 
Is  this  the  noble  Anger  you  arriv'd  at  ? 
Are  thefe  the  Thieves   you  fcorn'd,   the  Rogues    you 

rail'dat? 
The  fcabs  and  Icums  of  Nature  ?  O  fair  Modefty, 
Excellent  Virtue,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
What  Hand  O  Heav*n  is  over  us,  when  flrong  Virgins 
Yield  to  their  Ft:ars,  and  to  their  Fears  their  Fortunes  ? 
Never  belief  come  near  me  more;  farewel.  Wench, 
A  long  farewel  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee; 
My  turn  is  next,  I  am  refolv*d,  it  comes. 
But  in  a  nobler  Shape,  ha? 

(36)  O  brave  Tongiie,  valiant  glorious  Woman!  ]  Mr.  Symp/on 
ConcurrM  with  me  in  reading  Tongue  valiant.  It  is  highly  probable 
that  Milton  read  it  lo,  for  he  feems  to  imirate  it  in  his  SatnpJ'on  Ago- 
Tiijies :  Sampfon  calls  Haripha,  Tongue- doughty  Giant  ;  and  this  is 
rot  the  firll  time  in  this  Play  that  Milton,  in  that  very  Scene,  feems 
to  have  imitated  our  Authors.  What  Champernel  fays  in  the  fecond 
Scene  of  the  full  A&, 

' [  0  that  I  had  thee 

Jn  fomc  clofe  Fault,  that  only  ivould yield  room 

To  me  to  ufe  my  Sword,  to  thee  no  hope 

To  run  anuay  ] 
Milton  puts  with  a  fnrall  Change  of  Expreffion,  into  5^w/a«'j Mouth, 

Therefore  v^'ithout  feign' d  Shifts  let  he  affign^d 

Some  narron.{j  Pltue  inclosed,  nuhere  Sight  may  give  thee ^ 

Or  rather  Flight,  tIo  great  advantage  of  me. 
But  befide  the  Corruption  of  Ti^/^a^-o'^?//*??//,  the  Word  glorious  feems 
to  have  loft  its  proper  Confort,  which  both  the  Senfe  and  Verfe  re- 
quire to  be  rcftor'd  :  I  read  therefore, 

O  brave  Tongue-valiant,  and  vain-glorious  Woman  ! 
Dinant  fays,  a  little  below,  to  Lamira, 

.That  Spting  of  Chafity  that  fed  your  Pride, 

And  grevj  into  a  River  of  Vainglory,' 
This  confirms  the  Conjetlure  abjve. 

Enter 
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Enter  Dinant. 

Din,  Blefs  ye,  Lady, 

Lam.  Indeed  Sir,  I  had  need  of  many  BlefTings, 
For  all  the  Hours  I  have  had  fince  I  came  here. 
Have  been  fo  many  Curfes.     How  got  you  Liberty  ? 
For  I  prefume  you  come  to  comfort  me. 

Din.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  you,  'tis  moil  true. 
My  Bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitternefs, 
And  every  Hour  my  Death. 

La?n.  Heav*n  was  your  comfort. 

Din.  'Till  the  laft  Evening,  fitting  full  of  fadnefs, 
Wailing,  fweet  Miftrefs,  your  unhappy  Fortunes, 
(Mine  own  I'd  the  lead  care  of)  round  about  me 
The  Captain  and  the  Company  ftood  gaping. 
When  I  began  the  Story  of  my  Love 
To  you  fair  Saint,  and  with  fo  full  a  Sorrow 
Follow'd  each  point,  that  even  from  thofe  rude  Eyesj 
That  never  knew  what  Pity  meant,  or  Mercy, 
There  ftole  down  foft  Relentings :  Take  heed  Miltrefs, 
And  let  not  fuch  unholy  Hearts  outdo  you. 
The  foft-plum'd  God  will  fee  again ;  thus  taken. 
As  Men  transformed  with  the  ftrange  Tale  I  told. 
They  ftood  amaz'd,  then  bid  me  rife  and  live, 
Take  liberty  and  means  to  fee  your  Perfon, 
And  wiflit  me  profperous  in  your  Love ;  wifli  you  (o^ 
Be  wife  and  loving,  Lady,  fliew  but  you  fo. 

La?n.  O  Sir,  are  thefe  fit  hours  to  talk  of  Love  in  ? 
Shall  we  make  Fools  of  our  Afflitflions } 
Can  any  thing  found  fweetly  in  mine  Ears, 
Where  all  the  noife  of  bloody  horror  is  .'* 
My  Brother,  and  my  Coufin,  they  are  dead,  Sir, 
Dead,  bafely  dead,  is  this  an  Age  to  fool  in? 
And  I  myfelf,  I  know  not  what  I  {hall  be. 
Yet  I  muft  thank  you,  and  if  happily 
You  had  ask'd  me  Yefterday,  when  thefe  were  living. 
And  my  Fears  lefs,  I  might  have  hearkned  to  you. 

Din.  Peace  to  your  Grief,  1  bind  you  to  ypur  Word. 

R  2  Enter 
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Enter  Cleremont,  Anabel,  Bcaupre,  Verdone, 
Charlotte,  Nurfe,  and  the  two  Gentlemen. 

Lam.  How  ?  Do  you  Conjure  ? 

Bin.  Not  to  railg  dreadful  Apparitions,  Madam, 
But  fuch  as  you  would  gladly  fee. 

Lam,  My  Brother,  and  Nephew  living  ? 

Beaifp.  And  both  owe  their  Lives 
To  th'  favour  of  thefe  Gentlemen. 

Ferd.  Who  deferve 
Our  Service,  and  for  us,  your  gracious  Thanks. 

Lam.  Which  I  give  freely,  and  become  a  Suitor, 
To  be  hereafter  more  familiar  L^ifii 

With  fach  great  Worth  and  Virtue. 

I  Gent.  Ever  think  us 
Your  Servants,  Madam. 

Cler.  Why  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 
How  we  are  freed,  I  will  difcover  it. 
And  with  Laconick  Brevity  :  Thefe  Gentlemen 
This  Night  encountring  with  thofe  Outlaws  that 
Yefterday  made  us  Prifoners,  and  as  we  were 
Attempted  by  *em,  they  with  greater  Courage, 
(  Tm'fure  with  better  Fortune)  not  alone 
Guarded  themfelves,  but  forc'd  the  bloody  Thieves, 
Being  got  between  them  and  this  hellifli  Cave, 
For  fafety  of  their  Lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  Woods,  all  left  to  their  PoflTefTion  ; 
This  fav'd  your  Brother  and  your  Nephew  from 
The  Gibbet,  this  redeemed  me  from  my  Chains, 
And  gave  my  Friend  his  Liberty,  this  preferv'd 
Your  Honour  ready  to  be  loft. 

Din.  But  that 
I  know  this  for  a  Lie,  and  that  the  Thieves 
And  GenrJf^men,  are  the  fame  Men,  by  my  pra6i:ice 
Suborn*d  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it 
With  fuch  a  conftant  Brow,  that  I  am  doubtful, 
I  fhould  believe  him  too. 

1  Gent.  If  we  did  well, 
We  are  rewarded. 

2  Gent,  Thanks  but  takes  away 

From 
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From  what  was  freely  purposed. 

Cler.  Now  by  this  Hand, 
You  have  fo  cunningly  difcharg'd  your  parrs. 
That  while  we  live,  reft  confident  you  fliall 
Command  Dinant  and  Cleremont  -,  nor  Beaupre 
Nor  Verdone  fcents  it :  For  the  Ladies,  they 
Were  ealie  to  be  guird. 

I  Gent.  *Twas  but  a  Jeft, 
And  yet  the  Jeft  may  chance  to  break  our  NeckF, 
Should  it  be  known. 

Cler,  Fear  nothing.     Din,  Clercmcnt, 
Say,  what  Succefs .? 

Gler,  As  thou  wouldft  wifti,  'tis  done,  Lnd, 
The  Grove  will  witnefs  with  me,  that  this  Night  ^^ 

I  lay  not  like  a  Block  :  But  how  fpeed  you  .^ 

Din.  I  yet  am  in  fufpence,  devife  fome  mean$ 
To  get  thefe  off,  and  fpeedily, 

Cler.  I  have  it  ; 
Come,  we  are  dull,  I  think  that  the  good  Fellows, 
Our  Predeceflbrs  in  this  Place,  were  not 
So  foolifti  and  improvident  Husbands,  but 
'Twill  yield  us  Meat  and  Wine. 

I  Gent.  Let's  ranfack  it, 
'Tis  ours  now  by  the  Law. 

Cler.  How  fay  you  fweet  one. 
Have  you  an  Appetite  ?     Ana.  To  walk  again 
Pth'  Woods,  if  you  think  fit,  rather  than  eat. 

Cler.  A  little  refpite  prithee  j  nay  blulh  nor. 
You  »ask  but  what's  your  own,  and  warrantable  : 
Monfieur  Beaupre^  Verdone^ 
What  think  you  of  the  Motion  ? 

Verd.  Lead  the  way, 
.   Beaup.  We  follow  v/iliingly. 

Cler.  When  you  ftiall  think  fit. 
We  will  expe6l  you.  \Exeunt  allhut  Din.  and  Lam. 

Din.  Now  be  Miftrefs  of  your  Promife,  Lady. 

Lavi.  *Twas  to  give  you  hearing. 

Din,  But  that  Word  hearing  did  include  a  Grant, 
And  you  muft  make  it  good. 

Lam.  Muft?     Dm,  Muft  and  fhall, 

R  ^  I 
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1  will  be  fool'd  no  more,  you  had  your  Tricks ; 
Made  Properties  of  me,  and  of  my  Friend ; 
f  refum*d  upon  your  Power,  and  whip*d  me  with 
The  Rod  of  mine  own  Dotage  :  Do  not  flatter 
Yourfelf  with  hope,  that  any  human  help 
Can  free  you,  and  for  aid  by  miracle 
A  bafe  unthankful  Woman  is  unworthy. 
Lam.  You  will  not  force  me  ? 
Din.  Rather  than  enjoy  you 
With  your  confent,  becaufe  I  will  torment  you  j 
I'll  make  you  feel  th*effed:s  of  abus'd  Love, 
And  glory  in  your  Torture. 
La7n.  Brother,  Nephew, 
Help,  help,  for  Heav'n*s  fake. 

Din.  Tear  your  Throat,  cry  louder. 
Though  every  Leaf,  thefe  Trees  bear,  were  an  Echo, 
And  lummon'd  in  your  bed  Friends  to  redeem  you, 
Ic  fliould  be  fruitlefs:  'Tis  not  that  I  love  you. 
Or  value  thofe  Delights  you  prize  fo  high. 
That  PJl  enjoy  you  ;  a  French  Crown  will  buy 
More  fport,  and  a  Companion,  to  whom 
You  in  your  beft  trim  are  an  Mthio^. 
Lam.  Forbear  me  then. 
Din.  Not  fo,  I'll  do't  in  fpite, 
And  break  that  ftubborn  difobedient  Will, 
That  hath  fo  long  held  out,  that  boafted  Honour 
I  will  make  equal  with  a  common  Whore's  ; 
The  fpring  of  Chaftity,  that  fed  your  Pride, 
And  grew  into  a  River  of  Vain-glory, 
J  will  defile  with  mud,  the  mud  of  Lud, 
And  make  it  loathfome  ev'n  to  Goats. 

Lam.  O  Heav*n ! 
No  pity  Sir  ?     Din.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel. 
And  dare  you  think  of  Mercy  ?  Pil  tell  thee  Fool, 
Thofe  that  furpris'd  thee  were  my  Inftruments ; 
1  can  plot  too,  good  Madam,  you  fhall  find  it : 
And  in  the  ftead  of  licking  of  my  Fingers, 
Kneeling  and  whining  like  a  Boy  new-breech'd. 
To  get  a  Toy  forfooth,  not  worth  an  Apple, 
Thus  make  my  v/ay,  and  with  Authority 

Command 
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Command  what  I  would  have. 

Lam.  I*m  loft  for  ever  ; 
Good  Sir,  I  do  confefs  my  fault,  my  grofs  fault. 
And  yield  myfelfup,  miferable  guilty  ; 
Thus  kneeling  I  confefs,  you  cannot  ftudy 
Sufficient  Punifhments  to  load  me  with  i 
Tm  in  your  power,  and  I  confefs  again. 
You  cannot  be  too  cruel :  If  there  be, 
Befides  the  lofs  of  my  long  guarded  Honour, 
Any  thing  elfe  to  make  the  Balance  even. 
Pray  put  it  in,  all  hopes,  all  helps  have  left  me  ; 
I  am  girt  round  with  Sorrow,  Hell's  about  me. 
And  Ravifliment  the  leaft  that  1  can  look  for. 
Do  what  you  pleafe. 

Din.  Indeed  I  will  do  nothing. 
Nor  touch  nor  hurt  you.  Lady,  nor  had  ever 
Such  a  lewd  purpofe. 

Lam.  Can  there  be  fuch  Goodnefs, 
And  in  a  Man  fo  injur'd  ? 

Din.  Be  confirmed  in't. 
I  feal  it  thus  :  I  muft  confefs  you  vex'd  me. 
In  fooling  me  fo  often,  and  thofc  fears 
You  threw  upon  mecali'd  for  a  requital, 
Which  now  I  have  return'd,  all  unchafte  Lov^ 
D'lnant  thus  throws  away  ;  live  to  Mankind, 
As  you  have  done  to  me,  and  I  will  honour 
Your  Virtue,  and  no  more  think  of  your  Beauty. 

Lam.  All  I  poffefs  comes  fliort  of  fatisfaxftion. 

Din.  No  Compliments:  The  Terrors  of  this  Night 
Imagine  but  a  fearful  Dream,  and  fo 
With  eafe  forget  it:   For  Dinant^  that  laboui*d 
To  blaft  your  Honour,  is  a  Champion  for  it. 
And  will  protedl  and  guard  it. 

Lam.  'Tis  as  fafe  then. 
As  if  acompleat  Army  undertook  it.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  La-writ,  Sampfon,  and  Clients. 

La-writ,  Donotperfwade  me, gentle Monfieury^/z/^yj/?, 
I  am  a  mortal  Man  again,  a  Lawyer, 
My  martial  part  1  have  put  off. 

R  4  Samj) 
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Samp.  Sweet  Monfieur, 
JL.et  but  our  Honours  teach  us. 

La-writ.  Monfieur  Sampfon, 
My  honourable  Friend,  my  valiant  Friend, 
Be  but  fo  beaten  ;  ( forward  my  brave  Clients, 
I  am  yours,   and  you  are  mine  again)  be  but  fo  thrafht, 
Receive  that  Caftigation  with  a  Cudgel 

Samp.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a  Reparation. 

La-ivrit.  I  have,  it  coft  me  half  a  Crown,  I  bear  it 
All  over  me,  I  bear  it  Monfieur  Sa?npfon  ; 
The  Oils,  and  the  old  Woman  that  repairs  to  me, 
To  *noint  n^y  beaten  Body. 

Samp.  It  concerns  you. 
You  have  been  fwing'd. 

La-ivrit,  Let  it  concern  thee  too  j 
Go  and  be  beat*n,  fpeak  fcurvy  Words,  as  I  did ; 
Speak  to  that  Lion  Lord,  waken  his  Anger, 
And  have  a  hundred  Baftinado's,  do; 
Three  broken  Pates,  thy  Teeth  knock'd  out,  do,  Samp/on^ 
Thy  valiant  Arms  and  Legs  beaten  to  Poulteffes, 
Do  filly  Sampfou,  do. 

1  Cli.  You  wrong  the  Gentleman, 

To  try  to  put  him  out  of  his  right  Mind  thus : 
You  wrong  ijs,  and  our  Caufes. 

La-zvrit.   Down  with  him,   Gentlemen, 
Turn  him,  and  beat  him,  if  he  break  our  Peace, 
Then  when  thou  hafl  been  lam*d,  thy  fmall  Guts  perifh'(^. 
Then  talk  to  me,  before  I  fcorn  thy  Counfel, 
Feel  what  I  feel,  and  let  my  Lord  repair  thee. 

Samp.  And  can  the  brave  La- writ- 

2  Cli.  Tempt  him  no  further. 
Be  warn*d,  and  fay  no  more. 

■     La-writ.  If  thou  do'ft,  Sampfon, 

Thou  feefl:  my  Myrmidons,  V\\  let  *ern  loofe, 

That  in  a  Moment 

Safnp.  I  fay  nothing.  Sir,  but  I  could  wifh — ^ 

La-writ.  They  flialldeftroy  thee  wifhing  ; 
There's  ne'er  a  iVJan  of  thefc  but  have  loft  ten  Caufes, 
Pearer  than  ten  Mens  Lives  ;  Tempt,  and  thou  dieft  : 
Go  iiome,  and  fmile  upon  my  Lord,  thine  Uncle, 

Take 
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Take  Mony  of  the  Men  thou  mean'ft  to  cozen, 
Drink  Wine,  and  eat  good  Meat,  and  live  difcreetly, 
Talk  little,  *tis  an  Antidote  'gainft  a  beating  ; 
Keep  thy  Hand  from  thy  Sword,  and  from  thy  Laundrefs 

Placket, 
And  thou  wilt  live  long. 

I  Cli.  Give  ear,   and  be  inflrufted. 
La-writ.  I  find  I  am  wifer  than  a  Juftice  of  Peace  now, 
Give  me  the  Wifdom  that's  beacen  into  a  Man 
That  fticks  ftill  by  him ;  Art  thou  a  new  Man  ? 

Samp.  Yes,  yes, 
Thy  learned  Precepts  have  inchanted  me. 

La-wriL  Go,  my  Son  Samp/on,  I  have  now  begot  thee, 
I'll  fend  thee  Caufes ;  fpeak  to  thy  Lord,  and  live. 
And  lay  my  Ihare  by,  go  and  live  in  peace. 
Put  on  new  Suits,  and  fhew  fit  for  thy  Place  ; 
That  Man  negledts  his  Living,  is  an  Afs :       [^Exii  Samp. 
Farewel  ;  come  chearily  Boys,  about  our  Bufinefs, 
Now  welcome  Tongue  again,  hang  Swords. 

I  Cli.  Sweet  Advocate.  [Exemit, 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Charlotte. 

Nurfe.  I  know  not,  Wench,  they  may  call  *em  what 
they  will. 
Out-laws,  or  Thieves,  but  I  am  fure,  to  me 
One  was  an  honeft  Man,  he  us'd  me  well ; 
W^hat  I  did,  'tis  no  matter,  he  complain*d  not. 

Char.  I  muft  confefs  there  was  one  bold  with  me  too, 
Some  coy  thing  would  fay  rude,  but  *tis  no  matter  j 
I  was  to  pay  a  Waiting-woman's  Ranfom, 
And  I  have  done't,  and  I  would  pay*t  again. 
Were  I  ta'en  to  morrow. 

Nurfe.  Alas !  there  was  no  hurt, 
If't  be  a  Sin  for  fuch  as  live  at  hard  Meat, 
And  keep  a  long  Lent  in  the  Wopds,  as  they  do. 
To  tafte  a  little  Fk-lh. 

Char.  God  help  the  Courtiers, 
That  lie  at  rgck  and  manger.     Nurfe.  I  Ihall  love 
A  Thief  the  better  for  this  while  1  live, 
They  are  Men  of  a  charuable  Vocation, 

And 
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And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  difcretion. 
And  put  a  good  fpeed-penny  in  my  Purfe, 
That  has  been  empty  twenty  Years. 

Char.  Peace,  Nurfe, 
Farewel,  and  cry  not  roaft  Meat  ;   methlnks  Cleremoni 
And  my  Lady  Anahel^  are  in  one  Night 
Familiarly  acquainted.     Nurfe.  I  obferve  k^ 
If  Ihe  have  got  a  penny  too. 

Enter  Vertaign,  Champernel,  and  Provoft:. 

Char.  No  more. 
My  Lord  Monfieur  Vertaigny  the  Provoft  too, 
Jiafte  and  acquaint  my  Lady.      \_Exeunt  Nurfe  ^«^Char. 

Pro.  Wonderous  ftrange 

Vert.  'Tis  true.  Sir,  on  my  Credit. 

Champ.  On  mine  Honour. 

Pro.  I  have  been  Provoft-Marfhal  twenty  Years, 
And  have  trufled  up  a  thoufand  of  thefe  Rafcals, 
But  fo  near  Paris  yet  I  never  met  with 
One  of  that  Brotherhood. 

Champ.  We  to  our  coft  have ; 
But  will  you  fearch  the  Wood  ?     Pro.  It  is  befet. 
They  cannot  'fcape  us,  nothing  makes  me  wonder 
So  much,  as  having  you  within  their  Power 
They  Jet  you  go ;  it  was  a  Courtefie, 
That  French  Thieves  ufe  not  often  -,  I  much  pity 
The  gentle  Ladies,  yet  I  know  not  how, 
I  rather  hope  than  fear. 

Enter  Dinant,  Cleremont,  Verdone,  Beaupre, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Charlotte,  and  Nurfe. 

Are  thefe  the  Prifoners  ?     Din.  We  were  fuch. 

Ferd.  Kill  me  not,  excefs  of  Joy. 

Chanip.  I  fee  thou  liveft,  but  haft  thou  had  no  foul  play  ? 

Lam.  No,  on  my  Soul,  my  ufage  hath  been  noble, 
Far  from  all  Violence. 

Cha7np.  How  were  you  freed  ? 
But  kifs  me  firft,  we'll  talk  of  that  at  leifure, 
I  am  glad  I  have  thee  ;  Neice,  how  you  keep  off. 
As  you  knew  me  not  ?    Ana.  Sir,  I  am  where 
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I  owe  moft  Duty.     Cler.  'Tis  indeed  moft  true.  Sir, 
The  Man  that  fhou'd  have  been  your  Bedfellow, 
Your  Lordfhip's  Bedfellow,  that  could  not  fmell  out 
A  Virgin  of  fixteen,  that  was  your  Fool 
To  make  you  merry,  this  poor  fimple  Fellow 
Has  met  the  Maid  again,  and  now  fhe  knows 
He  is  a  Man.     Champ.  How !  is  flic  difhonourM  ? 

Cler.  Not  unlefs  Marriage  be  di (honourable, 
Heav'n  is  a  Witnefs  of  our  happy  Contraft, 
And  the  next  Prieft  we  meet  fhall  warrant  it 
To  all  the  World  :  I  lay  with  her  in  Jed, 
*Tis  turn'd  to  Earned  now. 

Champ.  Is  this  true,   Keice  ? 

Din.  Her  blufhing  Silence  grants  it ;  nay,  Sir,  florm  not. 
He  is  my  Friend,  and  I  can  make  this  good. 
His  Birth  and  Fortunes  equal  hers  i  your  Lordfhip 
Might  have  fought  out  a  worfe,  we  are  all  Friends  top, 
All  Differences  end  thus.     Now  Sir,  unleis 
You  would  raife  new  Diflenfions,  make  perfeft 
What  is  fo  well  begun. 

yert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam.  Let  me  perfuade  you. 

Champ.  Well,  God  give  you  joy. 
She  fhall  not  come  a  Beggar  to  you.  Sir. 
For  you,  Monfieur  Dinant^  ere  long  I'll  fhew  you 
Another  Neice,  to  this  not  much  inferior  ; 
As  you  fhall  like,  proceed. 

Din.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Champ.  Back  then  to  Paris :  Well  that  Travel  ends 
That  makes  of  deadly  Enemies  perfect  Friends. 

I  Exeunt  omnesi 


E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 


Gentlemen, 

1  Am  fent  forth  to  enquire  what  you  decree 
Of  us,  and  of  our  Poets,  they  will  be 
7'his  Night  exceeding  merry,  fo  will  we. 
If  you  approve  their  Labours.     They  profefs 
Ton  are  their  Patrons,  and  we  fay  no  lefs  : 
Refohe  us  then,  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  have  done  id*ly,  or  done  well: 


] 


THE 


TRAGEDY 


O    F 


F^LENTINI^N, 


DRAMATIS  PERSONM. 


MEN. 

VAlentinian,  Emperor  of  Rome.' 
^cius,  the  Emperor^ s  Loyal  General, 
Balbus,      ^ 

Proculus,  (  Four  Nohle  Panders y  and  Flatterers  to  tbt 
Chilax,      f         Emperor, 
Licinius,    j 

Maximus,  a  great  Soldier,  Husband  to  Lucina. 

Lycias,  an  Eunuch. 

Pontius,  an  honefi  cajhier*d  Centurion, 

Phidias,    \  two  hold  and  faithful  Eunuchs^  Servants   to 

Aretus,    i         -^cius. 

Afranius,  an  eminent  Captain. 
Paulus,  a  Poet. 
Licippus,  a  Courtief. 


WOMEN, 

Eudoxia,  Emprefs,  Wife  to  Valentinian. 
Lucina,  the  chafie  ahufed  Wife  of  Maximus.' 

Claudia,        7   L^cina'^  Waiting-women. 
Marcellina,  5  ^ 

Ardelia,  7   ^^^  ^r  ^^^^  Emperor* s  Bawds. 
Phorba,  >  '' 

Voree  Senators,  Phyficians,  Gentlemen,  and  Soldiers, 
SCENE,      ROME. 

THE 


THE 

TRAGEDY 

O    F 

VALENTIN  IAN. 


ACTL      SCENE     L 

Enter  Balbus,  Proculus,  Chilax  and  Licinius. 

B  A   L    B    U    S. 

Never  faw  the  like,  fhe's  no  more  ftirr'd. 
No  more  another  Woman,  no  more  alter'd. 
With  any  hopes  or  promifes  laid  to  her. 
Let  'em  be  ne'er  fo  weighty,  ne'er  fo  win- 
ning. 
Than  I  am  with  the  motion  of  my  own  Legs. 

Pro.  Chilax, 
You  are  a  Stranger  yet  in  thefe  Defigns, 
At  leall  in  Rof?ie  j  tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth, 
Did  you  e'er  know  in  all  your  courfe  of  Practice, 
In  all  the  ways  of  Woman  you  have  run  through, 
(For  I  prefume  you  have  been  brought  up,  Chilax, 
As  we,  to  fetch  and  carry  J 

Ci: 
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Chi.  True,  I  have  fo. 

Fro.  Did  you,  I  fay  again,  in  all  this  Progrefs, 
Ever  difcover  fuch  a  piece  of  Beauty, 
Ever  fo  rare  a  Creature,  and  no  doubt. 
One  that  muft  know  her  worth  too,  and  affedl  it, 
Ay  and  be  flatter'd,  elfc  'tis  none  •,  and  honeft  ? 
Honeft  againft  the  tide  of  all  Temptations, 
Honeft  to  one  IMan,  to  her  Husband  only. 
And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  Age  to  know 
Why  fhe  is  honeft  ? 

Chi.  I  confefs  it  freely,  - 

J  never  faw  her  fellow,  nor  e'er  Ihall : 
For  all  our  Grecian  Dames,  all  I  have  try'd, 
(And  fure  I've  try*d  a  hundred,  if  I  fay  two 
I  fpeak  within  my  compafs)  all  thefe  Beauties, 
And  all  the  conftancy  of  all  thefe  Faces, 
Maids,  Widows,  Wives,  of  what  degree  or  calling. 
So  they  be  Greeks^  and  fat,  for  there's  my  cunning, 
I'd  undertake  and  not  fweat  for  it,  Proculus, 
Were  they  to  try  again,  fay  twice  as  many. 
Under  a  thoufand  Pound,  to  lay  'cm  Bed-rid ; 
But  this  Wench  ftaggers  me. 

Lye.  D'  you  fee  thefe  Jewels  ? 
You'd  think  thefe  pretty  Baits ;  now  I'll  aftbre  yc 
Here's  half  the  Wealth  of  Jfia, 

Bal.  Thefe  are  nothing 
To  the  full  Honours  I  propounded  to  her  ; 
I  bid  her  think,  and  be,  and  prefently. 
Whatever  her  Ambition,  what  the  Council 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  Dreams 
Could  more  enlarge,  what  any  Prefident 
Of  any  Woman  rifing  up  to  glory. 
And  ftanding  certain  there,  and  in  the  higheft. 
Could  give  her  more ;  nay,  to  be  Emprefs. 

Pro.  And  cold  at  all  thefe  Offers? 
Bal.  Cold  as  Cryftal, 
Ne'er  to  be  thaw'd  again. 
Chi.  I  try'd  her  further. 
And  fo  far,  that  I  think  fhe  is  no  Woman^ 
At  leaft  as  Women  go  now. 

Lye, 
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Lie,  Why  what  did  you  ? 

Chi.  I  offered  that,  that  had  fhe  been  but  Miftrefs 
Of  as  much  Spleen  as  Doves  have,  1  had  reach'd  her ; 
A  fafe  Revenge  of  all  that  ever  hate  her. 
The  crying  down  for  ever  of  all  Beauties 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 

Pro.  That  w.;s  pretty, 
(i)  I  ne'er  knew  that  way  fail  j  yet  I  will  tell  ye 
I  o[fer*d  her  a  Gift  beyond  all  yours. 
That,  that  had  made  a  Saint  ftart,  well  confider'd  •, 
The  Law  to  be  her  Creature,  flie  to  make  it, 
Her  Mouth  to  give  it,  every  Creature  living 
From  her  Afpe6l  to  draw  their  good  or  evi-I, 
Fix'd  in  'em,  fpight  of  Fortune  ;  a  new  Nature 
She  fliould  becall'd,  and  Mother  of  all  Ages, 
Time  fhould  be  hers,  and  what  fhe  did  lame  Virtue 
Should  blefs  to  all  Poderities  :  Her  Air 
Should  give  us  life,  her  Earth  and  Water  feed  us , 
And  lafl,  to  none  but  to  the  Emperor, 
(And  then  but  when  fhe  pleas'd  to  have  it  fo,) 
She  fhould  be  held  for  mortal. 

Lie.   And  fhe  heard  you  ? 

P?o.  Yes,  as  a  fick  Man  hears  a  noife,  or  he 
That  ftands  condemned  his  Judgment ;  let  me  perifli, 
But  if  there  can  be  Virtue,  if  that  Name 
Be  any  thing  but  Name  and  empty  Title, 
It  it  be  fo  as  Fools  have  pleas'd  to  feign  it, 
A  Power  that  can  preferve  us  after  Afhes, 
And  make  the  Names  of  Men  out- reckon  Ages; 
This  Woman  has  a  God  of  Virtue  in  her. 

Bdl.  I  would  the  Emperor  were  that  God. 

Cbi.  Sh'  has  in  her 
Al!  the  contempt  of  Glory  and  vain-feeming 
Of  all  the  Sloicksj  all  the  Truth  of  Chriftians, 

'       (i)   Chi.   1  ne'er  knewo  that  nKoy  fail ;  yet  r II te!l ye 

I  offered  her  a  Gi/t  btjond  all  yours,']     C /ji /a  x  h^d    befo'-C 
mcr.tion'J  his  i'emptatior.s ;  and  had  this  Speecu  been  his,    he  would 

have  faid,  beyond  all  thffe.     Proculus  was.  the  only   one  that 

had  not  mention'd  what  he  had  done  ;  there  Teems  therefore  no  Doubt 
of  this  and  tlie  following  Speech  belonging  ;j  him. 

Vol.  IV.  S  And 
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And  all  their  Conftancy  :  Modsfty  was  made 
When  fhe  was  firft  intended  :  When  fhc  blulhes 
It  is  the  holicft  thing  to  look  upon  •, 
The  pureft  Temple  of  her  Se<5t,  that  ever 
Made  Nature  a  bleft  Founder. 

Pro.  Is  there  no  way 
To  take  this  Phenix  ? 

Uic.  None  but  in  her  Afhes. 
CM.  If  flie  were  far,  or  any  way  inclining  * 
To  Hafe  or  Pleafure,  or  affeded  Glory, 
Proud  to  be  fcen  and  worfliip'd,  'twere  a  venture  ; 
Bat  on  my  Soul  flie*s  charter  than  cold  Camphire. 

Bal.   I  think  fo  too  \  for  all  the  ways  of  Woman, 
Like  a  full  Sail,  fhe  bears  againft  :    I  ask'd  her 
After  my  many  Olfers,  walking  with  her. 
And  her  as  many  down-denials,  how 
If  th*  Emperor,  grown  mad  with  Love,  fhould  force  her ; 
(2}  ^\\z  pointed  to  a  Lucrece^  that  hung  by. 
And  with  an  angry  Look,  that  from  her  Eyes 
Shot  Veftal  fire  againft  me,  fiie  departed. 

Pro.  This  is  the  firft  Wench  I  was  ever  pos'd  in. 
Yet  I  have  brougiit  young  loving  things  together 
This  two  and  thirty  Year. 

Chi.  I  find  by  this  Wench 
The  Calling  of  a  Bawd  to  be  a  ftrange, 
A  wife,  and  fubtle  Calling  ;  and  for  none 
But  ftaid,  difcreet,  and  underftanding  People  : 
And,  as  the  Tutor  to  great  Alexander 

(2)  She  pjinted  to  a  Lucrece, ]   This  is  extremely  poetical,  and 

a  very  eminen:  Modern  has  imitated  it  in  the  very  bell  Tragedy   that 
the  Englijh  Stage  lias  produced  for  many  Years  palt:    I  have  noc 
Mr.  FentoTi%  Mar'iav:ne  by  me,  but  the  Lmes,  as  I  remember,  are, 
"  Ca^far  anpiver^J  nothing. 
But  pointed  to  a  Pi8ure  on  the  Wall, 
Whofe  filent  Eloquence  too  plainly  /poke 
His  fix'd  Re/ol've  againji  the  Suit  I  urgd. 
Mar.  What  PiBure? 

Her.    Perfeus  led  in  Chains  through  Rome. 
The  Reader  will  obfcrve,  that  Mr.  Fenton  is  not  foconcifeand  firiking 
as  cur  Authors:  He  rifes  into  Buauty  like  the   gr-idual  Opening  of  a 
fair  M-'vning  ;  our  i^oers  bre.ik  out  at  once  in  full  Lullrc,  like  the  San 
burning  f.om  an  £c:i-..>rc. 

Would 
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Would  fay,  a  young  Man  Hiould  not  dare  to  read 
His'Moral  Books,  'till  after  five  and  twenty  ; 
So  muft  that  He  or  She,  that  will  be  bawdy, 
( I  mean  difcreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trufted  ) 
If  they  will  rife,  and  gain  Experience, 
Well  ileept  in  Years,  and  Difcipline  begin  it ; 
I  take  it  'cis  no  Boys  play. 

Ral.  Well,  what's  thought  of? 

Tho.  The  Emperor  ftiuft  know  it.    Lye.  If  the  Women 
Should  chance  to  fail  too.  Chi.  As*tisten  to  one. 

Pro.  Why  what  remains,  but  new  Nets  for  the  pur- 
chafe  .'* 

Ch'i.  Let's  go  confider  then  *,  and  if  all  fail. 
This  is  theiirit  quick  Eel,  that  lav'd  her  Tail.  {Extunt, 

SCENE       II. 

Enkr  Lucina,  Ardelia,  and  Phorba. 

Ard.  You  ftill  inffft  upon  that  Idol,   Honour, 
Can  it  renew  your  Youth,  can  it  add  Wealth 
That  takes  off  Wrinkles?  Can  it  draw  Mens  Eyes 
To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  Age  ?  Can  Honour, 
That  truly  is  a  Saint  to  none  but  Soldiers, 
And  look'd  into,  bears  no  Reward  but  Danger, 
Leave  you  the  mod  refpefted  Perfon  living  ? 
Or  can  the  common  kifles  of  a  Husband, 
f  Which  to  a  fprightly  Lady  is  a  labour) 
Make  ye  almoft  Immortal  ?  Ye  are  cozen'd. 
The  Honour  of  a  Woman  is  her  Praifes  -, 
The  way  to  get  thefe,  to  be  feen,  and  fought  too. 
And  not  to  bury  fuch  a  happy  Sweetncfs 
Under  a  fmoaky  Roof. 

Ijuc.  I'll  hear  no  more. 

Phor.   That  White,    and  Red,    and   all  that   blelTtd 
Beauty, 
Kept  from  the  Eyes,  that  make  it  fo,  is  nothing  : 
Then  you  are  rarely  fair,  when  Men  proclaim  it ; 
The  Phenix,  were  fhe  never  feen,  were  doubted. 
That  moft  unvalued  Plorn  the  Unicorn 

S  2  B -ars 
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Bears  to  oppofe  the  Huntfman,  were  it  nothing 
Bjt  Tale,  and  meer  Tradition,  would  help  no  Man  jr 
B-it  when  the  Virtue's  known,  the  Honour's  doubled  : 
Virtue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all, 
And  Love  a  Sacrilege,  and  not  a  Saint, 
When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  Mens  Petitions. 

Ard.  Nay,  ye  fhall  love  your  Husband  too ;  we  come 
not 
To  make  a  Monfler  of  ye. 
hue.   Are  ye  Vv^omen  ? 

Ard.  You'll  find  us  io^  and  Women  you  fhall  thank  too, 
If  you  have  Grace  to  make  your  ufe. 
Luc.  Fye  on  ye. 

Fhor.  Alas,  poor  bafhful  Lady !  By  my  Soul, 
Had  ye  no  other  Virtue  but  your  Blufhes, 
And  1  a  Man,  I  fhould  run  mad  for  thofe : 
How  daintily  they  fet  her  off,  how  fweetly ! 

Ard.  Come  Goddefs,  come,  you  move  too  near  the 
Eardi, 
It  mufl  not  be,  a  better  Orb  (lays  for  you : 
Here  \  be  a  Maid,  and  take  'em. 
hue.  Pray  leave  me. 

Phor.  That  were  a  Sin,  fweet  Lady,  and  a  way 
To  make  us  guilty  of  your  Melancholy  ; 
You  mud  not  be  alone  ;  in  Converfation  • 
Doubts  are  refolv'd,  and  what  fticks  near  the  Confciencc 
Made  eafie,  and  allowable. 
hue.  Ye  are  Devils. 

Ard.  That  you   may  one  day  blefs  for  your  dam- 
nation. 
hue.  I  charge  ye  in  the  name  of  Chaftity, 
Tempt  me  no  more ;  how  ugly  ye  feem  to  me  } 
There  is  no  wonder  Men  defame  our  Sex, 
And  lay  the  Vices  of  all  Ages  on  us. 
When  fuch  as  you  (hall  bear  the  Names  of  Women : 
If  ye  had  Eyes  to  fee  yourfelves,  or  Senfe 
Above  the  bale  Rewards  ye  play  the  Bawds  for  ; 
If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  Goodnefs, 
Though  many  Regions  oiT,  as  Men  hear  Thunder  5 

If 
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(3)  If  ever  ye  had  Fathers,  and  they  Souls; 
If  ever  Mothers,  and  not  fiich  as  you  are ; 

(4)  If  ever  any  thing  were  conftant  in  you, 
Befide  your  Sins,  or  common  but  your  Curfes, 
If  ever  any  of  your  Ancefiors 

Dy*d  worth  a  noble  deed,  that  would  be  cherifh'd, 
Soul-frighted  with  this  black  Inftrclion, 
You'd  run  from  one  another,  to  Repentance, 
And  from  your  guilty  Eyes  drop  out  thofe  Sins, 
That  made  ye  blind,  and  Bcalls. 

Phor.  Ye  fpcak  well.  Lady  \ 
A  fign  of  fruitful  Education, 
If  your  religious  Zeal  had  Wifdom  with  it. 

Ard.  This  Lady  was  ordain'd  to  blefs  the  Empire, 
And  we  may  alJ  give  thanks  for't. 

Phor.  1  believe  ye. 

Ard,  If  any  thing  redeem  the  Emperor 
From  his  wild  flying  Courfes,  this  is  fhe  ; 

(3)    If  ever  ye  had  Mothers,  and  they  Souls  ; 

If  ever  Father?,  and  not  fuch  as  you  are  \  ]  The  Neceffi'y  of 
the  Tranf"pofi:ion  of /;iV/.6^;-j  aiid /ii/z^frj  in  thCie  two  Lines  mu.l  be 
felf-ev;dent. 

(^)    If  ever  any  thing  tvere  ccnjlant  in  yout 

Bejide your  Sins,  or  coming  but  your  CoJrfes,]  The  old  Fo'io 
reus  coKif/iif  g  but ycur  Curffs.  In  attempting  to  correO.  tbi-,  the  latter 
Edition:  mal-.e  ibmething  woifc  than  Nopfenlc.  B>;fore  1  law  the  old 
Folio  I  conjedured,  or  comely  but  your  Direjfes,  but  was  unfatisfy'd 
with  it.  Common  being  exceeding  near  the  old  Word  c-,m:ning,  I  now 
keep  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  than  the  late  Editions,  and  read, 

or  common  but  your  Curfes.    i.  e.   If  you  have  even  any  thing  in 

coirmon  ui"h  the  reft  of  Woman-kind,  except  the  Curfes  that  are 
entailed  on  all.  It  may  perhap  be  objefted,  thit  thi»  h*s  too  much  of 
the  Chriftian  Syflem  in  it,  to  be  put  into  the  Mouth  of  a  Kea:hen.  I 
anfwer,  that  there  is  no  Impropriety  that  both  Shake 'pear  and  our 
Authors  are  fo  frequently  g'iilty  of  as  malcing  Heathens  talk  our  of  the 
iBible.  As  to  the  Primitive  Curfc  entail'd  on  Mankind,  the  Heathcnj 
had  evidently  a  No:ioi  of  it  ;  the  Story  o^.  Pandora,  Prometheus,  the 
Evil  Genii,  Furies,  tffc.  arc  only  traditional  Fragments  of  Scripture 
Hiftory  ;  and  the  monftrous  Corruption  of  Hum.n  Na'ure  f;o.Ti  its 
Eftefts  was  fufficiently  vifUyc.  Befide?,  in  the  Age  of  ral:niinian, 
Chrillianity  had  greatly  enkghten'd  Heathenilm  itieif ;  and  even  the 
Enemies  of  Rc'Tcl^tii-n  greatly  improv'd  their  Eihicks  and  Theology, 
by  the  Light  they  receiv'd  <rom  it ;  fo  that  there  fcems  no  Impropiict/ 
in  puuing  this  in  the  Mouth  oi  Lucina. 

S  3  She. 
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She  can  inftrufl  him,  if  ye  mark  ;  flic's  wife  too. 

Phor..  Exceeding  wife,  which  is  a  wonder  in  her, 
And  lb  religious,  that  I  well  believe, 
Though  file  would  lin  fiie  cannot. 

Ard.  And  belides, 
She  has  the  Empire's  Caufe  in  hand,  not  Love's  ; 
There  lies  the  main  Confideration, 
For  \A,'hich  file's  chiefly  born. 
Phor.  She  finds  that  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her,  and  believe  it 
1  look  by  her  means  for  a  Reformation, 
And  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  rare  way  carried. 
That  all  the  World  Ihall  wonder  at. 

Ard.  'Tis  true ; 
I  never  thought  the  Emperor  had  Wifdom, 
Pity,  or  fair  AfFeftion  to  his  Country, 
'Till  he  profefl:  this  Love:  Gods  give  'em  Children, 
Such  as  her  Virtues  merit,  and  his  Zeal. 
I  look  to  fee  a  Numa  from  this  Lady, 
Or  greater  than  Otlavius. 

Phor.  Do  you  mark  too, 
Which  is  a  noble  Virtue;  how  flie  blufhes, 
And  what  a  flowing  Modefty  runs  through  her, 
When  we  bur  name  the  Emperor  ? 

Ard.  But  mark  it, 
Yes,  and  admire  it  top  ;  for  flie  confiders. 
Though  fhe  he  fair  as  Heav'n,  and  virtuous 
As  holy  Truth,  yet  to  the  Emperor 
She  is  a  kind  of  nothing  but  her  Service, 
"Which  fhe  is  bound  to  offer,  and  flie'll  do  it ; 
And  when  her  Country's  Caufe  commands  AfFeflion, 
She  knows  Obedience  is  the  Key  of  Virtues  ; 
Then  fly  the  Bluflies  out  like  Cupid's  Arrows : 
And  though  the  tie  of  Marriage  to  her  Lord 
Would  fain  cry.  Stay  Lticina  \  yet  the  Caufe, 
And  general  Wifdom  of  the  Prince's  Love, 
Makes  her  find  furer  Ends,  and  happier  ; 
And  if  the  firft  werechafl:e,  this  is  twice  doubled. 
Phor.  Her  Tartnefs  unto  us  too. 
Ard.  That's  a  wife  one- 

Phor 
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ThoY,  I  rarely  like,  it  fhews  a  rifing  Wifdom, 
That  chides  alJ  common  Fools  as  dare  enquire 
What  Princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a  Lady 
Shall  we  be  bled  to  ferve  ? 

Luc.  Go,  get  ye  from  me. 
Ye  arc  your  Purfes  Agents,  not  the  Prince's  : 
Is  this  the  virtuous  Lore  ye  train*d  me  out  to? 
Am  I  a  Woman  fit  to  imp  your  Vices  ? 
But  that  I  had  a  Mother,  and  a  VVoman, 
Whofe  ever-living  Fame  turns  all  it  touches, 
Into  the  good  itfelf  is,  I  fhould  now 
Ev*n  doubt  myldf,  I  have  been  fearch'd  fo  near 
The  very  foul  of  Honour:  Why  fhould  you  two 
That  happily  have  been  as  chafte  as  I  am. 
Fairer  I  think  by  much,  for  yet  your  Faces, 
Like  ancient  well-built  Piles,  ihevv  worthy  Ruins, 
After  that  Angel- Age,  turn  mortal  Dc-viis  ? 
For  fhame,  for  Woman-hood,   for  what  yc  have  been. 
For  rotten  Cedars  have  born  goodly  Branches-, 
If  ye  have  hope  of  any  Heav'n,  but  Court, 
Which  like  a  Dream,  you'll  find  hereafter  vanifh. 
Or  at  the  beft,  but  fubjed  to  Repentance, 
Study  no  more  to  be  ill  fpoken  of; 
Let  Women  live  themfelves  ;  if  they  muft  fall. 
Their  own  Deftru6lion  find  *em,  not  your  Fevers. 

Ard.  Madam,  ye  are  fo  excellent  in  all, 
And  I  mull  tell  it  you  with  admiration. 
So  true  a  Joy  ye  have,  fo  fweet  a  Fear, 
And  when  ye  come  to  Anger,  'tis  fo  noble. 
That  for  mine  own  Part,  I  could  (till  oJend, 
To  hear  you  angry  ;  Women  that  want  that. 
And  your  way  guided   (elfe  I  count  it  nothing) 
Are  either  Fools  or  Cowards. 

Floor.  She  were  a  Miftrefs  for  no  private  Great  lefs. 
Could  fhe  not  frown  a  ravilh'd  Kifs  froai  Anger : 
And  fuch  an  Anger  as  this  Lady  learns  u«. 
Stuck  with  fuch  pleafing  Dangers.     Gods,  I  ask  ye. 
Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ? 

Luc.  I  perceive  ye, 

S  4  Your 
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Your  own  dark  Sins  dwell  with  yc,  and  that  Price 

You  fell  the  Chaflity  of  modcfl;  Wives  at, 

(5)  Run  to  Dileafes  with  your  Bones  :  I  fcorn  ye, 

And  all  the  Nets  ye've  pitch'd  to  catch  my  Virtues, 

Like  Spiders  Webs,  I  fweep  away  before  me. 

Go,  tell  the  Emperor,  ye've  met  a  Woman, 

That  neither  his  own  Perfon,   which  is  God-like, 

The  World  he  rules,  nor  what  that  World  can  purchafe, 

Nor  all  the  Glories  fubjed  to  a  Cafar, 

The  Honours  that  he  offers  for  my  Body, 

The  Hopes,  Gifts,  everlafting  Flatteries, 

Nor  any  thing  that's  his,  and  apt  to  tempt  me. 

No,  not  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  Empire, 

And  Queen  of  all  the  holy  Fires  he  worlhips. 

Can  make  a  Whore  of. 

jird.  You  miftake  us.  Lady. 

Lnc.  Yet,  tell  him  this  has  thus  much  weaken 'd  me, 
(6)  That  1  have  heard  his  Knaves,  and  you  his  Matrons, 
Fit  Nurfes  for  his  Sins,  which  Gods  forgive  me. 
But  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  Folly, 
Or  to  be  brought  to  love  his  Luft,  afTure  him, 
And  from  her  Mouth,  whofe  Life  (hall  make  it  certain, 
I  never  can  :  1  have  a  Noble  Husband, 
Pray  tell  him  that  too,  yet  a  Noble  Name, 
A  Noble  Family,  and  laft  a  Confcience.  ; 

And  thus  much  for  your  Anfwer  :  For  yourfelves. 
You've  liv*d  the  Shame  of  Women,  die  the  better. 

Phor.  What's  now  to  do  ? 

Ard.  Even  as  fhe  faid,  to  die. 
For  there's  no  living  here,  and  Women  thus, 
I'm  fure  for  us  two. 

Phor.  Nothing  (lick  upon  her  ? 

Ard.  W^e've  loft  a  Mafs  of  Mony  ;  well  Dame  Virtue, 
Yet  ye  may  halt,  if  good  Luck  ferve. 

(5)  Runs  to  Difeafes ]     Former  Editions. 

(6)  That  1  ha've  here  his  Knaves, ]      The    He-Bawd  not 

being  then  with  her,  the  true  Reading  feems  heard.     This  Air.  SjKp- 
jon  ajfo  fent  me  as  his  Reading. 

Phor, 
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Phor.  Worms  take  her. 
She  has  almoft  fpoil'd  our  Trade. 

Ard.  So  Godly  ! 
This  is  ill  Breeding,  Phorha. 

Phor.  If  the  Women 
Shou'd  have  a  longing  now  to  fee  this  Monfter, 
And  Ihe  convert  'em  all ! 

Ard.  That  may  be,  Phorha  ; 
But  if  it  be,    I'll  have  the  young  Men  gelded  : 
Come,  let's  go  think,  flie  muft  not  'fcape  us  thus  5 
There  is  a  certain  "Seafon,  if  we  hit, 
That  Women  may  be  rid  without  a  Bit.  \_Escunt, 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Maximius,  and  Aecius. 

Max.  I  cannot  blame  the  Nations,  noble  Friend, 
That  they  fall  ofFfo  fad  from  this  wild  Man. 
When  (under  our  Allegiance  be  it  fpoken. 
And  the  mod  happy  tie  of  our  Affedlions)  [Virtu?, 

The  World's  Weight  groans  beneath  him;    where  lives 
Honour,  Difcretion,  Wifdom  ?  (7)  Who  are  clad, 
Andchofen  to  the  (leering  of  the  Empire, 
But  Bawds,  and  finging  Girls.?  (8)  O  my  Aecius! 
The  Glory  of  a  Soldier,  and  the  Truth 
Of  Men,  made  up  for  good nefs- fake,  (9)  like  Shields   • 
Grow  to  the  ragged  Walls  for  want  of  A6lion ; 

Only 

(7)    .  Who  arc  clad. 

And  chofen ]    Mr,  Sympfon  would  read  ca/I'd  in6  chofen^ 

but  clad  implying  the  iamc,  as  payd  or  benefc'd,    fceins  unexception- 
able. 

(8) O  my  ^cius  /  ]    Our  Authors  always  make  threeSyl- 

lablei  of  uEcius,  I  therefore  divide  the  Diphthong. 

(g) like  Shell?, 

Groiv  to  ihe  ragged  Walls  for  iva/tf  of  Anion  :]  The  Shell-fiil 
that  grows  to  Stones  feems  to  have  the  leaft  Motion,  Scnfe  and  Lifeoi 
any  known  Animal,  and  therefore  a  State  of  Inaftion  might  be  bsau- 
tifally  reprefented  by  thcfe  ;  but  then  Rocks  would  be  a  much  properer 
Word  than  Walls  for  them  to  grow  to.  I  therefore  believe  the  true 
Word  to  be  Shielas  inflead  of  Shells.     A  Soldier  without  Aftion  is  very 

fcrtiuently 
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Only  your  happy  felf,  and  I  that  love  ye. 
Which  i?  a  larger  Means  to  me  than  Favour. 

Aecius.  No  n:iore,  my  worthy  Friend,  though  thefe  be 
Truths, 
And  though  thefe  Truths  would  ask  a  Reformation, 
At  leaft,  a  little  fquaring  ;  yet  remember 
We  arc  but  Subjcdls,  Maximus  ;  Obedience 
To  what  is  done,  and  Grief  for  what  is  ill  done. 
Is  all  we  can  call  ours :  The  Hearts  of  Princes 
Are  like  the  Temples  of  the  Gods ;  pure  Incence, 
Until  unhallow'd  Hands  defile  thofe  Offerings, 
Burns  ever  there ;  we  muft  not  put  'em  out, 
Becaufe  the  Priefts  that  touch  thofe  Sweets  are  wicked ; 
We  dare  not,  deareft  Friend,  nay  more,  \vc  cannot, 
(While  we  confider  why  we  are,  and  how. 
To  what  Laws  bound,  much  more  to  what  Law-giver ; 
Whilft  Majefty  is  made  to  be  obey'd. 
And  not  inquir'd  into,  whilft  Gods  and  Angels 
Make  but  a  Rule  as  we  do,  though  a  ftricfter) 
Like  defperate  and  unfeafon'd  Fools,  let  fly 
Our  killing  Angers,  and  forfake  our  Flonours. 

Max,  My  noble  Friend,  from  whofe  Inftru<5lions 
I  never  yet  took  Surfeit,  weigh  but  thus  much. 
Nor  think  I  fpeak  it  with  Ambition, 
For  by  the  Gods  I  do  not ;  why  Aecius^ 
Why  are  we  thus,  or  how  become  tiius  wretched  ? 

Aecius.  You'll  fl\!l  again  into  your  Fit. 

Max.  I  will  not. 
Or  are  we  now  no  more  the  Sons  of  Romans^ 
No  more  the  followers  of  their  happy  Fortunes, 
But  conquer'd  Gauh^  or  Quivers  for  the  Parthians  ? 
Why  is  this  Emperor,  this  Man  we  honour. 
This  God  that  ought  to  be- • 

Aecius.  You  are  too  curious. 

Max,  Good,  give  me  leave.  Why  is  this  Author  of  us-  -- 

pertinently  compared  to  the  rufty  Shields  which  were,  in  cur  Authors 
Time,  the  cullomary  Ornaments  of  the  ragged  Walls  of"  all  the  old 
Manficn-houles  in  the  Kingdom. —  There  is  another  Senfe  of  Shelli, 
fviz.  fuch  as  Snails  often  leave  on  Walls;  but  SbielJ,  being  a  much 
more  Soldier-Iiiic  Metaphor,  I  believe  it  the  Original. 
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A'ecius.  1  dare  not  hear  ye  fpeak  thus. 

Max.  Pll  be  modell ; 
Thus  led  away,  thus  vainly  Jed  away  ; 
And  we  Beholders,  mifconceive  me  not, 
1  few  no  Danger  in  my  Words  -,  but  wherefore. 
And  to  what  end,  are  we  the  Sons  of  Fathers 
Famous,  and  fail  to  Rome.  ?  Why  are  their  Virtues 
Sramp'd  in  the  Dangers  of  a  thouiand  Battels 
For  goodnefs-fake ;  their  Honours  time  out-daring  ? 
I  think  for  our  Example. 

A'ecius.  Ye  fpeak  nobly. 

Max.  Why  are  we  Seeds  of  thefe  then,  to  fhake  Hands 
With  Bawds  and  bafe  Informers,  kifs  Difcredit, 
And  court  her  like  a  Midrefs  ?  Pray,  your  leave  yet ; 
You'll  fay  the  Emperor  is  (lo)  young,  and  apt 
To  take  Imprefllon  rather  from  his  Pleafures, 
Than  any  conftant  Worthlefsnefs.     It  may  be. 
But,  why  do  thefe,  the  People  call  his  Pleafures, 
Exceed  the  Moderation  of  a  Man  ; 
Nay,  to  fayjuftly,  Friend,  why  are  they  Vices, 
And  fuch  as  fhake  our  Worths  with  Foreign  Nations? 

Aecius.    You  fearch  the  Sore  too  deep,  and  I  muft 
tell  ye. 
In  any  other  Man  this  had  been  boldnefs. 
And  {q  rewarded  j  pray  deprefs  your  Spirit  i 

( 1  o)   young,    and  npt 

lo  take  lmpre£ion  rather  from  his  Pleafures, 

Than  any  conftant  Worchmefs — ]  The  lail  Line  is,  fo  me,  very 
obfcure :  Does  i:  mean,  that  the  Emperor,  being  young,  took  Impicl- 
fions  more  from  his  Pleafures  than  from  Virtue  and  VVorthineis  ?  But 
if  this  be  the  Senfe,  it  feems  llifly  exprefs'd,  and  is  bat  a  poor  Apology 
for  him.  The  natural  Apolcgy  (hould  be,  '*  That  the  Emperor  was 
"  apt  to  take  Inipreflions  from  his  Pleafures,  but  was  not  habitually 
"  vicious.^'  And  to  this  M2;(r/OTaj  again  anfwers,  "That  thofe  Plea- 
"  fures  !o  exceed  all  Moderation,  that  they  are  really  Vices,  and  of 
"  the  worll  Kind."     A  fmall  Change  will  give  this  Scnie  : 

— —  the  Emperor  is  young,  and  apt 

To  fake  ImpreJJion  rather  from  his  Pleafures, 

Than  any  conftant  Worthlefsnefs. 

Tho'  I  cannot  recolleft  the  PafTage,  I  know  I  have  fomewliere  met 
wiili  the  Word  Worthlefnefs  in  our  Authors,  and  it  ii  cccainly  a 
beautiful  one. 

For 
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For  though  I  conflantly  believe  ye  honeft, 

Ye  were  no  Friend  for  me  elfe,  and  what  now 

Ye  freely  fpake,  but  good  ye  owe  to  th*  Empire, 

Yet  take  heed  worthy  Maximus,  all  Ears 

Hear  not  with  that  Diftindion  mine  do,  few 

You'll  find  Admonifhers,  but  Urgers  of  your  Aftions, 

And  to  the  heaviell,  Friend  ;  and  pray  confider, 

"We  are  but  Shadows,  Motions  others  give  us  -, 

And  though  our  Pities  may  become  the  Times, 

Juflly  our  Powers  cannot ;  make  me  worthy 

To  be  your  ever  Friend  in  fair  Allegiance, 

But  not  in  Force :  For,  durft  mine  own  Soul  urge  me 

(And  by  that  Soul,  I  fpeak  myjufl  AfFeftions) 

To  turn  my  Hand  from  Truth,  which  is  Obedience, 

And  give  the  Helm  my  Virtue  holds,  to  Anger, 

Though  I  had  both  the  Bleflings  of  the  Bruti, 

And  both  their  Inftigations,  though  my  Caufe 

Carried  a  Face  of  Juftice  beyond  theirs. 

And  as  I  am,  a  Servant  to  my  Fortiines, 

That  daring  Soul,  that  firfl:  taught  Difobedience, 

Should  feel  the  firft  Example :  Say  the  Prince, 

As  I  may  well  believe,  feems  vitious, 

"Who  juftly  knows  'tis  not  to  try  cur  Honours  ? 

Or  fay,  he  be  an  ill  Prince,  are  we  therefore 

Fie  Fires  to  purge  him  ?  No,  my  deareft  Friend, 

The  Elephant  is  never  won  with  Anger, 

Nor  mud  that  Man  that  would  reclaim  a  Lion, 

Take  him  by  th'  Teeth 

Man.  I  pray  miftake  me  not. 

Aecius.  Our  honelt  Actions,  and  the  Light  that  breaks 
Like  Morning  from  our  Service,  chafte  and  blufhing. 
Is  that  that  pulls  a  Prince  back ;  then  he  kts. 
And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  Errors, 
"When  Subjeds  Chryftal  Souls  are  Glafles  to  him. 

Max.  My  ever  honour'd  Friend,  I'll  take  your  Counfel  : 
The  Emperor  appears,  Til  leave  ye  to  him. 
And  as  we  both  afFe<n:  him,  may  he  flourifh.  [£x//. 


Enter 
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Enter  the  Emperor  and  Chilax. 

Emp.  Is  that  the  bed  News  ? 
Chi.  Yet  the  befl:  we  know.  Sir. 
Emp.  Bid  Maximus  come  to  me,  and  be  gone  then  : 
Mine  own  Head  be  my  helper,  thefe  are  Fools. 
How  now  Jecius^  are  the  Soldiers  quiet  ? 
Aecius.  Better,  I  hope  Sir,  than  they  were. 
E??ip.  They're  pleas'd,  I  hear. 
To  cenfure  me  extreamly  for  my  Pleafures, 
Shortly  they'll  fight  againft  me. 

Secius.  Gods  defend.  Sir. 
And  for  their  Cenfures,  they  are  fuch  (hrewd  Judgers, 
A  Donative  of  ten  Scfterties, 
I'll  undertake,   fhall  make  'em  ring  your  Praifes, 
More  than  they  fang  your  Pleafures. 

Emp.  I  believe  thee. 
Art  thou  in  Love,  A'icius^  yet  ? 

Aecius.  O  no  Sir  ! 
I  am  too  courfe  for  Ladies ;  niy  Embraces, 
That  only  am  acquainted  with  Alarms, 
Would  break  their  tender  Bodies. 

Emp.  Never  fear  it, 
They're  flronger  than  ye  think,    they'll  hold  the  Ham- 
mering, 
My  Emprefs  fwears  thou  art  a  lufty  Soldier, 
A  good  one  I  believe  thee. 
Aecius.  All  that  Goodnefs 
Is  but  your  Grace's  Creature, 

Emp.  Tell  me  truly, 
For  thou  dar'ft  tell  me. 

Aecius.  Any  thing  concerns  ye, 
'I'hat's  fit  for  me  to  fpeak  and  you  to  pardon. 

Emp.  What  fay  the  Soldiers  of  me,  and  the  fame  Words, 
Mince  *cm  not  good  Aecius^  but  deliver 
The  very  Forms  and  Tongues  they  talk  withal. 

Aecius.  Til  tell  your  Grace,  but  with  this  Caution 
You  be  not  Ilirr'd  ;  for  fhould  the  Gods  live  with  us, 
Ev'n  thofe  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 
Give  'em  but  Drink,  they'd  cenfure  thc.m  too. 

Emp. 
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Emp.  Forward. 

Aecius.  Then  to  begin,  they  fay  you  flecp  too  much. 
By  which  they  judge  your  Majefty  too  fenfual, 
Apt  to  decline  your  Strength  to  Eafe  and  Fleafures; 
And  when  you  do  not  fleep,  you  drink  too  much. 
From  wliich  they  fear  Sulpicions  firft,  then  Ruins  5 
And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  fleep,  ye  wench  much, 
Which  they  affirm  firft  breaks  your  Underftanding, 
Then  takes  tlie  Edge  of  Honour,  makes  us  feem,. 
That  are  the  Ribs  and  Rampires  of  the  Empire, 
Fencers,  and  beaten  Fools,   and  fo  regarded  ; 
But  I  believe  *em  not ;  for  were  thefc  Truths, 
Your  Virtue  can  corredl  them. 
Emp.  They  fpeak  plainly. 

Aeciuj.    They  fay  moreover    (fince   your  Grace  will 
have  it, 
For  they  will  talk  their  Freedoms,  though  the  Sword 
Were  in  their  Throat)  that  of  late  time,  like  Neroy 
And  with  the  fame  forgetfulncfs  of  Glory, 
(11)  You've  got  a  Vein  of  Fidling,  fo  they  term  it. 
Emp.  Some  drunken  Dream?,  Aecius. 
Aecius.  So  I  hope,  Sir. 
And  that  you  rather  (tudy  Cruelty, 
And  to  be  fear*d  for  Blood,  than  Jov'd  for  Bounty, 
(Which  makes  the  Nations,  as  they  fay,  defpifc  ye) 
Telling  your  Years  and  Adions  by  their  Dt^aths, 
Whofe  Truth  and  ftrength  of  Duty  made  you  Ccefar. 
They  fay  befides,  you  nourilh  ftrange  Devourers, 
Fed  with  the  Fat  o'th*  Empire,  they  call  Bawds, 
Lazy  and  luftful  Creatures  that  abufe  ye, 
A  People,  as  they  term  *em,  (12J  made  of  Paper, 
In  which  the  fecret  Sins  of  each  Man's  Body 
Are  feal'd  and  fent  a  working. 

Emp. 
{\i)  Tuu  ha've  got  a  vain  (^/'Filing, ]  Former  Editions. 

/j2) made  of  Pafer^ 

Ji  ii-hich  the  fecret  Sins  of  each  Mari's  Monies 
/ire  fafil  and  Jent  u  nA;orking'\      If  this  is  genuine,  the  Me- 
taphor ftems  extremely  obfcuic.      That  Bawds  are  like  Paper,  in 
which  each  Man's  fecret  Sins  are  rcgillci'd  in  order  to  fee  them  a 
working,   ii  clear,  and  that  they  do  this  to  get  their  Money.     But  to 

fa/. 
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Emp.  What  Sin's  next  ? 
For  I  perceive  they  have  no  mind  to  fpare  me. 

A'eciui,  Nor  hurt  ye  O  my  Soul,  Sir !  But  luch  People 
(Nor  can  the  Power  of  Man  reftrain  it)  when 
They're  full  of  Meat  and  Eafe,  mull  prattle. 

Emp.  Forward. 

Jecius.  Pve  fpoken  too  much,  Sir. 

Emp.  Pll  have  all. 

Jecius.  It  fits  not 
Your  Ears  fliould  hear  their  Vanities ;  no  Profit 
Can  juftly  rife  to  you  from  their  Behaviour, 
Unlefs  y'  were  guilty  of  thofe  Crimes. 

EiJip.  It  may  be 
I  am  lb,  theretbre  forward. 

yjlecius.  I  have  ever 
Learn'd  to  obey,  nor  fhall  my  Life  refift:  it. 
Ef?ip.  No  more  Apologies. 
Aecius.  They  grieve  befidcs.  Sir, 
To  fee  the  Nations,  whom  our  ancient  Virtue 
With  many  a  weary  March  and  Hunger  conquer*d. 
With  lofs  of  many  a  daring  Life  fubdu'd, 
Fall  from  their  fair  Obedience,  and  even  murmur 
To  fee  the  warlike  Eagles  mew  their  Honours 
In  obfcure  Towns,  that  wont  to  prey  on  Princes  ; 
They  cry  for  Enemies,  and  tell  the  Captains 
The  Fruits  of  Italy  are  lufcious,  give  us  Mgypt^ 
Or  fandy  Jfrick  to  difplay  our  Valours, 
There  where  our  Swords  may  make  us  Meat ;  and  Danger 
Digcft  our  well-got  Viands.     Here  our  Weapons, 
And  Bodies  that  were  made  for  fliining  Brals, 
Are  both  unedgM  and  oldwith  Eafe  and  Women  ; 
And  then  they  cry  again.  Where  are  the  Germans, 
Lin'd  with  hot  Spain.,  or  Gallia.^  bring  'em  on. 
And  let  the  Son  of  War,  fteei'd  MithridatcSy 
Lead  up  his  winged  Parthians  like  a  Storm, 

Eliding  the  Face  of  Heav'n  with  Show'rs  of  Arrows ; 

fay.  The  fecrct  Sins  of  their  Monies,  is  {carce  intelligible.     I  ia:h:r 
think  the  Original  was, 

In  ivhich  the  fecret  Sins  of  each  Mans  Bad/ 

Jre  feat d  and  fent  a  nuorking. 

Yet 
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Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Romans  ;  then,  as  Soldiers, 

Tir'd  with  a  weary  March,  they  tell  their  Wounds, 

Ev*n  weeping  ripe,  they  were  no  more,  nor  deeper. 

And  glory  in  thofe  Scars  that  make  'em  lovely  i 

And  fitting  where  a  Camp  was,  like  fad  Pilgrims, 

CThey  reckon  up  the  Times,  and  living  Labours 

Of  Julius  or  Gennanicus^  and  v/onder 

That  Rome,  whofe  Turrets  once  were  topt  with  Honours, 

Can  now  forget  the  Cuftom  of  her  Conqucils : 

And  then  they  blame  your  Grace,  and  fay,  V/ho  leads  us  ? 

Shall  we  (land  here  like  Statues  ?  Were  our  Fathers 

The  Sons  of  lazy  Moors,  our  Princes  Perfians^ 

Nothing  but  Silks  and  Softnefs  ?  Curfes  on  *em 

That  firfl:  taught  Nero  Wantonnefs  and  Blood, 

Tiberius  Doubts,  Caligula  all  Vices  ; 

For  from  the  fpring  of  thefc,  fucceeding  Princes'- — • 

Thus  they  talk,  Sir. 

Emp.   Well, 
Why  do  you  hear  thefe  Things  ? 
Ascius.  Why  do  you  do  'cm  ? 
I  take  the  Gods  to  Witnefs,  with  more  Sorrow, 
And  more  Vexation,  do  I  hear  thefe  Taintures, 
Than  were  my  Life  dropt  from  me  through  an  Hour-glafs. 

Emp.  Belike  then  you  believe  *em,  or  at  lead 
Are  glad  they  fhould  be  fo ;  take  heed,  you  were  better 
Build  your  own  Tomb,  and  run  into  it  living, 
Than  dare  a  Prince's  Anger. 

A'e'cius.  I  am  Old,  Sir, 
And  ten  Years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing  : 
Now  if  my  Life  be  pleafing  to  ye,  take  it. 
Upon  my  Knees,  if  ever  any  Service, 
As  let  me  brag,  fome  have  been  worthy  notice. 
If  ever  any  Worth,  or  Truft  ye  gave  me, 
Defcrv'd  a  fair  rcfped:,  if  all  my  Aiflions, 
The  hazards  of  my  Youth,  Colds,  Burnings,  Wants, 
For  you  and  for  the  Empire,  be  not  Vices  ; 
By  that  llile  ye  have  (himpt  upon  me,  Soldier, 
Let  me  not  fall  into  the  Hands  of  Wretches. 
Emp,  I  underlland  ye  not. 
A'e'cius.  Let  net  this  Body, 

That 
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That  has  iook'd  bravely  in  his  Blood  for  C^fafy 

And  covetous  of  Wounds,  and  for  your  fafcty. 

After  the  fcape  of  Swords,  Spears,  Slings,  and  Arrov/s, 

('Gainft  which  my  beaten  Body  was  mine  Armour) 

The  Seas,  and  thirfly  Defarts,  now  be  purchale 

For  Slaves,  and  bafe  Informers :  I  lee  Anger, 

And  Death  look  through  your  Eyes  :    l*m  mark'd  for 

flaughter. 
And  know  the  telling  of  this  Truth  has  made  me 
A  Man  clean  loft  ro  this  World  ;  1  embrace  it  j 
Only  my  laft  Petition,  Sacred  Ctcfar, 
Is,  I  may  die  a  Roman. 

Emp.  Rife  my  Friend  ftill. 
And  worthy  of  my  Love  ;  reclaim  the  Soldier, 
I'll  ftudy  to  do  fo  upon  myfelf  too  ; 
Go, 

Keep  your  Command,  and  profper.    Jeclus.  Life  to  C^/ar, 

lExi(. 

Etiter  Chilax. 

Chi.  Lord  Maximus  attends  your  Grace. 

Einp.  Go  tell  him, 
I'll  meet  him  in  the  Gallery. 
The  Honefty  of  this  Aecius, 
Who  is  indeed  the  Bulwark  of  the  Empire, 
Has  div'd  fo  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  Sins  I  covet,  but  this  Woman's  Beauty, 
With  much  Repentance,  now  I  could  be  quit  of: 
But  (he  is  fuch  a  Pleafure,  being  good. 
That  though  I  were  a  God,  flie'd  fire  my  Blcod, 

[Eaitl 
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A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  the  Emperor,  Maximus,  Licinius.  Proculus, 
arJ  Chi  lax,  as  at  Dice. 

£w^,'V  T  A  Y  ye  fliall  fet  my  Hand  out,    'tis  not  jufl: 
^^    I  flioLild  ncgled  my  fortune,  now  'tis  prol'pe- 
rous. 

Lie.  If  I  have  any  thing  to  fet  your  Grace, 
But  Cloaths  or  good  Conditions,  let  me  per>^ 
You've  all  my  Mony,  Sir. 

Pro.  And  mine. 

Chi.   And  mine  too. 

Max.  Unlefs  your  Grace  will  credit  us. 

E7np.  No  bare  Board. 

Lie.  Then  at  my  Garden- Houfe. 

Emp.  The  Oichard  too. 

Lie.  And't  pleafe  your  Grace, 

Emp.  Have  at  'em. 

Pro.  They  are  loft. 

Lie.  Why  farewel  Fig-trees. 

E}np.  Who  fets  more  .'' 

Chi.  At  my  Horfe,  Sir. 

Emp.  The  dapl'd  Spaniard? 

Chi.  He. 

E^np.  He's  mine. 

Chi.  He  is  fo. 

Max.  Your  fliort  Horfe  is  foon  curried. 

Chi.  So  it  feems,  Sir  ; 
So  may  your  Mare  be  too,  if  luck  ferve. 

Max.  Ha .? 

Chi.  Nothing,  my  Lord,  but  grieving  at  my  Fortune. 

Emp.  Come,  Maximus^  you  were  not  wont  to  flinch  thus. 

Max.  By  Heav'n,  Sir,  I  have  loft  all. 

Emp.  There's  a  Ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lofe,  Sir. 

E?np.  Some  Love  Token  ; 
Set  it  1  fiiy. 

Max.  I  do  befcech  your  Grace, 

Rather 
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Rather  name  any  Houfe  I  have. 

Emp.  How  ftrange, 
And  curious  you  are  grown  of  Toys?  Redeem't, 
If  fo  Twin  it,  when  you  pleafe,  to  Morrow, 
Or  next  Day,  as  ye  will,  I  care  not, 
But  only  for  my  Luck  lake  :  'Tis  not  Rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Alax.  Will  you  throw,  Sir  ?  There  'tis. 

E7np.  Why  then  have  at  it  fairly  :  Mine. 

Max.  Your  Grace 
Is  only  ever  Fortunate  :  To  Morrow, 
An't  be  your  Pleafure,  Sir,  I'll  pay  the  Price  on't." 

Emp.  To  Morrow  you  fliall  have  it  without  price,  Sirj 
But  this  Day  'tis  my  Victory  ;  Good  Maxmus^ 
Now  I  bethink  myfelf,  go  to  A'e'cius, 
And  bid  him  multer  all  the  Cohorts  presently ; 
They  mutiny  for  Pay  I  hear,  and  be  you 
AfTiftant  to  him  ;  when  you  know  their  Numbers,  ! 

Ye  (hall  have  Monies  for  *em,  and  above 
Something  to  flop  their  Tongues  withal. 

Max.  1  will.  Sir  : 
And  Gods  preferve  you  in  this  mind  ftill.     Empl  Shortly 
I'll  fee  'em  march  myfelf. 

Max.  Gods  ever  keep  ye.  [^Exit, 

Emp.  To  what  end  do  you  think  this  Ring  fhall  fcrve 
now  ? 
For  you  are  Fellows  only  know  by  rote. 
As  Birds  record  their  Leflbns. 

Chi,  For  the  Lady. 

Emp.  But  how  for  her  ? 

Chi.  That  I  confefs  I  know  not. 

Emp.  Then  pray  for  him  that  do's :  Fetch  me  an  Eunuch 
That  never  faw  her  yet  *,  and  you  two  fee  \JE.xit  Q'tixhx. 
The  Court  made  like  a  Paradife. 

Lie.  We  will.  Sir. 

Efjip.  Full  of  fair  Shews  and  Mufick  ;  all  your  Arts 
(As  I  fhall  give  Inflruiflions^  fcrew  to  th'  higheft. 
For  my  main  Piece  is  now  a  doing  :  And  for  fear 
You  Ihould  not  take,  I'll  have  another  Engine, 
Such  as  if  Virtue  be  not  only  in  her, 

T  2  She 


292.     TZ^?  Tragedy  of  Valendnian. 

She  (hall  not  chufe  but  lean  to.     Let  the  Women 
Put  on  a  p;raver  fliew  of  Welcome. 

Pro.  WciJ,  Sir. 

Emj).  They  are  a  thought  too  eager.  * 

Enter  Chilax  and  Lycias  the  Eunuch, 

Chi.  Here's  the  Eunuch. 

Eun.  Long  Life  to  Cafar. 

E'lHp.  i  mu(t  ufe  you,  Lycias : 
Come  let*s  walk  in,  and  then  TJl  {hew  ye  all : 
If  Women  may  be  frai!,   this  Wench  Ihall  fall. 

[  Exeunt, 

SCENE        II. 

Enier  Claudia  ^2;;^Marcellina. 

C/au.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  Lady,  that  of  late 
S!.e  never  cares  for  Company  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not, 
Unlefs  it  be  that  Company  caufes  Cuckold?. 

Ciaii,  That  were  a  childifli  fear. 

Mdr.  Vv'hat  were  thofe  Ladies 
Came  to  her  lately  i'  From  the  Court?     Clau.  The  fame. 

Wench. 
Some  grave  Inftrm5lors  on  my  life,  they  look 
For  all  the  World  like  old  hatch'd  Hilts. 

Alar.  'Tis  true,  Wench. 
For  here  and  there,  and  yet  they  painted  well  too. 
One  might  difcover,  where  the  Gold  was  worn, 
Their  Iron  Ages. 

Clau.  If  my  Judgment  fail  nor, 
They  have  been  fheath'd  like  rotten  Ships; 

Mar.  It  may  be. 

Clau.  For  if  ye  mark  their  Rudders,  they  hang  weakly.' 

Mar.  They've  pail  the  Line  belike :  Would'ft  thou  live, 
Claudia  y 
'Till  thou  wert  fuch  as  they  are  ? 

Cliu.  Chimney-pieces. 
Now  Heav'n  have  Mercy  on  me,  and  young  Men; 

I'd 
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(i!?;  I'd  rather  make  a  drallery  *till  thirty, 

While  I  were  able  lo  endure  a  Tempefl, 

And  bear  my  Fights  out  bravely,  'till  my  Tackle 

Whiftled  i'ih*VVind,  and  held  againil  all  Weathers, 

While  f  were  able  to  b^Mr  with  my  Tires, 

And  fo  difcharge  'em,  I  would  willingly 

Live  Marcellina  $  not  'till  Barnacles 

Bred  in  my  Sides. 

Alar.  Thou  art  i'th'  right.  Wench  : 
For  who  wou*d  live,  whom  Pleafures  had  forfaken. 
To  ftand  at  Mark,  and  cry  a  Bow  iliort  Signeur  ? 
Were  there  not  Men  came  hither  too  ? 

Clau.  Brave  Fellows. 
I  fear  me  Bawds  of  five  i'th'  Pound. 

Mar.  How  know  you? 

Clau.  They  gave  me  great  lights  to  it. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  Claudia. 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed,  the  Spring  comes  on. 

Mar.  To  me  now, 
They  feem'd  as  noble  Vifitants. 

Clau.  To  me  now. 
Nothing  lefs  Marcellina^  for  I  mark  'em, 
And  by  this  honeft  Light,  for  yet  'tis  Morning, 
Saving  the  Reverence  of  their  gilded  Doublets 
And  Millan  Skins 

Alar.  (  Thou  art  a  ftrange  Wench,  Claudia. 

Clau.  Ye  are  deceiv'd)  they  fhew'd  to  med;re6t!y 
Court  Crabbs  that  creep  a  fide-way  for  their  living, 
1  know  'em  by  the  Breeches  that  they  begg'd  laft. 

Mar.  Peace, 
My  Lady  comes ;  what  may  that  be? 

Enter  Lucina,  and  Lycias  the  Eunuch. 

Clau.  A  Sumner 
That  cites  her  to  appear. 

Mar.  No  more  of  that,  Wench. 

Eun.  Madam,  what  anfwer  to  your  Lord  .^ 

{13)  I  had  rather  make  a  drallery  till  thirty, '\  Wh.it  tbe  Woid 
.Dr^//fry  fignifies,  if  genuine;  or  if  corrupt,  whit  niay  be  :he  :rue 
one,  ib  beyond  Mr.  Sy,?tpfott'%  and  my  Reach.  The  Contcxr  required 
the  Name  of  fomc  ijhip. 

T  3  I.UC,^ 
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Luc.  Pray  tell  him, 
Pm  fubjea:  to  his  Will. 

Eun.  Why  weep  you,  Madam  ? 
Excellent  Lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 
Luc.  I  do  befeech  you  tell  me,  Sir. 
Eufj.  What,  Lady  ?  ^i 

Luc.  Serve  ye  the  Emperor  ? 

£un.  I  do.  -.'.N^j 

Luc.  In  what  Place  ?  _^ 

Eun.  In*s  Chamber,  Madam.  ]  \ 

Luc.  D'  you  fcrve  his  Will  too  } 

Eun.  In  fair  and  juft  Commands. 

Luc.  Are  ye  a  Roman  ? 

Eun.  Yes  noble  Lady,  and  a  Mantuan, 

Luc.  What  Office  bore  your  Parents  ? 

Eun.  One  was  Pretor. 

Luc.  Take  heed  then  how  you  flain  his  Reputation. 

Eun.  Why,  worthy  Lady  ? 

Luc.  If  ye  know,  I  charge  ye. 
Ought  in  this  Meflage,  but  what  Honefty, 
The  Truil  and  fair  Obedience  of  a  Servant, 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

Eun.  Madam,  1  am  no  Broker. 

Clau.  I'll  be  hang'd  then. 

Eun.  Nor  bafe  Procurer  of  Mens  Lufts ;  Your  Husband 
Pray'd  me  to  do  this  OfEce,  I  have  done  it, 
It  rcrts  in  you  to  come,  or  no. 

Luc.  I  will,  Sir. 

Eun.  If  ye  miflruft  mc,  do  not. 

Luc.  Ye  appear 
So  worthy,  and  to  all  my  Senfe  fo  honcft. 
And  this  is  fuch  a  certain  lign  y'  have  brought  me, 
I'hat  I  believe, 

Eun.  Why  fliould  I  cozen  you  ? 
Or  were  I  brib*d  to  do  this  Villany, 
Can  Mony  profper,  or  the  Fool  that  takes  it. 
When  fuch  a  Virtue  falls  ? 

Luc.  Ye  fpeak  well.  Sir  ? 
Wou*d  all  the  reft  that  ferve  the  Emperor 
Had  but  your  way. 

Clau. 
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Clau.  And  fo  they  have  ad  ungitem^ 

Luc.  Pray  tell  my  Lord,  1  have  receiv'd  his  Token, 
And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him;  yet,  good  Sir,  thui  much 
Before  ye  go,  I  do  befeech  ye  too. 
As  little  notice  as  ye  can,  deliver 
Of  my  Appearance  there. 

Eun.  It  fhall  be,  Madam, 
And  fo  I  wifh  you  Happinefs. 

Luc.  I  thank  you.  [Excun'. 

SCENE         III. 

'HTumuh  and  Noife  within.     Enter  Aecius  purfuing  Pontius 
the  Captain,  and  Miximus  following. 

Max.  Temper  yourfelf,  Aecius. 

Pon.  Hold,    my  Lord. 
I  am  a  Romany  and  a  Soldier. 

Alax.  Pray,  Sir. 

Aecius.  Thou  art  a  lying  Villain,  and  a  Trjiitor ; 
Give  me  myfelf,  or  by  the  Gods,  my  Friend, 
You'll  make  me  dangerous  ;   how  dar'll  thou  pluck 
The  Soldiers  to  Sedition,  and  I  living. 
And  fow  Rebellion  in  *cm,  and  ev'n  then 
When  I  am  drawing  out  to  aQiion  ? 

Pon.  Hear  me. 

Ma)c.  Are  ye  a  Man  ? 

Aecius.  I  am  true  hearted,  Maximus,  ' 

And  if  the  Villain  live,  we  are  dilhonour'd. 

Max.  But  hear  him  what  he  can  fay. 

Aecius.  That's  the  way 
To  pardon  him  -,  I  am  (b  eafie-natur'd. 
That  if  he  fpeak  but  humbly  I  forgive  him, 

Pon.  I  do  befeech  ye,  noble  General. 

Aecius.  H*as  fDund  the  way  already,  give  me  room. 
One  ftroke,  and  if  he  'fcape  me  then,  h'as  Mercy. 

Pon.   I  do  not  call  ye  Noble,  that  I  fear  ye, 
I  never  car'd  for  Death  ;   if  ye  will  kill  me, 
Confider  firfl:  for  what  ;  not  what  you  can  do; 
*Tis  true,  I  know  ye  for  my  General, 

T  4  And 
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And  by  that  great  Prerogative  may  kill : 
But  iSo  it  juftly  then. 

Accius.  He  argr.es  with  me  : 
By  Heav'n  a  made  up  Rebel. 

Max.  Pray  confider, 
"What  certain  grounds  ye  have  for  this. 

Aecius.  What  grounds  ? 
Did  I  not  take  him  preaching  to  the  Soldiers 
How  lazily  they  liv'd  ?  and  what  Dilhonours 
It  was  to  ferve  a  Prince  fo  full  of  Woman  ? 
Tivjie  were  his  very  Words,  Friend. 

Max.  Thefe,  Aec'ius^ 
Though  they  were  ralhly  fpoke,  \which  was  an  Error 
(A  great  one  Pontius)  yet  from  him  that  hungers 
For  Wars,  and  brave  Imployment,  might  be  pardon'd. 
The  Heart,  and  harbour'd  Thoughts  of  ill,  make  Traitors, 
Not  fplceny  Speeches. 

Addas.  Why  fhould  you  proted  him? 
Go  too,  it  fliews  not  honed. 

Max.  Taint  me  not. 
For  that  (liews  worfe,  Aecius :  All  your  Friend fliip. 
And  that  pretended  Love  ye  L-y  upon  me. 
Hold  back  mv  Honelly,   is  like  a  Favour 
You  do  your  Slave  to  day,  to  morrow  hang  him. 
_Was  I  your  Bofom-piece  for  this  ? 

Aecius.  Forgive  me ; 
The  Nature  of  my  Zeal,  and  for  my  Country, 
Makes  me  lometimes  forget  myfelf  -,  for  know. 
Though  I  moft  drive  to  be  without  my  PafTions, 
I  am  no  God  :  For  you.  Sir,  whofe  Infcdion 
Has  fpread  itfelf  like  Poifon  through  the  Army, 
A.nd  ca(t  a  killing  fog  on  fair  Allegiance, 
Firll  thank  this  noble  Gentleman,  ye  had  dy'd  elfe. 
Next  from  your  Place,  and  honour  of  a  Soldier, 
i  here  feclude  you. 

Pon.  May  I  fpeak  yet? 

A'^ax.  Flear  him, 

Aecius.  And  while  Aecius  holds  a  Reputation, 
At  leaft  Command,  ye  bear  no  Arms  for  Rome.,  Sir. 

Pon.  Againil  her  1  (hall  never ;    Ihe  condemn'd  Man 

Has 
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Has  yet  that  privilege  to  fpeak,  my  Lord  ; 

Law  were  not  equal  elfe. 
A^ax.  Pray  hear,  Jcclus^ 

For  happily  the  fault  he  has  committed, 

Though  I  believe  it  mi^^hty,  yet  confider'd. 

If  Mercy  may  be  thought  upon,  will  prove 

Rather  a  hafty  Sin,  than  heinous. 
Aecius.  Speak. 
Poll.  'Tis  true,  my  Lord,  ye  took  me  tir'd  with  Peace, 

My  Words  almoti:  as  ragged  as  my  Fortunes  : 

Tis  true,  1  told  the  Soldier  whom  we  ferv'd. 

And  then  bewail'd,  we  had  an  Emperor 

Led  from  us  by  the  flourifhes  of  Fencers; 

I  blam'd  him  too  for  Women. 
Ai'cius.  To  the  reft.   Sir. 
Pon.  And  like  enough,  I  bleft  him  then  as  Soldiers 

Will  do  fometimes:  'Tis  true  I  told  'em  too, 

We  lay  at  Home,  to  fliew  our  Country 

W^e  durft  go  naked,  durft  want  Meat,  and  Mony, 

And  when  the  Slave  drinks  Wine,  we  durft  be  thirfty  : 

I  told  'em  this  too,  that  the  Trees  and  Roots 

Were  our  bell  Pay-malters  ;  the  Charity 

Of  longing  Women,  that  had  bought  our  Bodies, 

Our  Beds,  Fires,  Taylors,  Nurfes ;  nay,  I  told  'em, 

('For  you  fhall  hear  the  greateft  Sin,  I  faid,  Sir^ 

By  that  time  there  be  Wars  again,  our  Bodies 

Laden  v.'ith  Scars  and  Aches,  and  ill  Lodgings, 

Heats,  and  perpetual  Wants,  were  fitter  Prayers, 

And  certain  Graves,  than  cope  the  Foe  on  Crutches : 

'Tis  likely  too,  I  counfel'd  'em  to  turn 

Their  warlike  Pikes  to  Plough  (hares,  their  fure  Targets 

And  Swords  hatch'd  with  the  Blood  of  many  Nations, 

To  Spades,  and  pruning  Knives,  for  the fe  get  Mony, 

Their  warlike  Eagles,  into  Daws,  or  Starlings, 

To  give  an  Ave  Cvfar  as  he  palTes, 

And  be  rewarded  with  a  thoufand  Drachmas. 

For  thus  we  get  but  Years  and  Beets. 

JllIUs.  What  think  you, 
Were  tlicfe  Words  to  be  fpoken  by  a  Captain, 
One  that  Hiould  give  Example  i* 

Man, 
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Max,  *Twas  too  much. 

Pon.  My  Lord,  I  did  not  woo  *em  from  the  Empire, 
Nor  bid  'em  turn  their  daring  Steel  'gainlt  Cafar  ; 
The  Gods  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  Motion 
Were  part  of  me  :  Give  me  but  Imployment,  Sir, 
And  way  to  live,  and  wh^re  you  hold  me  vitious. 
Bred  up  in  Mutiny  ;  my  Sword  fhall  tell  ye. 
And  if  you  pitafe,  that  Piace  I  held,  maintain  it, 
'Gainll  the  moft  daring  Foes  of  Rome,,  I'm  honeft, 
A  lover  of  my  Country,  one  that  holds 
His  Life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  C<efar. 
Weigh  not  ( I  thus  low  on  my  Knee  befeech  you) 
What  my  rude  Tongue  difcover*d,  *twas  my  Want, 
No  other  part  of  Pontius :  You  have  feen  me, 
And  you,  my  Lord,  do  fomething  for  my  Country, 
And  both  beheld  the  Wounds  I  gave  and  took. 
Not  like  a  backward  Traitor. 

Aecius.  All  this  Language 
Makes  but  againft  you,  Pontius,,  you  are  caft. 
And  by  mine  Honour,  and  my  Love  to  Cafar, 
By  me  fhall  never  be  reftored  ;  in  my  Camp 
I  will  not  have  a  Tongue,  though  to  himfelf. 
Dare  talk  but  near  Sedition  ;  as  I  govern. 
All  fhall  obey  ;  and  when  they  want,  their  Duty 
And  ready  Service  fhall  redrefs  their  Needs, 
Not  prating  what  they  would  be. 

Pon.  Thus  I  leave  ye. 
Yet  fhall  my  Prayers  ftill,  although  my  Fortunes 
Mufl  follow  you  no  more,  be  flill  about  ye, 
Gods  give  ye,  where  ye  fight,  the  Vidory, 
Ye  cannot  caft  my  Wifh'es. 

Aecius.  Come  my  Lord, 
Now  to  the  Field  again. 

Max,  Alas  poor  Pontius  !  \_Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

Enter  Chilax  at  one  Door^  Licinius  and  Balbus 
at  another. 

Lie,  How  now  ? 

Chi.  She's  come. 

Bal.  Then  I'll  to  the  Emperor.  {Exit. 

Chi.  Do  ;  Is  the  Mufick  plac'd  well  ^ 

Lie.  Excellent. 

Chi.  Licinius,  you  and  Proculus  receive  her 
In  the  great  Chamber,  at  her  Entrance, 
Let  me  alone  i  and  do  you  hear  Licinius, 
Pray  let  the  Ladies  ply  her  further  off. 
And  with  much  more  Difcretion  :  One  Word  more. 

Lie.   Well. 

Chi.  Are  the  Jewels,  and  thofe  ropes  of  Pearl, 
Laid  in  the  way  Ihe  paffes  ? 

Enter  Emperor^  Balbus  atid  Proculus. 

Lie.  Take  no  care,  Man.  [£■«•//  Licinius. 

Emp.  What,  is  Ihe  come  ? 

Chi.  She  is,  Sir ;  but  'twere  bed 
Your  Grace  were  feen  laft  to  her, 

Emp.  So  1  mean  ; 
Keep  the  Court  empty,  Proculus. 

Pro.  'Tis  done.  Sir. 

Emp.  Be  not  too  fudden  to  her, 

Chi.  Good  your  Grace 
Retire,  and  Man  yourfelf ;  let  us  alone 
We  are  no  Children  this  way  :  Do  you  hear.  Sir  ? 
'Tis  neceffary  that  her  Waiting-women 
Be  cut  off  in  the  Lobby,  by  fome  Ladies, 
■  They'd  break  the  bufinefs  elfe. 

Emp.  'Tis  true,  they  fhall. 

Chi.  Remember  your  place,  Proculus. 

Pro.  I  warrant  ye.  [£w«;?/ Emp.  Balb.  and  ]?ro. 

Enter  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina, 

Chi.  She  enters  i  who  are  Waiters  there  ?  The  Emperor 

Calls 
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Calls  for  his  Horfe  to  air  himfdf. 

Luc.  l*m  glad 
I  come  fo  happily  to  take  him  abfent, 
This  takes  away  a  little  fear ;  I  know  him. 
Now  I  begin  to  fear  again  :  Oh  Honour, 
If  ever  thou  hadft  Temple  in  weak  Woman, 
And  Sacrifice  of  Modefty  burnt  to  thee. 
Hold  me  fait  now,  and  help  me. 

Chi.  Noble  Madam, 
Ye're  welcome  to  the  Court,   mod  nobly  welcome. 
Ye  are  a  Stranger,  Lady. 

Liic.  I  defire  fo. 

Chi.  A  wondrous  Stranger  here, 
Nothing  fo  (trange : 
And  therefore  need  a  Guide,  I  think. 

Luc.  I  do,   Sir, 
And  that  a  good  one  too. 

Chi.  My  Service,  Lady, 
Shall  be  your  Guard  in  this  place  :  But  pray  tell  me. 
Are  ye  rcfolv'd  a  Courtier  ? 

Luc.  No,  I  hope.   Sir. 

Clau.  You  are.  Sir. 

CIh.  Yes,  my  fair  one. 

Clau.  So  it  feems, 
You  are  fo  ready  to  beftovv  yourfelf. 
Pray  what  might  cod  thofe  Breeches  ? 

Chi.  Would  you  wear  *em  ? 
Madam,  ye  have  a  witty  Woman. 

Mar.  Two,  Sir, 
Or  cllc  ye  underbuy  us. 

Lmc.  Leave  your  talking  : 
But  is  my  Lord  here,  I  befeech  ye.    Sir  ? 

Chu  He  is,  fvveet  Lady,  and  muft  take  this  kindly. 
Exceeding  kindly  of  ye,  wondrous  kindly, 
Yc  come  lb  far  to  vific  him  :    TJi  guide  ye, 

Luc.  Whither? 

Chi.  Why,  to  your  Lord. 

Luc.  Is  it  'io  hard.  Sir, 
To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a  Guide  .^ 
For  1  would  wiilineiy  not  trouble  you. 

Chi 
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Chi.  It  will  be  fo  for  you  that  are  a  Stranger  j 
Nor  can  it  be  a  trouble  to  do  fervice 

To  fach  a  worthy  Beauty,  and  befides 

Mar.  I  fee  he  will  go  with  us. 

CUu.  Let  him  amble. 

Chi.  It  fits  not  that  a  Lady  of  your  reckoning. 
Should  pafs  without  Attendants. 

Liic.  I  have  two,  Sir. 

Chi.  I  mean  without  a  Man  :  You'll  fee  the  Einperor? 

hue.  Alas,   I'm  not  fit,  Sir. 

Chi.  You're  well  enough  ; 
He'll  take  it  wondrous  kindly  :  Hark. 

Luc,  Ye  flatter ; 
Good  Sir,  no  more  of  that. 

Chi.  Well,  I  but  tell  ye. 

Liic.  Will  ye  go  forward  ;  fince  I  mufl  be  Man'd, 
Pray  take  your  Place. 

Clau,  Cannot  ye  Man  us  too,  Sir  ? 

Chi.  Give  me  but  time. 

Mar.  And  you'll  try  all  things  .^ 

Chi,  No, 
I'll  make  ye  no  fuch  promife. 

Claud,  if  ye  do.  Sir, 
Take  heed  ye  (land  to*t. 

Chi.  Wondrous  merry  Ladies.  [Sir. 

Lmc,  The  Wenches  are  difpos*d,  pray  keep  your  way, 

{Exeunt. 

Enter  Licinius,  Proculus,  and  Balbus, 

L/V.  She's  coming  up  the  Stairs ;  Now  the  Mufick  ; 
And  as  that  ftirs  her,   let's  fet  on :   Pc/fumcs  there. 
Pro.  Difcover  all  the  Jewels. 
Lie.  Peace.  \_Mufick, 

SONGS 

Now  the  lufty  Spring  is  feen. 

Golden  lellow,  gaudy  Bine, 

Daintily  invite  the  viezv. 
Every  wherc^  on  every  Green, 

Rofes 
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Rofes  hlujhing  as  they  h/ow, 
yind  inticing  Men  to  pull, 
Lillies  ivhiter  than  the  Sno'-jj, 
IVoodbines  of  fweet  Hony  full. 
All  Love's  E7?iblems^  and  all  cry. 
Ladies,  if  not  plucked  we  die. 

Tet  the  lufly  Sfring  hath  (laid, 

Blujhing  red  and  purejl  white. 

Daintily  to  Love  invite. 
Every  Woman,  every  Maid ; 
Cherries  kijfing  as  they  grow. 

And  inviting  Men  to  tafle. 
Apples  even  ripe  below. 

Winding  gently  to  the  wajle. 

All  Love's  Emblems,  and  all  cry. 
Ladies,  if  not  pluck' d  we  die, 

SECOND. 

Hear  ye.  Ladies,  that  defpife. 

What  the  mighty  Love  has  done. 
Fear  Examples,  and  be  wife. 

Fair  Califto  was  a  Nun, 
Lseda  failing  on  the  Stream, 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  Man-, 
Love  accounting  but  a  Dream, 

Doated  on  a  filver  Swan, 
Danae  in  a  Brazen  Tower, 
Where  no  Love  was,  lov'd  a  Shower, 

Hear  ye  Ladies  that  are  coy^ 

What  the.  mighty  Love  can  do  : 
Fear  the  fiercenefs  of  the  Boy, 

The  chajle  Moon  he  makes  to  woo  : 
Vefta  kindling  holy  Fires, 

Circled  round  about  with  Spies, 
Never  dreaming  loofe  Defires, 

Doating  at  tJje  Altar  dies. 
11  ion  in  a  fhort  Hour  higher. 
He  can  build,  and  once  more  fire. 

Enter 
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Enter  Chilax,  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Luc.  Pray  Heav'n  my  Lord  be  here,   for  now  I  fear  it. 
Well  Ring,  if  thou  bee'ft  counterfeit,  or  (lol'n. 
As  by  this  Preparation  I  fufpedt  it. 
Thou  haft  betray 'd  thy  Miftrefs :  Pray,  Sir,  forward, 
I  would  fain  fee  my  Lord. 

Chi.  But  tell  me.  Madam, 
How  do  ye  like  the  Song? 

Luc.  I  like  the  Air  well. 
But  for  the  Words,  they  are  lafcivious. 
And  over-light  for  Ladies. 

Chi.  All  ours  love  *em. 

Luc.  *Tis  like  enough,  for  yours  are  loving  Ladies. 

Lie.  Madam,  ye're  welcome  to  the  Court.  Who  waits? 
Attendants  for  this  Lady. 

Luc.  Ye  miftake.  Sir  ; 
I  bring  no  Triumph  with  me. 

Lie.  But  much  Honour. 

Pro.  Why  this  was  nobly  done,  and  like  a  Neighbour  j 
So  freely  of  yourfelf  to  be  a  Vifitant, 
The  Emperor  fhall  give  ye  thanks  for  this. 

Luc.  O  no.  Sir ; 
There's  nothing  to  deferve  'em. 

Pro.  Yes,  your  Prefence. 

Luc.  Good  Gentlemen  be  patient,  and  believe 
I  come  to  fee  my  Husband,  on  Command  too, 
I  were  no  Courtier  elfe. 

Lie.  That's  all  one.  Lady, 
Now  ye  are  here,  you're  welcome ;  and  the  Emperor, 
Who  loves  ye  but  too  well . 

Luc.  No  more  of  that.  Sir, 
I  came  not  to  be  Catechiz'd. 

Pro.  Ah,  Sirrah; 
And  have  we  got  you  here?  faith,  Noble  Lady, 
We'll  keep  ye  one  Month  Courtier. 

Luc.  Gods  defend.  Sir, 
I  never  lik'd  a  Trade  worfe. 

Pro.  Hark  ye. 

Luc.  No,   Sir. 

Pr«. 
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Fro.  Ye're  grown  the  ftrangeft  Lady. 

hue.  How  ? 

Pro.  By  Heav»n, 
'Tis  true  1  tell  ye,  and  you'll  find  it. 

Luc.  I  ? 
I'll  rather  find  my  Grave,  and  fo  inform  him.- 

Pro.  Is  it  not  pity.  Gentlemen,  this  Lady 
(Nay,  ril  deal  roughly  with  ye,   yet  not  hurt  ye) 
Should  live  alone,  and  give  fuch  hcav*niy  Beauty 
Only  to  Walls  and  Hangings  ? 

hue.  Good  Sir,  Patience  : 
I  am  no  Wonder,  neither  come  to  that  end, 
Ye  do  my  Lord  an  injury  to  Hay  me, 
Who,  though  you  are  the  Prince's,  yet  dare  tell  ye. 
He  keeps  no  Wife  for  your  ways. 

BaL   Well,  well.  Lady  ; 
However  you  are  pleas*d  to  think  of  u;?, 
Ye're  welcome,  and  ye  fhall  be  welcome. 

Luc.  Shew  it 
In  that  I  come  for  then,  in  leading  me 
"Where  my  lov'd  Lord  is,   not  in  flattery  : 

[Jewels /hew*  di 
Nay  ye  may  draw  the  Curtain,  I  have  feen  'em, 
But  none  worth  half  my  Honelly. 

Clau.  Are  thele.  Sir, 
I^aid  here  to  take  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  for  your  Lady,  Gentlewomen. 

Aiar.  We  had  been  doing  elle. 

Bal.  Meaner  Jewels 
Would  fit  your  Worths. 

Clau.  And  meaner  Cloaths  your  Bodies. 

hue.  The  Gods  fl:iall  kill  me  firlt. 

hk.  There's  better  dying 
I'th*  Emperor's  Arms;  go  to,  but  be  not  angry— • 
Thefe  are  but  Talks,  fweet  Lady. 

E7iter  Phorba  and  Ardelia. 

Phor.  W^here  is  this  Stranger  ?  Ruihes,  Ladies,  Ruflies, 
Rufhes  as  green  as  Summer  for  this  Stranger. 
Pro.  Here's  Ladies  come  to  fee  you. 

Luc: 
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Luc.  You  are  gone  then  ? 
I  take  it  *tis  your  Cue. 

Pro.  Or  rather  Manners  ; 
You're  better  fitted,  Madam,  we  but  tire  ye. 
Therefore  vve'Jl  leave  ye  for  an  Hour,  and  bring 
Your  much  lov'd  Lord  unto  you.  \_Exeunt. 

Luc.  Then  1*11  thank  ye. 
I  am  betray 'd  for  certain  -,  well  Lucina^ 
Jf  thou  doft  fall  from  Virtue,   may  the  Earth, 
That  after  Death  fhould  flioot  up  Gardens  of  thee, 
Spreading  thy  living  Goodnefs  into  Branches, 
Fly  from  thee,  and  the  hot  Sun  find  thy  Vices. 

Phor.  You  are  a  welcome  W^oman. 

jlrd.  Blefs  me  Heav'n, 
How  did  you  find  the  way  to  Court  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not ; 
Would  I  had  never  trod  it. 

Phor.  Prithee  tell  me. 
Good  Noble  Lady,  and  good  fweet  Heart  love  us. 
For  we  love  thee  extreamly  ;  is  not  this  Place 
A  Paradife  to  live  in  ? 

Luc.  To  thofe  People 
That  know  no  other  Paradife  but  Pleafure  s 
That  little  I  enjoy  contents  me  better. 

Ard.  What,  heard  ye  any  Mufick  yet  ? 

Luc.  Too  much. 

Phor.   You  mufl  not  be  thus  fro  ward  ;     what,   thrs 
Gown 
Is  one  o'th'  prettieft  by  my  Troth,  Ardelia^ 
I  ever  faw  yet ;  'twas  not  to  frown  in.  Lady, 
Ye  put  this  Gown  on  when  ye  came. 

Ard.  How  do  ye? 
Alas  poor  Wretch,  how  cold  it  is ! 

Luc.  Content  ye  ; 
I  am  as  well  as  may  be,  and  as  temperate. 
If  ye  will  let  me  be  fo  :  Where's  my  Lord  ? 
For  there's  the  bufinefs  that  I  came  for.  Ladies. 
Phor.  We'll  lead  ye  to  him,  he's  i'th'  Gallery. 
Ard.  We'll  fhew  ye  all  the  Court  too. 
Luc.  Shew  me  him. 
Vol.  IV.  U  And 
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And  ye  have  fhew'd  me  all  I  come  to  look  on. 

Phor.  Come  on,  we'll  be  your  Guides,  and  as  ye  go. 
We  have  fome  pretty  Tales  to  tell  ye,  Lady^ 
Shall  make  ye  merry  too  •,  ye  come  not  here, 
To  be  a  fad  Lucirta. 

Luc.   Would  I  might  not.  [Exetint, 

Enter  Chilax  and  Balbus. 

Chi.  Now  the  fofc  Mufick  ;  Balbiis  run. 

Bal.  I  fly.  Boy.  [£.v/V  Balbus. 

Chi.  The  Women  by  this  time  arc  worming  of  her, 

If  flie  can  hold  out  them,  the  Emperor  {Mufick. 

Takes  her  to  task  :  He  has  her  ;  hark  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Emperor  and  Lucina. 

Li:c.  Good  your  Grace, 
Where  are  my  Women,  Sir  ? 

Emp.  They  are  wife,  beholding 
What  you  think  fcorn  to  look  on,  the  Court's  Bravery : 
Would  you  have  run  away  fo  flily.  Lady, 
And  not  have  feen  me  ? 

Luc.  I  befeech  your  Majefty, 
Confider  what  I  am,  and  whofe. 

Emp.  I  do  fo. 

Luc.  Believe  me,  I  fhall  never  make  a  Whore,  Sir. 

Emp.  A  Friend  ye  may,  and  to  that  Man  that  loves  ye, 
More  than  you  love  your  Virtue. 

Luc.  Sacred  CcBfar. 

Emp.  You  fhall  not  kneel  to  me.  Sweet. 

Luc.  Look  upon  me. 
And  if  ye  be  fo  cruel  to  abufe  me. 
Think  how  the  Gods  will  take  it  j  Does  this  Beauty 
Afflift  your  Soul .''    I'll  hide  it  from  you  ever. 
Nay  more,   I  will  become  fo  leprous. 
That  ye  Ihall  curfe  me  from  ye  :  My  dear  Lord 
Has  ferv*d  ye  ever  truly,  fought  your  Battels, 
As  if  he  daily  long'd  to  die  for  Cc:[ar\ 
Was  never  Traitor,  Sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  Aftions  of  his  Life. 

Emp.  1  know  it. 

Luc, 
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Luc.  His  Fame  and  Family  have  grown  together. 
And  fpread  together  (14)  like  two  failing  Cedars, 
Over  the  Roman  Diadem  j  oh  let  not. 
As  ye  have  any  Flelli  that's  human  in  you. 
The  having  of  a  modelt  Wife  decline  him. 
Let  not  my  Virtue  be  the  Wedge  to  break  him ; 
I  do  not  think  ye  are  lalcivious, 
Thefe  wanton  Men  belye  ye,  you  are  defary 
Which  is  the  Father  of  the  Empire's  Honour, 
Ye  are  too  near  the  Nature  of  the  Gods, 
To  wrong  the  weakeft  of  all  Creatures,  Women. 

Emp.  I  dare  not  do  it  here.    Rife  fair  Lucina^ 
I  did  but  try  your  Temper,   ye  are  honeft,  7 

And  with  the  Commendations  wait  on  that 
I'll  lead  ye  to  your  Lord,  and  ye  to  him  : 
Wipe  your  fair  Eyes :  He  that  endeavours  III, 
May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  Hell.         [ExeuNf, 


ACT    III.     SCENE     L 

E?}ier  Chilax,  Licinius,  Proculus,  and  Balbus; 

Chi.  'T^  I S  done,  Licinius. 
X       Lie.  How? 

Chi.  1  Ihame  to  tell  it. 
If  there  be  any  Juitice,  we  are  Villains, 
And  muft  be  fo  rewarded. 

Bal.  If  it  be  done, 
I  take  it  'tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it ; 
Let's  make  the  belt  o'th'  Trade. 

Pro.  Now  Veng'ance  take  it. 
Why  fhould  not  he  have  fettled  on  a  Beauty, 
Whofe  Honefty  ftuck  in  a  piece  of  TiflTue, 
Or  one  a  Ring  might  rule,  or  fuch  a  one 
That  had  an  itching  Husband  to  be  honourable, 

(14)  •  like  to  failine  Cedars,']     Mr.  Sympfm  juftl/  reads  tv:» 

failing  Ctdars,  as  anfwcrifig  to  his  Faffie  and  Family. 

U  z  And 


308     TTjeT'ragedyofVdXtnXim^.n, 

And  Ground  to  get  it :  If  he  miifl:  have  Women, 
And  no  allay  without  'em,  why  not  thofe 
(15)  That  know  the  Myftery,  and  are  befl:  able 
To  play  again  with  Judgment  ?  Such  as  fhe  is, 
Grant  they  be  won  with  long  Siege,  endlefs  Travel, 
And  brought  to  Opportunity  with  Millions, 
Yet  when  they  come  to  Motion,  their  cold  Virtue 
K::eps  'em  like  Cakes  of  Ice  ;  I'll  melt  a  Chriftal, 
And  make  a  dead  Flint  fire  himfelf,  e*er  they 
Give  greater  Heat,  than  now-departing  Embers 
Give  to  old  Men  that  watch  'em. 

Lie.  A  good  Wiiore 
Had  I'avM  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholfome. 
Ay,  and  the  thing  once  done  too,  as  well  thought  of  j 
But  this  fame  Chaftity  forfooth. 

Pro.  A  Pox  on't. 
"Why  fhould  not  Women  be  as  free  as  we  are  ? 
They  are,  but  not  in  open,  and  far  freer. 
And  the  more  bold  ye  bear  yourfelf,  more  Welcome ; 
And  there  is  nothing  ye  dare  fay,  but  Truth, 
But  they  dare  hear. 

Enter  Emperor  and  Lucina. 

Ck'i.  The  Emperor !  Away, 
And  if  wc  can  repent,  let's  Home  and  pray.        [Exeunt. 

Emp.  Your  or.ly  Virtue  now  is  Patience, 
Take  heed,  and  fave  your  Honour  -,  if  you  talk 

Luc.  As  long  as  there  is  Motion  in  my  Body, 
And  Life  to  give  me  Words,  PJl  cry  for  Juftice. 

Emp.  Juftice  fhall  never  hear  ye,  I  am  Juftice. 

Luc.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  Monfter,  Raviflier, 
Thou  bitter  Baneo'th'  Empire,  look  upon  me. 
And  if  thy  guilty  Eyes  dare  fee  thele  Ruins, 
Thy  wild  Luft  hath  laid  level  with  Diftionour; 
The  Sacrilegious  Razing  of  this  Temple, 
The  Mother  of  thy  black  Sins  would  have  blufti'd  at ; 

(15)  That  knotv  the  \1\kry ,■ ]     The   grofs  Miftake  0?  Mi/ery 

for  Myftery  has  run  through  the  former  Editions.    It  not  only  occurred 

to  ni;  felf,    but  Wr.  Syfnpfon  and  another*  Friend  both   fent  it  me  as 
their  Conjeifture,  and  1  hnd  A^r.  Theobald  had  prevented  us  all. 

Behold 
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Behold  and  curfe  thylelf  j  the  Gods  will  find  thee. 
That's  all  my  Refuge  now,  for  they  are  Righteous, 
Vengeance  and  Horror  circle  thee  ;  the  Empire, 
In  which  thou  liv'lt  a  ftrong  continued  Surfeit, 
Like  Poifon  will  difgorge  thee,  good  Men  raze  thee 
(16)  For  ever  being  read  again  ;  all  virtuous 
Women,  and  fearkil  Maids,   make  Vows  againfl:  thee  ; 
Thy  own  Slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,   Pnall  hate  thee  ; 
And  thofe  thou  haft  corrupted,  fitil  fall  from  thee  j 
And  if  thou  let'ft  me  live,  the  Soldier, 
Tir'd  with  thy  Tyrannies,  break  throujjh  Obceier.ee, 
And  fliake  his  ftrong  Sceel  at  thee. 

Emp,  This  prevails  not  ; 
Nor  any  Agony  ye  utter.  Lady. 
If  I  have  done  a  Sin,  curfe  her  that  drew  me, 
Curfe  the  firft  Caufe,  theWitchcratt  that  abus'd  me, 
Curfe  thofe  fair  Eyes,  and  curie  that  heav'nly  Beauty, 
And  curfe  your  being  good  too, 

Luc.  Glorious  Thief, 
What  Reftitution  canft  thou  make  to  i'lve  me  ? 

Emp.  1*11  ever  Love,  and  Honour  you. 

Luc.  Thou  can*ft  not. 
For  that  which  was  mine  Honour,  thou  haft  murder'd. 
And  can  there  be  a  Love  in  Violence  ? 

Emp.  You  fhall  be  only  mine. 

Luc.  Yet  I  like  better 
Thy  Villany,  than  Flattery,   that's  thine  own. 
The  other  bafely  counterfeit  •,  fly  from  me. 
Or  for  thy  Safety  fake  and  Wifdom  kill  me. 
For  I  am  worfc  than  thou  art  -,  thou  may'ft  pray, 

(16)  For  ever  being  read  again,  but  vicious 

Women,  and  fearful  Maids,  tnake  Voims  againji  thee  ;  ]  Thus 
flood  the  old  IVxt,  and,  I  believe,  whoever  coafiders  it  will  agree  that 
by  an  odd  Ccnfullon  of  Ideas,  the  Word  'vicious  is  put  inftead  of  its 
Reverfe,  virtuous.  And  it  is  not  very  unnataral  for  a  Tranfcribcr  or 
Printer  to  put  fome  Word  into  the  Context  that  is  accidentally  raifed 
in  his  Mind  by  a  Glimpre  of  the  true  one  :  And  Words  as  often  raife 
an  Idea  of  their  diietfl  Oppofitey,  as  of  thofe  Words  that  have  an  Af- 
finity to  them,  'i'hus  Black  and  White,  Virtue  and  Vicf,  Wifdom 
and  Folly,  Truth  and  Falfliood,  i^c.  by  their  very  Oppofition  have  a 
near  Connexion  in  our  Ideas. 

U  3  And 
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And  fo  recover  Grace  ;  I'm  loft  for  ever. 

And  if  thou  let'ft  me  live,  thou*rt  lofl:  thyfelf  too. 

Effip.  I  fear  no  Lofs  but  Love,  I  ftand  above  it. 

Luc.  Call  in  your  Lady  Bawds,  and  gilded  Pandars, 
And  let  them  triumph  too,  and  fing  to  Ctefar^ 
Luciija*s  fallen,  the  cliafte  Lucina\  conquer'd  •, 
Gods,  what  a  wretched  Thing  has  this  Man  made  me  ^ 
For  I  am  now  no  Wife  for  MaximuSy 
No  Company  for  Women  that  are  virtuous. 
No  Family  I  now  can  claim,  nor  Country, 
Nor  Name,  but  C^r/^r's  Whore  ;  O  facred  CcrfaVy 
CFor  that  fhould  be  your  Title)  was  your  Empire, 
Your  Rods,  and  Axes,  that  are  Types  of  Jullice, 
Thofe  Fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  bleflings, 
The  Peoples  Adoration,  Fear  of  Nations, 
"What  Viftory  can  bring  ye  Home,  what  elfe 
The  ufcful  Elements  can  make  your  Servants, 
(17)  Even  Light  itfelf,  and  Sons  of  Light,  Truth,  Juftict, 
Mercy,  and  Star-like  Piety,  fent  to  you, 
And  from  the  Gods  themfelves,  to  ravilh  Women? 
The  Curfes  that  I  owe  to  Enemies, 
Even  thofe  the  Sahines  fent,  when  Romulus 
(As  thou  haft  me)  ravifh'd  their  noble  Maids, 
Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee. 
£mp.  This  helps  not. 

Luc.  Tlie  Sins  of  Tarquin  be  remember'd  in  thee. 
And  where  there  has  a  chafte  Wife  been  abus*d, 
Let  it  be  thine,  the  Shame  thine,  thine  the  Slaughter, 
And  laft  for  ever,  thine,  the  fear'd  Example. 
AVhere  Hiall  poor  Virtue  live,  now  I  am  fairn  ^ 
What  can  your  Honours  now,  and  Empire  make  me, 
But  a  more  glorious  W  hore  ? 

(17)   P.'uen  Light  itjdlf,  and '?>\iXi%of  U^ht,   'Truths  Jujlice, 

Mercy,  and  Utar-like  Piety, ]     This  noble  PalTage  feems, 

if  I  may  beallow'd  the  Exprefiion,  obfcur'd  by  too  much  Light ;  Part 
ofwiiich,  I  believe,  is  not  genuine.  To  call  rruth.  juflice,  and  Piety 
Suns  may  be  allow'd,  but  Huns  of  Light  ib  both  ilift"  and  tautological  ; 
and  after  they  are  cali'd  Suns,  tlic  additional  Epithet  of  Star-like  is 
an  ufelels  Anticlimaj^.  1  doubt  not  but  that  the  true  Reading  was 
Sins  of  Light. 

Emp, 
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Emp.  A  better  Woman  ; 
But  if  ye  will  be  blind,  and  fcorn  ir,  who  can  help  it  ? 
Come  leave  thefe  Lamentations,  they  do  nothing, 
Biit  make  a  Noife,  I  am  the  fame  Man  ftilJ, 
Were  it  to  do  again  ;   therefore  be  wikr. 
By  all  this  holy  Light,  I  fliould  attempt  ir. 
Ye  are  fo  Excellent,  and  made  to  ravilh, 
There  were  no  Pleafure  in  you  elfe. 
Lac,  Oh  Villain  ! 

Emp.  So  bred  for  Man's  amazement,  that  my  Reafjn 
And  every  help  to  hold  me  right  has  loft  me  ; 
The  God  of  Love  himfelf  had  been  before  me, 
Had  he  but  Power  to  fee  ye  •,  tell  me  juftly. 
How  can  I  chufe  but  err  then  ?  If  ye  dare. 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  for  ye*re  Co  precious, 
I  envy  any  other  fhould  enjoy  ye, 
Almoit  look  on  ye  ;  and  your  dar?ng  Husband 
Shall  know  h'as  kept  an  Off'ring  from  the  Empifv?, 
Too  Holy  for  his  Altars  •,  be  the  mightielt, 
More  than  myfelf  I'll  make  it :  Tf  ye  will  not. 
Sit  down  with  this,  andfiience;  for  which  Wifdom 
Ye  ihall  have  Ufe  of  me,  and  much  Honour  ever. 
And  be  the  fame  you  were  ;  if  ye  divulge  it. 
Know  I  am  far  above  the  Faults  I  do. 
And  thofe  1  do,  I  am  able  to  forgive  too  ; 
And  where  your  Credit  in  the  Knowledge  of  it. 
May  be  wich  Glofs  enough  fulpeded,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  Command  fliall  make  it :    Princes, 
Though  they  befometinjefubje(3:  to  ioofe  Whifpers, 
Yet  wear  they  tvvo-cdg'd  Swords  for  open  Cenfures: 
Your  Husband  cannot  help  ye,  nor  the  Soldier  ; 
Your  Husband  is  my  Creature,  they  my  Weapons, 
And  only  where  I  bid  'cm,  llrike  ;  I  feed  *em. 
Nor  can  the  Gods  be  angry  at  this  Adion, 
For  as  they  make  me  moft,  they  mean  me  happied". 
Which  I  had  never  been  without  this  Pleafure  : 
Confider,  and  farewel :  You'll  find  your  Women 
At  Hjme  before  ye,  they  have  had  fonie  Sport  too, 
But  are  more  thankful  for  it.  [£.v/7  Emperor. 

Luc.  Deftrudion  fin  d  th 
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Now  which  way  muft  I  go  ?    My  honeO:  Houfe 

Will  (hake  to  Iheker  mcf,  my  Husband  fly  me. 

My  Family, 

Becaufe  they're  Honeft,  and  defire  to  befo, 

Muft  not  endure  me,  not  a  Neighbour  know  me  : 

What  Woman  now  dare  fee  me  without  Blufhes, 

And  pointing  as  I  pafs  :  There,  there,  behold  her. 

Look  on  her  little  Children,   that  is  flie. 

That  handlbme  Lady,  mark.     O  my  fad  Fortunes  I 

Is  this  the  end  of  Goodnefs,  this  the  Price 

Of  all  my  early  Prayers  to  prote<^  me  ? 

Why  then  I  fee  there  is  no  God  but  Power, 

Kor  Virtue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us. 

But  what  is  either  Lame  or  Senfual, 

How  had  I  been  thus  wretched  elfe  ? 

Enter  Maximus  and  Aecius. 

Aec'ius.  Let  Titius 
Command  the  Company  that  Pontius  loft, 
And  fee  the  Fofles  deeper. 

Max.  How  now  fweet  Heart, 
What  make  you  here,  and  thus? 

Aecius.  Lucina  weeping  ? 
This  muft  be  much  Oiience. 

Ma^^.  Look  up  and  tell  me, 
Why  arc  you  thus  ?  My  Ring  ?  O  Friend,  IVe  found  it ! 
Ye  were  at  Court,    Sweet  ? 

Luc.  Yes,  til  is  brought  me  thither. 

Max.  Rife,  and  go  Home  :   I  have  my  Fears,  Aecius : 
Oh  my  bcft  Friend,  I'm  ruin'd  ;  go  Lucina^ 
Already  in  thy  Tears,  Pve  read  thy  Wrongs, 
Already  found  a  Ccefar ;  go  thou  Lily, 
Thou  fweet  drooping  Flow'r :  Go  filver  Swan, 
And  fing  thine  own  fad  Requiem  :  Go  Lucina^ 
And  if  thou  dar'ft,  out-live  this  Wrong. 

Luc.  I  dare  nor. 

Aecius.  Is  that  the  Ring  ye  loft. 

Max.  That,  that,  Aecius, 
That  curfed  Ring,  myfclf,  and  all  my  Fortunes  : 
»T  has  pleas'd  the  Emperor,  my  noble  Mafter, 

For 
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For  all  my  Services,  and  Dangers  for  him. 

To  make  me  mine  own  Pandar  ;  was  this  Jufticc 

Oh  my  Jecius,  have  I  liv'd  to  bear  this  ? 

Luc.  Farewel  for  ever.  Sir. 

Max.  That's  a  fad  faying  -, 
But  fuch  a  one  becomes  ye  well,  Luc'ma  : 
And  yet  methinks  we  ihould  not  part  fo  lightly. 
Our  Loves  have  been  of  longer  growth,  more  rooted 
Than  the  fharp  Word  of  one  Farewel  can  fcatter. 
Kifs  me  :  I  find  no  Cccfar  here  ;  thefe  Lips 
Tafte  not  of  Ravifher  in  my  Opinion. 
Was  it  not  fo  ? 

Luc.  O!   Yes. 

Max.  I  dare  believe  thee. 
For  thou  wert  ever  Truth  itfelf,  and  Sweetnefs  : 
Indeed  (he  was,  Ae'cius. 

Aecius.  So  flie  is  ft  ill. 

Max.  Once  more  :  O  my  Lucina  ;  O  my  Comfort, 
The  Blefting  of  my  Youth,  Life  of  my  Life. 

jlecius.  I've  feen  enough  to  ftagger  my  Obedience ; 
Hold  me  ye  equal  Gods,  this  is  too  finful. 

Max.  Why  wert  thou  chofen  out  to  make  a  Whore  of  ? 
To  me  thou  wert  too  chaltc  :  Fall  Chriftal  Fountains, 
And  ever  feed  your  Streams  you  rifing  Sorrows, 
Till  you  have  dropt  your  Miftrefs  into  Marble. 
Now  go  for  ever  from  me. 

Luc.  Long  farewel.  Sir. 
And  as  I  have  been  Loyal,  Gods  think  on  me. 

Max.  Stay,  let  me  once  more  bid  Farewel,  Lucina^ 
Farewel  thou  excellent  Example  of  us. 
Thou  ftarry  Virtue,  fare  thee  well,  feek  Heav'n, 
And  there  by  Cajftopeia  fhine  in  Glory, 
We  are  too  bafe  and  dirty  to  preferve  thee. 

Aecius.  Nay,  I  muft  kifs  too :  Such  a  Kifs  again. 
And  from  a  Woman  of  fo  ripe  a  Virtue, 
Aecius  muft  not  take :  Farewel  thou  Pb^zfjix, 
If  thou  wilt  die,  Lucina'^  which  well  weigh'd 
If  you  can  ceafe  a  while* from  thefe  ftrange  Thoughts, 
I  wi(h  were  rather  alter'd. 
Li4c.  No. 

Aiieius. 
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Se'cius.  Miftake  not.  t 

I  would  not  ibin  your  Honour  for  the  Empire, 
Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  Difcredit, 
'Tis  not  my  fair  Prof.iTion,  but  a  Villain's  : 
I  find  and  feel  your  Lois  as  deep  as  you  do, 
And  am  tiie  fame  Aecius^   ftill  as  Honeft, 
The  fame  Life  I  have  ftill  for  Maximusy 
The  lame  Sword  wear  for  you,  where  Juftice  wills  me. 
And  'tis  no  dull  one :  Therefore  mifconccive  not :  : 

Only  I'd  have  you  live  a  littk  longer,  'A 

But  a  fhort  Year. 
JUax.  She  mull:  not. 
Luc.  Why  fo  long.  Sir, 
Am  I  not  grey  enough  with  Grief  already  ? 

ylecius.  To  draw  from  that  wild  Mana  fweet  Repentance, 
And  Goodnefs  in  his  Days  to  come. 

Max.  They  are  fo, 
And  will  be  ever  coming,  my  Aecius. 

Jedus.  For  who  knows,  but  the  fight  of  you,  pre- 
fentitig 
His  fwoln  Sins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  Virtues, 
May  like  a  fearful  Vifion  fright  his  Follies, 
And  once  more  bend  him  right  again,  which  Blefling 
(If  your  dark  W^rongs  would  give  you  leave  to  read) 
Is  more  than  Death,  and  the  Reward  more  glorious : 
Death  only  eafes  you ;  this,  the  whole  Empire  ; 
Befides  com  pell  *d,  and  forc'd  with  Violence, 
To  what  ye've  done,  the  Deed  is  none  of  yours. 
No  nor  the  Juftice  neither  ;  ye  may  live. 
And  ftill  a  worthier  Woman,  ftill  more  honour'd: 
For  are  thofe  Trees  the  worfe  we  tear  the  Fruits  from  ? 
Or  ftiould  the  Eternal  Gods  defire  to  perifti, 
Becaufe  we  daily  violate  their  Truths, 
Which  is  the  Chaftity  of  Hcav*n?  No,   Lady, 
If  ye  dare  live,  ye  may  :  And  as  our  Sins 
Makes  them  more  full  of  Equity  and  Juftrce, 
So  this  compulfive  Wrong  makes  you  more  perfe(9: : 
The  Empire  too  will  blefs  ye. 

Max.  Noble  Sir^ 
If  ftie  were  any  thi^ng  to  me  but  Honour, 

And 
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And  that  that's  wedded  to  me  too,  laid  in. 

Not  to  be  worn  away  without  my  Being  ; 

Or  could  the  Wrong  be  hers  alone,  or  mine, 

Or  both  our  Wrongs,  not  ty'd  to  after  IlTues, 

Not  born  anew  in  all  our  Names  and  Kindreds, 

1  would  defire  her  live  ;  nay  more,  compel  her  : 

But  fince  it  was  not  Youth,  but  Malice  did  it  j 

And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  our  Lofles, 

Nor  ftays  it  there,  but  that  our  Names  muft  find  it, 

Ev*n  thofe  to  come ;  and  when  they  read,  fheliv'd, 

Muft  they  not  ask  how  often  ll:ie  was  ravifli'd, 

And  make  a  doubt  flie  lov'd  that  more  than  Wedlock  ? 

Therefore  (he  muft  not  live. 

jiecius.  Therefore  fiie  muft  live. 
To  teach  the  World  fuch  Deaths  are  fuperftitious. 
Luc.  The  Tongues  of  Angels  cannot  alter  me  ; 
For  could  the  World  again  reftore  my  Credit, 
As  fair  and  abfolute  as  firft  I  bred  it. 
That  World  I  fnould  not  truft  again.     The  Empire 
By  my  Life  can  get  nothing  but  my  Story, 
Which  whilft  I  Breathe  muft  be  but  his  Abufes  : 
And  where  ye  counfel  me  to  live,  that  Cafar 
May  fee  his  Errors,  and  repent,  1*11  tell  ye» 
His  Penitence  is  but  Encreafe  of  Pleafures, 
His  Prayers  never  faid  but  to  deceive  us  j 
And  when  he  weeps,  as  you  think  for  his  Vices, 
'Tis  but  as  killing  Drops  from  baleful  Eugh-Trees 
That  rot  their  honeft  Neighbour :  If  he  can  grieve. 
As  one  that  yet  defires  his  free  Converfion, 
And  almoft  glories  in  his  Penitence, 
ril  leave  him  Robes  to  mourn  in,  my  lad  Alhes. 

A'ecius.  The  farewels  then  of  happy  Souls  be  witli  thee^ 
And  to  thy  Memory  be  ever  fung 
The  Praifes  of  a  juft  and  conftant  Lady  ; 
This  fad  Day  whilft  I  live,  a  Soldier's  Tears 
I'll  offer  on  thy  Monument,  and  bring 
Full  of  thy  noble  felf  with  Tears  untold  yet. 
Many  a  worthy  Wife,  to  weep  thy  Ruin. 

Max.  All  that  is  Chafte,  upon  thy  Tomb  ftiall  floUr:!!i, 
All  living  Epitaphs  be  thine  j  Tm^,  Story, 

And 
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And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  Lives, 
Shall  be  no  more  abus*d  with  Tales  and  Trifles, 
But  full  of  thee,  (land  to  Eternity. 

Aecius.  Once  more  farewel,  go  find  Ely/mm^ 
There  where  the  happy  Souls  are  crown*d  with  Bleflings, 
There  where  'tis  ever  Spring,  and  ever  Summer. 

Max.  There  where  no  bed-rid  Juftice  comes ;    Truth, 
Honour, 
Are  Keepers  of  that  blefled  Place  ;  go  thither. 
For  here  thou  lived  chafte  Fire  in  rotten  Timber. 

Aecius.  And  fo  our  lad  Fareweis. 

Max.  Gods  give  thee  Juftice.  \_Exit  Lucina. 

Aecius.  His  Thoughts  begin  to  work  ;   I  fear  him,  yet 
He  ever  was  a  noble  Roman,  but 
I  know  not  what  to  think  on*t,  he  hath  fuffer*d 
Beyond  a  Man,  if  he  ftand  this. 

Max.  Aecius, 
Am  1  aUve,  or  has  a  dead  Sleep  fciz*d  me  ? 
It  was  my  Wife  the  Emperor  abus'd  thus  •, 
And  1  muft  fay,  I'm  glad  I  had  her  for  him  ; 
Muft  I  nor,  my  Aifcius  ^ 

Aecius.  1  am  ftricken 
"With  fuch  a  ft  iff  Amazement,  that  no  Anfwer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  Comfort ; 
Will  ye  go  Home,  or  go  to  my  Houfe  ? 

Max.  Neither : 
I  have  no  Home,  and  you  are  mad,  Aecius, 
To  keep  me  Company,  I  am  a  Fellow 
My  own  Sword  would  forfake,  not  ty'd  unto  me: 
A  Pandar  is  a  Prince,  to  what  I'm  fallen  ; 
By  Heav*n  I  dare  do  nothing. 

Aecius.  Ye  do  better. 

Max.  Pm  made  a  branded  Slave,  Aecius, 
And  yet  1  blefs  the  Maker  ; 
Death  O'  my  Soul,  muft  I  endure  this  tamely  ? 
Muft  M:iximus  be  mention'd  for  his  Tales  ? 
I  am  a  Child  too  j  what  fhould  I  do  railing  ? 
I  cannot  mend  myfelf,  'tis  Cafar  did  it. 
And  what  am  I  to  him  ? 

Aecius.  'Tis  well  confider'd  ; 

However 


I'he  T*ragedy  of  Valentinian.        3 1 7 

However  you  are  tainted,  be  no  Traitor. 
Time  may  out- wear  the  fird,  the  laft  lives  ever. 
Max.  O  that  thou  wert  not  living,  and  my  Friend. 
jiecius.  Til  bear  a  wary  Eye  upon  your  Adtions, 
I  fear  ye  Maximus,  nor  can  1  blame  thee 
If  thou  break'ft  out,  for  by  the  Gods  thy  Wrong 
Deferves  a  general  Ruin  :  Do  ye  love  me  .'' 
Max.  That's  all  I  have  to  live  on. 
Aecius.  Then  go  with  me, 
Ye  fhall  not  to  your  own  Houfe. 

Max.  Nor  to  any  ; 
My  Griefs  are  greater  far  than  Walls  can  compafs, 
And  yet  I  wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 
I  am  not  dangerous,  and  O'  my  Confcience 
Should  I  now  fee  the  Emperor  i'th'  heat  on*t, 
I  fhould  not  chide  him  for't,  an  Awe  runs  through  me, 
I  feel  it  fenfibly,  that  binds  me  to  ir, 
'Tis  at  my  Heart  now,  there  it  fits  and  rules, 
And  'tis  methinks  a  Pleafure  to  obey  it. 

Ae'cius.  This  is  a  Mask  to  cozen  me ;  I  know  ye, 
And  how  far  ye  dare  do ;  no  Roman  farther. 
Nor  with  more  fearlefs  Valour  j  and  I'll  watch  ye : 
Keep  that  Obedience  ftill. 

Max.  Is  a  Wife's  lofs 
(For  her  abufe,  much  good  may  do  his  Grace, 
ril  make  as  bold  with  his  Wife,  if  I  can) 
More  than  the  fading  of  a  few  frefli  Colours, 
More  than  a  lufty  Spring  lofti* 
Akius.  No  more,  MaximuSy 
To  one  that  truly  lives.     Max.  Why  then  I  care  not, 
I  can  live  well  enough,  Ae'cius. 
For  look  you.  Friend,  for  Virtue,  and  thofe  Trifles, 
They  may  be  bought,  they  fay. 

Ae'cius.  He's  craz'd  a  little. 
His  Grief  has  made  him  talk  things  from  his  Nature. 

Max.  But  Chaftity  is  not  a  thing,  I  take  it. 
To  get  in  Rome,  unlcfs  it  be  befpokea 
A  hundred  Year  before  ;  is  it  Ae'cius  ? 
By'r  Lady,  and  well  handled  too  i'th'  breeding. 
Ae'cius.  Will  ye  go  any  way  .'' 

Max^ 
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Max.  V\\  tell  tbce.  Friend, 
If  my  Wife  for  all  this  fhould  be  a  Whore  now, 
A  kind  of  kicker  out  of  Sheets,  'twould  vex  me. 
For  I'm  not  angry  yet ;  the  Emperor 
Is  young  and  handfome,  and  the  Woman  Fledi, 
And  may  not  thefe  two  couple  without  fcratching  ? 

Jecius.  Alas,  my  noble  Friend. 

Max.  Alas  not  me, 
I  am  not  wretched,  for  there's  no  Man  miferable 
But  he  that  makes  himfelf  fo. 

Aecius.  Will  ye  walk  yet? 

Max,  Come,  come,  (he  dare  not  die,  Friend,  that's  th« 
truth  on*t. 
She  knows  the  inticing  Sweets  and  Delicacies 
Of  a  young  Prince's  pleafures,  and  I  thank  her. 
She's  made  a  way  for  Maximus  to  rife  by  : 
Will't  not  become  me  bravely  ?  Why  do  you  think 
She  wept,  and  faid  ihe  was  Ravifli'd  ?  Keep  it  here 
And  I'll  difcover  to  you. 

Aecius.  Well. 

Max.  She  knows 
I  love  no  bitten  Flefh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  might  be  from  me,  flie  contriv'd  this  Knavery  } 
Was  it  not  monftrous,  Friend  ? 

Aecius.  Does  he  but  feem  fo. 
Or  is  he  mad  indeed  ? 

Max.  O  Gods,  my  Heart ! 

Aecius.  Would  it  wou'd  fairly  break. 

Max.  Methinks  I'm  fomewhat  wilder  than  I  was. 
And  yet  I  thank  the.  Gods  I  know  my  Duty. 

Enter  Claudia. 

Clau.  Nay  ye  may  fpare  your  Tears  j  (he's  dead,  fhe  is  fp. 

Max.  Why  fo  it  (hould  be :  How  ? 

Clau.  When  firft  Ihe  enter'd  ; 

Into  her  Houfc,  after  a  world  of  weeping, 
(i  S)  And  blulhing  like  the  Sun-fet,  that  we  faw  her  j 

D^re 

(i8)  And  hlujhlng  like  the  Sun-fet,  as  we  fpe  her ;  ]  The  latter  Part 
of  this  Line  feems  a  meer  Fill-up;  but,  I  believe,  was  a  noble  Senti- 
ment ill  the  Original,  which  1  hope  is  now  rellored.    Lucina  blulh'd 

to 
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Dare  I,  faid  fhe,  defile  this  Houfe  with  Whore, 

In  which  his  noble  Family  has  llourifli'd  ? 

At  which  fhe  fell,  and  ftir'd  no  more  -,  we  rub'd  her. 

Max.  No  more  of  that ;  be  gone.     Now  my  Jecius^ 

[Exii  Claudia. 
If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleafure,  weep  a  little, 
1  am  fo  parch'd  I  cannot :  Your  Example 
Has  brought  the  Rain  down  now  :  Now  lead  me.  Friend, 
And  as  we  walk  together,  let's  pray  together  truly, 
I  may  not  fall  from  Faith. 

Aecius.  That's  nobly  fpoken. 

Max.  Was  I  not  wild,  A'e'cius  ? 

Aec'ius.  Somewhat  troubled. 

Max.  I  felt  no  Sorrow  then  :  Now  PU  go  with  ye. 
But  do  not  name  the  Woman  :  Fye,  what  Fool 
Am  I  to  weep  thus?  Gods,  Lucina^  take  thee, 
F^or  thou  wert  ev'n  the  beft,  and  worthieft  Lady. 

Aecim.  Good  Sir,  no  more,  I  lliall  be  melted  with  it. 

Max.  Pve  done,  and  good  Sir  comfort  me. 
Would  there  were  Wars  now. 

Aecius.  Settle  your  Thoughts,  come. 

Max.  So  I  have  now.  Friend, 
Of  my  deep  Lamentations  here's  an  end.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Pontius,  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 

Phi.  By  my  Faith,  Captain  Pontius^  bcfides  pity 
Of  your  falJ'n  Fortunes,  what  to  fay  1  know  nor. 
For  'tis  too  true  the  Emperor  defires  nor. 
But  my  beft  Mafter,  any  Soldier  near  him. 

Are.  And  when  he  underftands,  he  caft  your  Fortunes 
For  Difobcdience,  how  can  we  incline  him 
(That  are  but  under  Perfons  to  his  Favours) 
To  any  fair  Opinion  ?  Can  ye  Sing  ^ 

Pon.  Not  to  pleafe  him,  Aretus^  for  my  Songs 
Go  not  to  th'  Lute,  or  Viol,  but  to  th*  Trumpet, 

to  be  look'd  upon  by  us,  as  Shame  would  hide  its  Head  from  all  its 
Acquaintance.  If  the  old  Reading  may  be  thought  to  give  this  Idea, 
and  the  Reader  thinks  he  could  have  coJlefted  it  fjom  it  without  the 
Change,  I  am  willing  to  fubmit ;  fo  that  the  true  Scnfe  be  retain'd,  it 
is  of  fmall  Confcqucnce  whether  \vc  read  at  or  that, 

Mv 
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My  Tune  kept  on  a  Target,  and  my  Subje(fl 

The  well-ftruck  Wounds  of  Men,  not  Love,  or  Women. 

Phi.  And  thole  he  underftands  not. 

Port.  He  fhould,  Phidias. 

Are.  Could  you  not  leave  this  killing  way  a  little  ? 
You  muft,  if  here  you'd  plant  yourfelf,  and  rather 
Learn  as  we  do,  to  like  what  thofe  afFedl 
That  are. above  us:  Wear  their  A£lions, 
And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too :  What  they  fay. 
Though  oftentimes  they  fpeak  a  litde  foolifhly. 
Not  ftay  to  conftrue,  but  prepare  to  execute. 
And  think  however  the  end  falls,  the  bufinefs 
Cannot  run  empty-handed. 

Phi.  Can  ye  flatter. 
And  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lie  a  little  ? 

Pon.  Yes,  if  it  be  a  Living, 

jire.  That's  well  faid  then. 

Pon.  But  mull  thefc  Lies  and  Flatteries  be  believ'd, 
then  ? 

Phi.  Oh  yes,  by  any  means. 

Pon.  By  any  means  then, 
I  cannot  lie,  nor  flatter. 

Are,  You  mult  fwear  too? 
If  ye  be  there. 

Pon.  I  can  fwear,   if  they  move  me. 

Phi.  Cannot  ye  forfwear  too. 

Pon.  The  Court  for  ever. 
If  it  be  grown  fo  wicked. 

Are.  You  Ihould  procure  a  little  too. 

Pon.  What's  that .? 
Mens  honeft  Hiyings  for  my  Truth  ? 

Are.  Oh  no.  Sir  : 
But  Womens  honeft  Actions  for  your  trial. 

Pon.  Do  you  do  all  thefe  things  ? 

Phi.  Do  you  not  like  'cm? 

Pon.  Do  ye  ask  me  ferioufly,  or  trifle  with  me  ? 
I  am  not  fo  low  yet,  to  be  your  Mirth. 

Are.  You  do  miftake  us.  Captain,  for  fmcerely. 
We  ask  you  how  you  like  'em  ? 

Pon.  Then  fincerely 
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I  tell  ye  I  abhor  'em  :  They  are  ill  ways. 

And  1  will  ftarve  before  I  tall  into  'cm. 

The  doers  of  'em  Wretches,  their  bafe  hungers 

Cares  not  vvhofe  Bread  they  eat,  nor  how  they  get  it. 

Are.  What  then.  Sir? 

Pon.  If  you  profefs  this  Wickednefs, 
Becaufe  ye  have  been  Soldiers,  and  born  Arms, 
The  Servants  of  the  brave  Aecim-, 
And  by  him  put  to  th'  Emperor,  give  me  leave. 
Or  I  mull  take  it  elfe,  to  fay  ye're  Villains, 
For  all  your  Golden  Coats,  debaufti'd,  bafe  Villains, 
Yet  I  do  wear  a  Sword  to  tell  ye  io. 
Is  this  the  way  you  mark  out  for  a  Soldier, 
A  Man  that  has  commanded  for  the  Empire, 
And  born  the  Reputation  of  a  Man  ? 
Are  there  not  lazy  things  enough  call*d  Fools  and  Cowards, 
And  poor  enough  to  be  preferr'd  for  Pandars, 
But  wanting  Soldiers  mull  be  Knaves  too  ?  ha : 
This  the  trim  courfe  of  Life  ;  Were  not  ye  born  Bawds, 
And  fo  inherit  but  your  Rights?  1  am  poor. 
And  may  expefl  a  worfe  ;  yet  digging,  pruning. 
Mending  of  broken  Ways,  carrying  of  Water, 
Planting  of  Worts,  and  Onions,  any  thing 
That's  honell  and  a  Man's,  I'll  rather  chule, 
Ay,  and  live  better  on  it,  which  is  jufter. 
Drink  my  v/ell-gotcen  Water  with  more  Pieafure, 
When  my  Endeavour's  done,  and  Wages  paid  me. 
Than  you  do  Wine,  eat  my  courfe  Bread  not  curd,  j 

And  mend  upon't.    (Your  Diets  are  DifcafesJ 
And  fleep  as  foundly,  when  my  Labour  bids  me. 
As  any  forward  Pandar  of  ye  all. 
And  rife  a  great  deal  honeller  ;  my  Garments, 
Though  not  as  yours,  the  folt  fins  of  the  Empire, 
Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  Wind  out. 
When  every  fingle  Breath  of  poor  Opinion 
Finds  you  through  all  your  Velvets. 

Are.  You  have  hit  it. 
Nor  are  we  thofe  we  feem  j  the  Lord  Aec'ius 
Put  us  good  Men  to  th'  Emperor,    io  we  have  ferv'd  him. 
Though  much  negleded  for  it :  So  dare  be  (till  : 

Vol.  IV.  X  Your 
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Your  Curfes  are  not  ours  :  WeVe  fccn  your  Fortune, 
But  yet  know  no  way  to  redeem  it :  Means, 
Such  as  we  have,  ye  fhall  not  want,  brave  Pontius^ 
But  pray  be  temperate,  if  we  can  wipe  out 
The  way  of  your  Offences,  we  are  yours.  Sir ; 
And  you  fhall  live  at  Court  an  honeft  Man  too. 

Phi.  That  little  Meat  and  Means  we  have,  we*il  ihare  it. 
Fear  not  to  be  as  we  are  ;  what  we  told  ye. 
Were  but  meer  trials  of  your  Truth :  You're  worthy. 
And  fo  we'll  ever  hold  ye  ;  fufFcr  better. 
And  then  ye  are  a  right  Man,  Pontius  % 
If  my  good  Matter  be  not  ever  angry, 
Ye  (hall  command  again. 

Pon.  I  have  found  two  good  Men : 
\Jk  my  Life, 
For  it  IS  yours,  and  all  I  have  to  thank  ye.  [^Excurtt, 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Max,  There's  no  way  elfe  to  do  it,  he  muft  die. 
This  Friend  muft  die,  this  Soul  oi  Maximus y 
Without  whom  I  am  nothing  but  my  Shame, 
This  perfe6bnefs  that  keeps  me  from  Opinion, 
Muft  die,  or  I  muft  live  thus  branded  ever: 
A  hard  choice,  and  a  fatal ;  Gods  ye  have  given  me 
A  way  to  credit,  but  the  Ground  to  goon. 
Ye  have  levell'd  with  that  precious  Life  I  love  moft. 
Yet  I  muft  on,  and  through  ;  for  if  I  offer 
To  take  my  way  without  him,  like  a  Sea 
He  bears  his  high  Command,  'twixt  me  and  Vengeance, 
And  in  ray  own  Road  finks  me.     He  is  honeft. 
Of  a  moft  conftant  Loyalty  to  Cafar, 
And  when  he  fhall  but  doubt,  I  dare  attempt  him. 
But  make  a  queftion  of  his  III,  but  fay 
What  is  a  Cafar^  that  he  dare  do  this, 
(19J  Dead-fure  he  cuts  me  off:  ^<rW«jdics, 

1(19)  Dead/ure  he  cuts  me  of:  —  ]  I  read  Dead-fure  with  a  Hyphen, 
»nd  undcrftand  by  it  the  common  ExpreHion,  Asfure  aj  Diath. 
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6r  I  have  loft  myfelf :  Why  fhould  I  kill  him? 

"V^hy  fliould  I  kill  myfelf?  for 'tis  my  killing, 

/iecius  is  my  Root,  and  wither  him. 

Like  a  decaying  Branch,  I  fall  to  nothing. 

Is  he  not  more  to  me,  than  Wife  ;  than  Cafar 

Though  I  had  now  my  fafe  Revenge  upon  him  ? 

(20)  Is  he  not  more  than  Rumour,  and  his  Friendlhip 

Sweeter  than  th'  love  of  Women  ?  What  is  Honour 

We  all  fo  ftrangely  are  bewitch*d  wuhal  ? 

Can  it  relieve  me  if  I  want?  he  has ; 

Can  Honour,  'twixt  the  incenfed  Prince,  and  Envy, 

Bear  up  the  Lives  of  worthy  Men  ?  he  has ; 

Can  Honour  pull  the  Wings  of  fearful  Cowards, 

And  make  'em  turn  again  like  Tigers  ?  he  has. 

And  I  have  liv'd  to  fee  this,  and  preferv*d  fo  i 

Why  fhould  this  empty  word  incite  me  then 

To  what  is  ill,  and  cruel  ?  let  her  periih  : 

A  Friend  is  more  than  all  the  World,  than  Honour ', 

She  is  a  Woman,  and  her  Lofs  the  lefs, 

And  with  her  go  my  Griefs :  But  hark  ye,  Maximus^ 

Was  Ihe  not  yours  ?  Did  (he  not  die,  to  tell  ye 

She  was  a  Raviih'd  Woman  ?  Did  not  Jufticc 

Nobly  begin  with  her,  that  not  deferv'd  it. 

And  fhall  he  live  that  did  it  ?  Stay  a  little. 

Can  this  Abufe  die  here?  Shall  not  Mens  Tongues 

Difpute  it  afterward,  and  fay  I  gave 

(Affcdling  dull  Obedience,  and  tame  Duty, 

And  led  away  with  fondnefs  of  a  Friendfhip) 

The  only  Virtue  of  the  World  to  Slander? 

Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  (he  a  chafte  one, 

(20)   L  he  net  more  than   Rumour, ]      Mr.  ThtehaU  and 

Mr.  Sympfon  both  fufpeft  the  Word  Rumour,  and  think  that  Honour 
was  probably  the  Original.  But  as  Honour^  in  this  Place,  mull  ii;;nify 
exa<5lly  the  fame  with  Rumour,  the  Poets  fcem  to  have  judicioufly 
afcertained  the  true  Meaning  of  what  follows,  by  ufing  Rumow  here. 
As  our  Poets  mud  probably  have  had  in  view  F^zljiaff's  comick  Cate» 
chifra  concerning  Honour,  fo  they  fecm  to  have  imitated  the  Sublimity 
of  a  Paffage  in  Cicero''^  Philippics,  where  the  Satire  againft  Jntony\i 
exaggerated  by  Queftion  and  Anfwer  in  like  manner.  They  were 
not,  therefore,  deterred  from  a  beautiful  Tarn  of  Oratory,  m*«rly  b«- 
caufe  it  had  been  before  ufed  in  BurlefQ[ue. 

X  2  And 
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And  fuch  a  one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with  her. 
One  of  fo  fweet  a  Virtue,  that  Aecius^ 
Ev'n  he  himfelf,  this  Friend  that  holds  me  from  it. 
Out  of  his  worthy  Love  to  me,  and  Juftice, 
Had  it  not  been  on  Cafar^  he'd  reveng'd  her  ? 
By  Heav'n  he  told  me  fo  ;  what  (hall  I  do  then  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Can  other  Men  affed:  it,  and  I  cold  ? 
I  fear  he  muft  not  live. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  the  General 
Is  come  to  feek  ye. 

May:.  Go,  intreat  him  enter  : 
O  brave  Aeciiis^  I  could  wifh  thee  now 
As  far  from  Friendfhip  to  me,  as  from  Fears, 
That  I  might  cut  thee  off,  like  that  I  weigh'd  not. 
Is  there  no  way  without  him,  to  come  near  it  ? 
For  out  of  honefty  he  muft  deftroy  me 
If  I  attempt  it ;  he  muft  die  as  others. 
And  I  muft  lofe  him  ;  'tis  neceflity. 
Only  the  time,  and  means  is  all  the  difference  ; 
But  yet  I  would  not  make  a  Murther  of  him. 
Take  him  diredlly  for  my  doubts ;  he  fliall  die, 
Pve  found  a  way  to  do  it,  and  a  fafe  one, 
Tt  fhall  be  Honour  to  him  too  :  I  know  not 
"What  to  determine  certain,  Tm  fo  troubled. 
And  fuch  a  deal  of  Confcience  preffes  me  i 
Would  I  were  dead  myfelf. 

Enter  Aecius. 

A'icms.  You  run  away  well  j 
How  got  you  from  me.  Friend  ? 

Max.  That  that  leads  mad  Men  ; 
A  ftrong  Imagination  made  me  wander. 
^  Aaii'.s.  I  thought  ye*d  been  more  fettled. 

Max.  I  am  well. 
But  you  muft  give  me  leave  a  little  fometimes 
To  have  a  buzzing  in  my  Brain. 

Aecius.  (Ye're  dangerous,  [Afide, 

But  ril  prevent  it  if  I  can.)  Ye  told  me 

Ycu'J 
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You'd  go  to  th'  Army. 

Max.  Why,  to  have  my  Throat  cut, 
Muft  he  not  be  the  braveft  Man,  Acc'ms^ 
That  ftrikes  me  firll  ? 

Aecius.  You  promis'd  me  a  Freedom 
From  all  thefe  Thoughts,  and  why  fhoulJ  any  ftrike  you? 

Max.  I  am  an  Enemy,  a  wicked  one, 
Worfe  than  the  Foes  of  Rome,  I  am  a  Coward, 
A  Cuckold,  and  a  Coward,  that*s  two  caufes 
Why  every  one  fhould  beat  me. 

Aecius.  Ye  are  neither  ; 
And  durft  another  tell  me  fo,  he  dy'd  for't. 
For  thus  far  on  mine  Honour,  I'll  afiure  you 
No  Man  more  lov'd  than  you,  and  (21)  for  your  Valoi:r, 
And  what  elfe  may  be  fair  ;  no  Man  more  followed. 

Max.   A  doughty  Man  indeed  :  But  that's  all  one. 
The  Emperor,  nor  all  the  Princes  living 
Shall  find  a  flaw  in  my  Coat ;   I  have  fulfcr'd. 
And  can  yet  i  let  them  find  Inflicflions, 
1*11  find  a  Body  for  *em,  or  Pll  break  it. 
'Tis  not  a  Wife  can  thruft  mc  out  -,  fome  jook'd  for't. 
But  let  'em  look  *till  they  are  blind  with  Jooking, 
They  are  but  Fools  ;  yet  there  is  Anger  in  me. 
That  I  would  fain  difperfe,  and  now  1  think  on't. 
You  told  mc.  Friend,  the  Provinces  are  fl:irring. 
We  fliall  have  fport  I  hope  then,  and  what's  dangerous 
A  Battel  Ilia II  beat  from  me. 

Aecius.  Why  do  ye  eye  me 
With  fuch  a  fettled  look  ? 

Max.  Pray  tell  me  this. 
Do  we  not  love  extremely  ?  I  love  you  fo. 

Aecius.  If  I  fiiould  fay  I  lov'd  not  you  as  truly, 
I  fliould  do  that  I  never  durft  do,  lie. 

Max.  If  I  fliould  die,  would  it  not  grieve  you  much  .'* 

Aecius.  Without  all  doubt. 

{21) for  your   Valojir, 

And  whac  ye  may  be,  fair;  no  Mnn  mart  foUoiv^d.  J  This 
does  not  feem  in>elligi:)le,  but  the  Change  of  a  Monolyllable  will  give 
a  Senfe  agreeable  to  the  Context.  Tor  your  Vnlnur^  and  ivhatevtr  dfe 
is  fair  or  praife  anorlbj,  no  lilni  is  man  foiio-j:^ d. 

X  3  Max. 
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Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me  ? 
Aecius.  It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live  without  ye. 
Our  Loves,  and  loving  Souls  have  been  fo  us*d 
But  to  one  Houfhold  in  us :  But  to  die 
Becaufe  I  could  not  make  you  live,  were  Woman, 
Far  much  too  weak  •,  were  it  to  fave  your  Worth, 
Or  to  redeem  your  Name  from  rooting  out. 
To  quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  Foe, 
Or  fetch  ye  off,  where  JHlonour  had  ingag'd  yc, 
I  ought,  and  would  die  for  ye. 

Max.  Truly  fpoken. 
What  Bcaft  but  I,  that  muft,  could  hurt  this  Man  now  > 
Would  he  had  ravifli'd  me,  I  would  have  paid  him, 
I  would  have  taught  him  fuch  a  Trick,  his  Eunuchs 
Nor  all  his  black-ey*d  Boys  e'er  dreamt  of  yet ; 
By  all  the  Gods  Tm  mad  now ;  now  were  Cafar 
Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  top 
The  Pile  of  all  the  World,   he  went  to  nothing  j 
The  Deftinies,  nor  all  the  Dames  of  Hell, 
Were  I  once  grapl'd  with  him,  fhould  relieve  him. 
No  not  the  hope  of  Mankind  more;  allperilhed  ; 
But  this  is  Words,  and  Weaknefs.  [/ffide, 

Jecius.  Ye  look  ftrangely. 

Max.  I  look  but  as  I  am,  I  am  a  Stranger. 

Ae'cius.  To  me  ? 

Max.  To  every  one,  I  am  no  Roman  5 
Nor  what  1  am  do  I  know. 

Jecius.  Then  I'll  leave  ye. 

Max.  I  find  lam  beft  fo,  if  ye  meet  Maxbnus 
pray  bid  him  be  an  honeft  Man  for  my  fake. 
You  may  do  much  upon  him  i  for  his  Shadow, 
Let  me  alone. 

Ae'Jus.  Ye  were  not  wont  to  talk  thus. 
And  to  your  Friend  ;  ye  have  fome  Danger  in  you. 
That  willingly  would  run  to  A6tion. 
Take  heed,  by  all  our  love  take  heed. 

Max.  I,  Danger  ? 
I,  willing  to  do  any  thing  ?  I  dig  ? 
Has  not  my  Wife  been  dead  two  Days  already  ? 
Are  not  my  Mournings  by  this  time  Moth-eaten.^ 

Are 
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Are  not  her  Sins  difpers'd  to  other  Women, 
(^^)  And  many  a  one  e'en  ravifliM  to  relieve  her  ? 
Have  I  (bed  Tears  thefe  twelve  Hours  ? 

Aecius.  Now  yc  weep. 

Max.  Some  lazy  Drops  that  ftay'd  behind. 

Aecius.  V\\  tell  ye. 
And  I  muft  tell  ye  Truth,  were  it  not  hazard. 
And  almofl:  certain  Lois  of  all  the  Empire, 

(23)  I  would  whine  with  ye:   Were  it  any  Min*s 
But  his  Life,  that  is  Life  of  us,  he  loft  it 

For  doing  of  this  Mifchief :  I  would  take  it. 
And  to  your  reft  give  yc  a  brave  Revenge  : 
But  as  the  Rule  now  ftands,  and  as  he  rules. 
And  as  the  Nations  hold  in  Difobedience, 
One  Pillar  failing,  all  muft  fall ;  I  dare  not : 
Nor  is  it  juft  you  fhould  be  fuffer'd  in  it. 
Therefore  again  take  heed :  On  foreign  Foes 
We  are  our  own  Revengers,  but  at  Home 

(24)  On  Princes  that  are  Eminent  and  ours, 
"Tis  fit  the  Gods  fliould  judge  'em  :  Be  not  rafh. 
Nor  let  your  angry  Steel  cut  thole  ye  know  not ; 
For  by  this  fatal  Blow,  if  ye  dare  ftrike  it. 

As  I  fee  great  Aims  in  ye,  thofe  unborn  yet. 

And  thofe  to  come,  of  them  and  thefe  fucceeding. 

Shall  bleed  the  Wrath  of  Maximus :  For  me. 

As  ye  now  bear  yourfclf,  I  am  your  Friend  ftill. 

If  ye  fall  off  I  will  not  flatter  ye  ; 

And  in  my  Hands,  were  ye  my  Soul,  you  perifhM  ; 

Once  more  be  careful,  ftand,  and  ftill  be  worthy, 

(22)  And  many  tne  ra'vi/h''d'\     Former  Editions. 

{23)  I'uiould  ■<H\nivith  ye:'\  The  firft  Folio  rer^ds  iuy«/r,  and  the 
fecond  changes  it  \.q  join,  and  the  Odlavo  into  nu'tn.  "Join  is  good 
Senfe,  but  luhine  being  nearer  the  Trace  of  ihe  old  Reading,  and 
equally  Senfc,  fcems  the  true  Word,  For  to  "vchine,  or  participate 
with  him  in  the  fame  Paflion  of  Grief,  implies  a  Defiga  of  joining 
with  him  in  the  fame  Revenge. 

(24)  On  Princes  that  are  Eminent  and  ours, 

'Tis Jit  the  Gods Jhould judge  us: ]  The  Doarine  of  PafTivc 

Obedience  to  Princes  fo  much  encourag'd  by  King  Jetmes  the  Firil, 
and  which  is  Akius'%  chief  Heroifm  ia  this  Play,  evidently  reqaircs 
uie  flieht  Change  I  have  here  made. 

X  4  Til 
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I'll  leave  ye  for  this  Hour.  [Exit, 

Max.  Pray  do.     'Tis  done: 
And  Friendfiiip,  fince  thou  canft  not  hold  in  Dangers, 
Give  me  a  certain  Ruin,  1  muft  through  it.  [Exii^ 


A  C  T     IV.      SCENE!. 

Enter  Emperor y  Licinius,  Chilax,  and  Balbus, 

£w/).T^  E  A  D  ? 

I  J     Chi.  So  *tis  thought,  Sir. 

Emp.  How  .'* 

Lie.  Grief,  and  Difgrace, 
As  People  fay. 

E'/iip.  No  more,  I  have  too  much  on't, 
Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  Follies, 
Ye  Angel  formers  of  my  Sins,  but  Devils ; 
"Where  is  your  cunning  now  ?    You  would  work  Wonders, 
There  was  no  Chaftity  above  your  Praftice, 
You'd  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  Wrongs, 
And  doat  upon  her  Rape  :  Mark  what  I  tell  ye, 
If  flie  be  dead 

Chi.  Alas,  Sir  ! 

Emp.  Hang  ye  Rafcals, 
Ye  blafters  of  my  Youth,  if  {he  be  gone, 
'Twere  better  ye  had  been  your  Fathers  Camels, 
(25)  Ground  under  daily  weights  of  Wood  and  Water — -- 
(Am  I  not  Cafar? 

Lie.  Mighty,  and  our  Maker.) 

(25)Grcund  under  dail)'  nueights  of  Wood  /J7idlFafer.'\  Mr.  Sympfm 
thioKs  that  wc  fhould  read  groan  d ,  which  I  cannot  admit,  as  to  he 
ground  under  a  Weight  i?  ftronger  and  more  poetical  than  barely  to 
grocin  under  it.  But  in  the  Beginning  of  the  third  Ad  he  has  made 
the  fame  Change,  and  I  believe  he  is  right. 

-  or  fuch  a  One 

That  had  an  itching  Huihand  to  be  honourable , 

And  Ground  to  get  it. 
He  reads, 

>,^/7^groanM  to  get  if. 

Emp. 
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E7np.  Than  thus  have  given  my  Plcafures  to  Dedruilion, 
Look  Ihe  be  living,  Slaves. 

Lie.  We  are  no  Gods,  Sir, 
If  Ihe  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

Emp.  She  cannot  die,  fhe  muft  not  die  ;  are  tliofe 
I  plant  my  Love  upon  but  common  Livers  ? 
Their  Hours,  as  others,  told  'em  ?  Can  they  be  Afiies? 
Why  do  ye  flatter  a  Belief  into  me 
That  I  am  all  that  is,  "  The  World's  my  Creature, 
*'  The  Trees  bring  forth  their  Fruits  when  I  iay  Summer, 
**  The  Wind,  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wildncl's, 
*'  At  my  Command  moves  rot  a  Leaf ;  the  Sea 
*'  With  his  proud  Mountain  Waters  envying  Heav'n, 
*•  (26)  When  I  fiy,  Jlill,  runs  intochriftal  Mirrors? 
Can  1  do  this  and  flie  die?  Why  ye  Bubbles, 
That  with  my  leaft  Breath  break,  no  more  remembred, 
Ye  Moths  that  fly  about  my  Flame  and  perifh, 
Ye  golden  Canker-worms,  that  eat  my  Honours, 
Living  no  longer  than  my  Spring  of  Favour: 
Why  do  ye  make  me  God  that  can  do  nothing  ? 
Is  (lie  not  dead  ? 

Chi.  All  Women  are  not  with  her. 

Etnp.  A  common  Whore  fcrves  you,  and  far  above  yc, 
The  Pleafures  of  a  Body  lam'd  with  Lewdnefs  ; 
A  meer  perpetual  Motion  makes  ye  happy  ; 
Am  I  a  Man  to  traffick  with  Difeafes  ? 
Can  any  but  a  Chaftity  ferve  Ctffar  ? 
And  fuch  a  one  the  Gods  would  kneel  to  purchafe  ? 
You  think,  becaufe  you've  bred  me  up  to  Pleafures, 
And  a  I  mod  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones. 
Your  Wives  will  lerve  the  turn  :  1  care  not  for  *cm, 
"N'our  Wives  are  Fencers  Whores,  and  fhall  be  Footmens* 
Though  fometimes  my  nice  Will,  or  rather  Anger 
Have  made  ye  Cuckolds  for  variety  ; 
I  wotild  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream,  ye  poor  ones. 
Always  fo  great  a  Blelfing  from  me;  go 
Get  your  own  Infamy  hereafter,  (iafcais, 
I've  done  too  nobly  for  ye,  yc  enjoy 

(i6)  When  I/ay,fiill,  run  it/c  chtijli;!  Mirrorf''^  Former  Editioni. 

Eack 
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Each  one  an  Heir,  the  royal  Seed  o^Cafar^ 
And  I  may  curfe  ye  for't  ;  your  wanton  Gennets, 
That  are  fo  Proud,  the  Wind  gets  *em  with  Filh'es, 
Taught  me  this  foul  Intemperance  :  Thou  Lkinius^ 
Haft  fuch  a  Meffalina,  fuch  a  Lais^ 
The  Backs  of  Bulls  cannot  content,  nor  Stallions, 
The  Sweat  of  fifty  Men  a  Night  does  nothing. 
Lie.  Your  Grace  but  jefts,  I  hope. 
Emp.  *ris  Oracle. 
The  Sins  of  other  Women  put  by  hers 
Shew  off  like  Sanftities :  Thine*s  a  Fool,  Cbilax^ 
Yet  fhe  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  Lovers, 
And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  fhe  is. 
Rotten  and  ready  for  an  Hofpital. 
Yours  is  a  holy  Whore,  Friend  Balhus. 
Bal.  Well,  Sir; 

Emp.  One  that  can  pray  away  the  Sins  fhe  fufFers, 
But  not  the  Punilhments :  She's  had  ten  Baftards, 
Five  of  *em  now  are  Liflors,  yet  fhe  prays  ; 
She's  been  the  Song  of  Rome^  and  common  Pafquily 
Since  I  durft  fee  a  Wench,  fhe  was  Camp  Miftrefs, 
And  mufter'd  all  the  Cohorts,  paid  'em  too. 
They  have  it  yet  to  fhew,  and  yet  Ihe  prays  ; 
She's  now  to  enter  old  Men  that  are  Children, 
And  have  forgot  their  Rudiments :  Am  I 
Left  for  thefe  wither*d  Vices  ?  And  but  one. 
But  one  of  all  the  World  that  could  content  me. 
And  fnatch'd  away  in  ihewing?  If  your  Wives 
Be  not  yet  Witches,  or  yourfelves,  now  be  fo 
And  fave  your  Lives,  raife  me  this  noble  Beauty 
As  when  I  forc'd  her,  full  of  Conflancy, 

Or  by  the  Gods- 

Lie,  Moft  facred  Ctefar, 

Enter  Proculus. 

Emp.  Slaves. 
Lie.  Good  Procultts. 
Pro.  By  Heav'n  you  fhall  not  fee  if. 
It  may  concern  the  Empire. 
Emp.  Ha  1  What  faid'ft  thou  > 

Is 


TTjc  Tragedy  of  Valentinian.      331 

Is  flie  not  dead  ? 

Pro.  Not  any  one  I  know.  Sir  ; 
I  come  to  bring  your  Grace  a  Letter,  here 
Scatter'd  belike  i'th*  Court :  'Tis  fent  to  Maximus^ 
And  bearing  Danger  in  it. 
Emp.  Danger?  Where? 
Double  our  Guard. 

Pro.  Nay  no  where,  but  i*th'  Letter. 
Emp.  What  an  afRifted  Confcience  do  I  live  with. 
And  what  a  Bead  I'm  grown  ?  I  had  forgotten 
To  ask  Heav'n  Mercy  for  my  Fault,  and  was  now 
Ev'n  ravifliing  again  her  Memory. 
I  find  there  muft  be  Danger  in  this  Deed  : 
Why  do  I  ftand  difputing  then,  and  whining 
For  what  is  not  the  Gods  to  give  ^  they  cannot. 
Though  they  would  link  their  Powers  in  one,  do  mifchief. 
This  Letter  may  betray  me  ;  get  ye  gone  ;  ^Exeunt, 

And  wait  me  in  the  Garden,  guard  the  Houfe  well, 
And  keep  this  from  the  Emprefs.     The  N.ime  Maximus 
Runs  through  me  like  a  Fever  ;  this  may  be 
Some  private  Letter  upon  private  Bufinefs, 
Nothing  concerning  me  :  Why  fliould  I  open't? 
I've  done  him  Wrong  enough  already  -,  yet 
It  may  concern  me  too,  the  Time  To  tells  me ; 
The  wicked  Deed  I've  done,  afllires  me  'tis  (o. 
Be  what  it  will.  Til  fee  it,  if  that  be  not 
Part  of  my  Fears,  among  my  other  Sins, 
I'll  purge  it  out  in  Prayers  : 

How  ?  What's  this  ?  [Letter  read. 

♦*  Lord  Maximus^  you  love  yfe'dus^ 
'*  And  arc  his  noble  Friend  too;  bid  him  be  lefs, 
**  I  mean  lefs  with  the  People,  Times  are  dangerous  : 
"  The  Army's  his  ;  the  Emperor  in  Doubts, 
**  And  as  fome  will  not  ftick  to  fay,  declining ; 
*'  You  ftand  a  conftant  Man  in  either  Fortunes  ; 
♦'  Perfwade  him,  he  is  loft  elfe  :  Though  Ambition 
"  Be  the  laft  Sin  he  touches  at,  or  never  -, 
•*  Yet  what  the  People  mad  with  loving  him, 
•»  And  as  they  willingly  defire  another, 
*'  May  tempt  him  too,  or  rather  force  his  Goodnefs, 

''  Is 
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*'  Is  to  be  doubted  mainly  :   He  is  all, 
"  (As  he  (lands  now)  but  the  meet  Name  of  C^fay, 
**  And  fhould  the  Emperor  inforce  him  lefTer, 
•'  Not  coming  from  himfelf,  it  were  more  dangerous  : 
"  He's  Hrncft,  and  will  hear  you  :  Doubts  are  fcatter*d, 
"  And  almoft  come  to  growth  in  every  Houfhold  : 
"  Yet  in  my  foolirti  Judgment,  were  this  mafler*d  ; 
"  The  People  that  are  now  but  Rage,  and  his, 
"  Might  be  again  Obedience:  You  fhall  know  me 
When  Rome  is  fair  again  ;  'till  when  I  love  you.** 

No  Name  !  This  may  be  cunning,  yet  it  feems  not ; 
(27)  For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain. 

Befides  my  Safety Had  not  good  Germanicus, 

That  was  as  Loyal,  and  as  ftraight  as  he  is. 

If  not  prevented  by  'Tiberius, 

Been  by  the  Soldiers  forc'd  their  Emperor  ? 

He  had,  and  'tis  my  Wifdom  to  remember  it. 

And  was  not  Corhulo,  even  that  Corbulo, 

That  ever  Fortunate  and  living  Roman, 

Ti;at  ')r(  ke  the  Heart  Strings  of  the  ParthianSy 

And  oro'jght  Arfifes  line  upon  their  Knees, 

Chain'd  .0  the  A^-  :  of  Rome  ;  'caufe  he  was  thought 

(And  but  in  "Wi  e  once)  fit  to  make  a  C^far, 

Cut  off  by  Nero  ?     J  mud  feek  my  Safety  : 

For  'tis  the  fame  again,  if  not  beyond  it : 

I  know  the  Soldier  loves  him  more  than  Heav'n, 

And  will  adventure  all  his  Gods  to  raife  him  ; 

Me  he  hates  more  than  Peace  :    What  this  may  breed, 

V  dull  Security  and  Confidence 

Let  him  grow  up,  a  Fool  may  find,  and  laugh  at. 

But  why  Lord  Mnximus,  I  injur'd  ^o. 

Should  be  the  Man  to  counfel  him,  I  know  not ; 

More  than  he's  been  my  Friend,  and  lov'd  Allegiance  : 

"Wh.u  now  he  is  I  fear,  for  his  Abufes 

Without  the  People  dare  draw  Blood.   Who  waits  there  } 

(2~)    ^or  thfrr  is  frolhitg  in  it  hut  i<  certain, 

Brjidts  my  ^^fety '\  A%  tins  has  been  liithcrto  pointed  it  if  ab- 
folutely  iiico  filtent  wich  the  Coniext,  which  evidently  requirci  the 
Change  now  made. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  Your  Grace. 

Emp.  Call  Phidias  and  Aretus  hither  : 
1*11  find  a  Day  for  him  too  ;  times  are  dangerous. 
The  Army  his,   the  Emperor  in  doubts  : 
I  find  it  is  too  true  ;  did  he  not  tell  me 
(28)  As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious. 
And  to  my  Face  j  and  by  a  way  of  Terror, 
"What  Vices  I  was  grounded  in,  and  almoft: 
Proclaim'd  the  Soldiers  hate  againft  me  ?  Is  not 
The  facred  Name  and  Dignity  of  defar 
CWere  this  Aecius  more  than     :un)  fufficient 
To  fliakc  ofi^all  his  H^nefty  ?  He's  dangerous 
Though  he  be  good,  and  though  a  Friend,  a  fear'd  one. 
And  luch  I  mull  not  deep  by  .  Are  thev  come  yet? 
I  do  believe  this  Fdlow,  and  I  thank  him  ; 
*Twas  time  to  look  about,  if  I  mult  perilli. 
Yet  Ihall  my  Fears  go  forcmoft.  i  i 

Enter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

Phi.  Life  to  Ccefar. 

Emp.  Is  Lord  .^ecius  waiting  ? 

Phi.  Not  this  Morning, 
I  rather  think  he's  with  the  Army. 

Emp.  Army  ? 
I  do  not  like  that  Army  :  Go  unto  him. 
And  bid  him  flraight  attend  me,  and  do  ye  hear. 
Come  private  without  any  ;   I  have  Bufinefs 
Only  for  him. 

Phi.  Your  Grace's  Pleafure.  {E^u  Phidias, 

Emp.  Go  ; 
What  Soldier  is  that  fame,  I  have  feen  him  often. 
That  keeps  you  Company,  Aretus  ? 

Are.  Me,  Sir? 

(28)    I.   As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious, 

2.    And  to  my  Face  ;  and  hy  a  ivav  ot'T.r,-,-  1      TJ„^ 
nal  Direaion  how  co  place  the  lLs  haf  fee^:l"     Luf  he  TeT 
and  contmued    through    all   the  three  Hdnicn..      MrThXJ^nd 
Mr.  Sj,n/>/,n  concurr'u  wich  me  in  observing  chi*.  '^''-^^^   and 

Emp. 
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Emp.  Ay,  you  Sir. 

Are.  One  they  call  PontiuSy 
An't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

E7np.  A  Captain  ? 

Are.  Yes,  he  was  fo  ; 
But  fpeaking  fomething  roughly  in  his  Want, 
Efpecially  of  Wars,  the  noble  General 
Out  of  a  ftri(5l  Allegiance  call  his  Fortunes. 

Emp.  H'as  been  a  valiant  Fellow. 

Are.  So  he*s  ft  ill. 

Emp.  Alas,  the  General  might  have  pardon'd  Follic?* 
Soldiers  will  talk  fometimes. 

Are.  I'm  glad  of  this. 

Emp.  He  wants  Preferment,  as  I  take  it. 

Are.  Yes,  Sir ; 
And  for  that  noble  Grace  his  Life  fhall  fervc. 

Emp.  I  have  a  Service  for  him  ; 
I  fhame  a  Soldier  fhould  become  a  Beggar  ; 
I  like  the  Man,  Aretus. 

Are.  Gods  proted:  ye. 

Emp.  Bid  him  repair  to  Proculus^  and  there 
He  Ihall  receive  the  Bufinefs,  and  Reward  for't: 
I'll  fee  him  fettled  too,  and  as  a  Soldier  j 
(29J  We  fhall  want  fuch. 

Are.  The  Sweets  of  Heav'n  ftill  crown  ye.  [£x//, 

Emp.  I  have  a  fearful  Darknefs  in  my  Soul, 
And  'till  I  be  deliver'd,  ftill  am  dying.  [Exit, 

SCENE       JI. 

Enter  Maximus  alone. 

Max.  My  way  has  taken :   All  the  Court's  in  Guar4, 
And  Bufinefs  every  where  ;  and  every  Corner 
Full  of  ftrange  Whifpers :  I  am  Icaft  in  Rumour, 

(29)  Wejhall  luant  fuch. 

The  Siveefs  of  HeanPn  Jlill  cronvn  ye, 

I  ha've  a  fearful  Darknefs  &c.]  It  is  evident  that  the  middle 
Line  belongs  to  Aretus,  tho'  made  a  Continuation  of  the  Emperors 
Speech  in  the  old  Folio  and  Odavo.  The  fecond  Folio,  Mr.  Theobald 
and  Mr.  Sympfon  join'd  with  me  in  the  Corredion. 

Enter 
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Enter  Aecius  and  Phidias. 

And  fo  I'll  keep  myfelf.     Here  comes  Jccius^ 
I  fee  the  Bait  is  fwaJlow'd  :  If  he  be  loft 
He  is  my  Martyr,  and  my  way  ftands  open. 
And  Honour  on  thy  Head  his  Blood  is  reckon'd. 

Aecius.    Why  how  now  Friend,  what  make  ye  here 
unarm'd  ? 
Are  ye  turn'd  Merchant  ? 

Max.  By  your  fair  perfwafions. 
And  fuch  a  Merchant  trafficks  without  danger  ; 
I  have  forgotten  all,  Aecius y 
And  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

Aecius.  Now  I  love  ye. 
Truly  1  do,  ye  are  a  worthy  Roman. 

Max.  The  fair  Repentance  of  my  Prince  to  mc 
Is  more  than  Sacrifice  of  Blood  and  Vengeance  5 
No  Eyes  fhall  weep  her  Ruins,  but  mine  own. 

Aecius.  Still  ye  take  more  Love  from  me:   Virtuous 
Friend, 
The  Gods  make  poor  Aecius  worthy  of  thee. 

Max.  Only  in  me  y*are  poor.  Sir;  And  I  worthy 
Only  in  being  yours :  But  why  your  Arm  thus. 
Have  ye  been  hurt,  Aecius  ? 

Aecius.  Bruis'd  a  little  ; 
My  Horfe  fell  with  me,  Friend  ;  which  'till  this  Morning 
I  never  knew  him  do. 

Max.  Pray  Gods  it  bode  well ; 
And  now  I  think  on't  better,  yc  fhall  back. 
Let  my  Perfwafions  rule  ye. 

Aecius.  Back  !  why,  Maximus  ? 
The  Emperor  commands  me  come. 

Max.  I  like  not 
At  this  Time  his  Command. 

Aecius.  I  do  at  all  Times, 
And  all  Times  will  obey  it,  why  not  now  then  ? 

Max.  I'll  tell  ye  why,  and  as  1  have  been  govcrn'dy 
Be  you  fo,  noble  Friend  ;  The  Court's  in  Guard, 
Arm'd  ftrongly,  for  what  Purpofe,  let  mc  fear  ; 
I  do  not  like  your  going. 

Aedns. 
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Ae'cius.  Were  it  Fire  ; 
And  that  Fire  certain  to  confume  this  Body, 
If  Cccfar  fent,  I  would  go;  never  fear  Maoj 
If  he  take  me,  he  takes  his  Arms  away. 
I  am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  fufpeded. 

Alax.  Then  I  have  dealt  unwifely. 
^  Ae'cius.  If  the  Emperor, 
Becaufe  he  meerly  may,  will  have  my  Life, 
That's  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  ail  fhall  have  : 
Lee  him,  he  loves  me  better :  Here  I  wither, 
And  happily  may  live,  *till  ignorantly 
I  run  into  a  Fault  worth  Death  :  Nay  more,  Difhonour* 
Now  all  my  Sins,  I  dare  fay  thofe  of  Duty 
Are  printed  here,  and  if  I  fall  fo  happy, 
1  blefs  the  Grave  I  iye  in,  and  the  Gods 
Equal,  as  dying  on  the  Enemy, 
Muft  take  me  up  a  Sacrifice. 

Max.  Go  on  then,  * 

And  PU  go  with  ye. 

Ae'cius.  No,   ye  may  not.  Friend. 

Max.  He  cannot  be  a  Friend,  bars  me  Aecias  $ 
Shall  I  forfake  ye  in  my  doubts? 

Ae'cius.  Ye  muft. 

Max.  I  muft  not,  nor  I  will  not  j  have  I  Iiv*d 
Only  to  be  a  Carpet  Friend  for  pleafure  ? 
I  can  endure  a  Death  as  well  as  Cato. 

Ae'cius.  There  is  no  Death  nor  Danger  in  my  going. 
Nor  none  muft  go  along. 

Max.  I  have  a  Sword  too. 
And  once  I  could  have  us'd  it  for  my  Friend. 

Ae'cius.  I  need  no  Sword,    nor  Friend  in  this,   pray 
leave  me  j 
And  as  ye  love  me,  do  not  over-love  me ; 
I  am  commanded  none  ftiall  come  :  At  Supper 
I'll  meet  ye,  and  we'll  drink  a  Cup  or  two  ; 
Ye  need  good  Wine,  ye  have  been  fad  :  Fareweh 

Max.  Farewel  my  noble  Friend,  let  me  embrace  ye 
E'er  ye  depart ;  it  m?.y  be  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 

A'c'cius.  Yes  ofcen. 

Max, 
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Max,  Farewel,  good  dear  Aecius, 

Atchis.  Farewel  Maximiis, 
•Till  Night:  Indeed  you  doubt  too  much.  Eait. 

Max.   1  do  not: 
Go  worthy  Innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  C<efar\  fins  fo  great,  Heav*n  may  want  Mercy. 
1*11  hover  hereabout  to  know  what  pafles : 
And  if  he  be  fo  dev*lilh  to  deftroy  thee. 
In  thy  Blood  fliall  begin  his  Tragedy.  {Exit. 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Proculus,  and  Pontius* 

Tro.  Befides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
The  noble  Name  Patrician :  More  than  that  too, 
The  Friend  of  C^far  ye  are  ftil'd  :  there's  nothing 
"Within  the  hopes  of  Rome,  or  prcfent  being. 
But  you  may  fafely  fay  is  yours. 

Pon,  Pray  ftay.  Sir ; 
What  has  jecius  done  to  be  deftroy *d  ? 
At  leall  I'd  have  a  colour. 

Pro.  Ye  have  more. 
Nay  all  that  may  be  given,  he*s  a  Traitor, 
One,  any  Man  would  flrike  that  were  a  Subjedl,' 

Pon.   Is  he  fo  fou!  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  a  moft  fearful  Traitor. 

Pon.  ( A  fearful  Pkgue  upon  thee,  for  thou  lyefl ; ) 

[Afide, 
I  ever  thought  the  Soldier  would  undo  him 
With  his  too  much  Affedlion. 

Pro.  Ye  have  hit  it, 
They've  brought  him  to  Ambition. 

Pon.  Then  he  is  gone. 

Pro.  The  Emperor,  out  of  a  foolifli  pity, 
Would  fave  him  yet.  ' 

Pon.   Is  he  io  mad  ? 

Pro.  He's  madder ! 
Would  go  to  th'  Army  to  him. 

Pon.  Would  'a  fo  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  Pontius  ;  but  we  confider   - 

Vol.  IV.  Y  Pon, 
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Pon.  Wifely. 

Pro.  How  elfe,  Man?  —  that  the  State  lies  in  it. 

Pon.  And  your  Lives  too. 

Pro.  And  every  Man's. 

Pon.  He  did  me 
All  the  Difgrace  he  could. 

Pro.  And  fcurvily. 
(30)  Out  of  a  Mifchief  meerly  :  Did  you  mark  it? 

Pon.  Yes,  well  enough. 

Pro.  Now  ye  have  means  to  quit  it  ; 
The  Deed  done,  take  his  Place. 

Pon.  Pray  let  me  think  on*t, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  I  do  it. 

Pro.   Do,  and  be  happy.  \_ExH  Pro. 

Pon.  This  Emperor  is  made  of  nought  but  mifchief. 
Sure,  Murder  was  his  Mother  :  None  to  lop, 
But  the  main  Link  he  had  ?  Upon  my  Confcience 
The  Man  is  truly  honed,  and  that  kills  him ; 
For  to  live  here,  and  ftudy  to  be  true. 
Is  all  one  to  be  Traitors :  Why  fhould  he  die? 
Have  they  not  Slaves  and  Rafcals  for  their  OfTrings 
In  full  abundance  ;  Bawds  more  than  Beads  for  daughter  .^ 
Have  they  not  finging  Whores  enough,  and  Knaves  too. 
And  millions  of  fuch  Martyrs  to  fink  Charon^ 
But  the  bed  Sons  of  Rome  mud  fail  too  ?   1  will   fhew 

him 
(Since  he  mud  die)  a  way  to  do  it  truly  : 
And  though  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  diall  he  know, 
I'm  born  to  make  him  blefs  me  for  a  Blow.  [^Exit, 

(50)  Pon.  Out  of  a  Mifchief  meetly :  Did  you  mark  it? 
Tes,  iKell  enough. 
Pro.  iN'eaw  ye  have  means  to  quit  it ;  ]  Thus  the  firft  FoIJo  and 
Ot^avo  have  coafounded  the  Speakers  here.  The  fecond  Folio  faw 
the  Confufion,  and  gives  the  Hemiftic  and  the  laft  Line  to  Proculus. 
I  chink  the  fir.l  Litie  is  a  Continuation  of  the  former  Speech  of  Pro- 
tulus,  and  that  the  Hemiftic  only  belongs  to  Tontius^  and  haVe  fa 
rdormtd  the  Text. 


S  C  E  N  E 
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SCENE       IV. 

Enter  Pliiclias,  Aretus  and  Aecius. 

Phi.Ytt  ye  may  Tcape  to  th*  Camp,  we*]l  hazard  with  ye. 

j^re.  Lofe  not  your  Life  io  bafeiy.  Sir :  Ye  are  arm'd. 
And  many  wlien  they  fee  your  Sword  out,  and  know  why, 
Muft  follow  your  Adventure. 

y^i'cius.  Ga  ye  from  me  : 
Is  not  the  Doom  of  dtfar  on  this  Body, 
Do  not  I  bear  my  laft  Hour  here,  now  fent  me  ? 
Ami  not  old  Aecius^  ever  dying  ? 
You  think  this  Tendcrncfs  and  Love  you  bring  me, 
'Tis  Treafon,  and  the  ftrength  of  Difobedicnce, 
And  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  ye  fhall  feel  it  : 
I  feek  the  Camp  for  Safety,  when  my  Death 
Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  Life,  and  !aPiing 
Bids  me  be  happy  :  Let  the  Fool  fear  dying, 
Or  he  that  weds  a  Woman  for  his  Honour, 
Dreaming  no  other  Life  to  come  but  Kifles  5 
Aecius  is  not  now  to  learn  to  fuffer  : 
If  ye  dare  (hew  a  juft  Affcftion,  kill  me, 
I  (lay  but  thofe  that  muft  :  Why  do  ye  weep  ? 
Am  I  (b  wretched  to  deferve  Mens  Pities .? 
Go  give  your  Tears  to  thofc  that  lofe  their  Worths, 
Bewail  their  Miferies,  for  me  wear  Garlands, 
Drink  Wine,  and  much  ;  fing  Peans  to  my  Praife, 
I  am  to  triumph  Friends,  and  more  than  C.sfary 
For  Cafar  fears  to  die,  I  love  to  die. 

Phi.  O  my  dear  Lord  ! 

Aecius.  No  more,  go,  go,  I  fay  ; 
Shew  me  not  figns  of  Sorrow,  I  deferve  none  ; 
Dare  any  Man  lament,  I  flioutd  die  nobly  ? 
Am  I  grown  Old  to  have  fuch  Enemies  ? 
When  1  am  dead,  fpeak  honourably  of  me, 
That  is,  preferve  my  Memory  from  dying  ; 
There  if  you  needs  muft  weep  your  ruin'd  Mafter, 
A  Tear  or  two  will  feem  well  .•  lliis  I  charge  ye, 
(  Becaufe  ye  fiy  you  yet  love  Old  Aecius) 
5cc  my  poor  Body  burnt,  and  fome  to  fing 
O  Y  2  About 
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About  my  Pile  what  I've  done  and  fufFer'd, 
It  C^far  kill  not  that  too  :  At  your  Banquets, 
When  I  am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  Times  that  have  been  fad  and  dangerous. 
Say  how  I  fell,  and  'tis  fufficient : 
No  mure  1  fay,  he  that  laments  my  End 
By  all  the  Gods  diflionours  mej  be  gone 
And  fuddenly,  and  wifely  from  my  Dangers, 
My  Death  is  catching  elfe. 
Phi.  We  fearnot  dying: 

Jeciiti.  Yet  fear  a  wilful  Death,  the  jufl  Gods  hate  it, 
I  need  no  Company  to  that,  that  Children 
Dare  do  alone,-  and  Slaves  are  proud  to  purchafe  j 
Live  'till  your  Honefties,  as  mine  has  done, 
Make  this  corrupted  Age  fick  of  your  Virtues, 
Then  die  a  Sacriiice,  and  then  ye  know 
The  noble  \J(t  of  dying  v;ell,  and  Roi?ian, 
Are.  And  muft  we  leave  ye.  Sir  ? 
Jecius.   We  muft  all  die, 
All  leave  ourfelves,  it  matters  not,  where,  when, 
Nor  how,  fo  we  die  well :  And  can  that  Man  that  docs  (6 
Need  Lamentation  for  him  ?  Children  weep 
Becaufe  they  have  offended,  or  for  Fear, 
Women  for  want  of  Will,  and  Anger  ;  is  there 
In  noble  Man,  that  truly  feels  both  poifes 
Of  Life  and  Death,  fo  much  of  this  wet  Weaknefs, 
To  drown  a  glorious  Death  in  Child  and  Woman? 
I  am  afham'd  to  fee  ye  ;  yet  ye  move  me. 
And  were  it  not  my  Manhood  would  accufe  me. 
For  covetous  to  live,  I  Ihould  v/eep  with  ye. 
Phi.  O  we  (hall  never  fee  you  more. 
Aecius.  'Tis  true  ; 
Kor  I  the  Miferics  that  Rome  fliall  fuffer. 
Which  is  a  benefit  Life  cannot  reckon  : 
But  what  I  have  been,  which  is  juft  and  faithful ; 
One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rome  forgot  Kim, 
And  for  he  was  an  honeft  Man  durft  die. 
Ye  fhali  have  daily  with  ye  :  Could  that  die  too. 
And  I  return  no  Traffick  of  my  Travels, 
No  pay  to  have  been  Soldier,  but  this  Silver, 
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No  Annals  of  Aecii^s,  but  he  Jiv'd, 

My  Friends  ye  had  caufe  to  weep,  and  bitterly  ; 

The  common  Overflows  of  tender  Women, 

And  Children  nev\-born  crying,  were  too  little 

To  fhew  me  then  moil  wretched;  If  Tears  muft  be, 

I  fhould  in  Juftice  weep  'em,  and  for  you, 

You  are  to  Jive,  and  yet  behold  thofe  Slaughters 

The  dry  and  wither'd  Bones  of  Death  would  bleed  at: 

But  fooner,  than  I've  time  to  think  what  mull:  be, 

I  fear  you'll  find  what  fhall  be  ;   if  ye  love  me, 

Let  that  Word  ferve  for  all  ;  be  gone  and  leave  me, 

I  have  fome  little  praftice  with  my  Soul, 

And  then  the  fharpefl:  Sword  is  vvclcom'fl:  •,  go. 

Pray  ye  be  gone,  ye  have  obey'd  me  living. 

Be  not  for  fhame  now  ftubborn  ;  fo  1  thani:  ye. 

And  fare  ye  well,  a  better  Fortune  guide  ye. 

[_Exeunt  Phi.  and  Are. 
I  am  a  little  thirfty,  not  for  fear. 
And  yet  it  is  a  kind  of  fear,  I  fay  fo  ; 
Is  it  to  be  a  juft  Man  now  again, 
And  leave  my  Flelh  unthought  of?  'Tis  departed  : 
1  hear  *em  come,  who  ftrikes  firlt  ?  I  (lay  for  ye  : 

Enter  Balbus,  Chilax,  and  Liciniu?. 

Yet  I  will  die  a  Soldier,  my  Sword  drawn. 

But  againfl:  none  :  Why  do  ye  fear  ?  Come  forward. 

Bal,  You  were  a  Soldier,  Chilax. 

Chi.  Yes,   I  muftcr'd, 
But  never  faw  the  Enemy. 

Lie.  He's  drawn. 
By  Heav'n  I  d:ire  not  do  it. 

Ae'cius.  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 
lam  to  die,  come  ye  not  now  from  C<efar, 
To  that  end,  fpeak  ^ 

Bal.   We  do,  and  we  muft  kill  ye, 
'Tis  Cafar^  Will. 

Chi.  I  charge  ye  put  your  Sword  up. 
That  we  may  do  it  handfomly. 

Aelius.   Ha,  ha,  ha. 
My  Sword  up  handfomly  .?  where  were  ye  bred  ? 

Y  3  Yc 
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Ye  are  the  merrieft  Murderers,  my  Mafters, 
I  ever  met  withal  -,  come  forward  Fools, 
Why  do  ye  ftare  ?  Upon  mine  Honour,  Bawds, 
1  will  not  ftrike  ye. 

Lie.  I'll  not  be  firft. 

Bal.  Nor  I. 

Ch'i.  You'd  befl:  die  quietly  :  The  Emperor 
Sees  how  you  bear  yourlelf. 

Ae'cius.  I  would  die,  Ralcals, 
If  you  would  kill  me  quietly, 

Bal.  'Of  Proculus^ 

He  promis'd  us  to  bring  a  Captain  hither. 
That  has  been  us*d  to  kill. 

Aecius.   V\\  call  the  Guard, 
Unlefs  you'll  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  bealtly,  bafe,  and  cowardly  Companions, 
The  Emperor  has  trufted  with  his  Safety  : 
Nay  1*11  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  fide.  Villains. 
Strike  home,  ye  bawdy  Slaves. 

Chi.  By  Heav*n  he'll  kill  us, 
I  mark'd  iiis  Hand,  he  waits  but  time  to  reach  us, 
Now  do  you  oifer. 

yi'ccius.  If  ye  do  mangle  me. 
And  kill  me  not  at  two  Blows,  or  at  three, 
Or  not  fo  dagger  me,  my  Senfes  fail  me. 
Look  to  yourfelves. 

Chi.  I  told  ye. 

Aecius.  Strike  me  manly. 
And  take  a  thoufand  Strokes. 

Enter  Pontius. 

Bal.  Here's  Pontius. 

Pen.  Not  kill'd  him  yet  ? 
Is  this  the  Love  ye  bear  the  Emperor  ? 
Nay  then,  I  fee  ye  are  Traitors  all,  have  at  ye. 

[Lie.  runs  away. 

Chi.  Oh  I  am  hurt ! 

Bai.  And  I  am  kill'd.  [EmuU  Chi.  and  Bal. 

Pon.  Die  Bawds  ; 
As  ye  have  liv'd  and  flourilh'd. 

Aecius. 
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Aecius.  Wretched  Fellow, 
What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Pon.  Kill'd  them  that  durft  not  kill. 
And  you  are  next. 

Aecius.  Art  thou  not  Pontius  ? 

Pon.  I  am  the  lame  you  caft,  Aecius, 
And  in  the  Face  of  all  the  Camp  difgrac'd. 

Aecius.  Then  fo  much  nobler,  as  thou  wert  a  Soldier, 
Shall  my  Death  be :  Is  it  Revenge  provokM  thee. 
Or  art  thou  hir'd  to  kill  me? 

Pon.  Both. 

Aecius.  Then  do  it. 

Pon.  Is  that  all? 

Aecius.  Yes. 

Pon.  Would  you  not  live  ? 

Aecius.  Why  fliould  I, 
To  thank  thee  for  my  Life  ? 

Pon,  Yes,  if  I  fpare  it. 

Aecius.  Be  not  decciv'd,  I  was  not  made  to  thank 
For  any  Courtefie,  but  killing  me, 
A  Fellow  of  thy  Fortune  ;  do  thy  Duty. 

Pon.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Aecius.  No. 

Pon.  Nor  love  me  for  it  ? 

Aecius.  That's  as  thou  doft  thy  Bufinefs, 

Pon.  When  you  are  dead, 
Your  Place  is  mine,  Aecius. 

Aecius.   Now  I  fear  thee. 
And  not  alone  thee  Pontius.,  but  the  Empire. 

Pon.  Why,  I  can  govern.  Sir. 

Aecius.  I  would  thou  could'ft. 
And  firft  thyfelf :  Thou  canft  fight  well,  and  bravely, 
Thou  canft  endure  all  Dangers,  Heats,  Colds,  Hungers; 
Heav'n*s  angry  Flafhes  are  not  fuddener. 
Than  I  have  (tun  thee  execute  ;  nor  more  mortal  i 
The  winged  Feet  of  flying  Enemies 
I've  ftood  and  view'd  thee  mow  away  like  Rulhes, 
And  rtill  kill  the  Killer  :  Were  thy  Mind 
But  half  fo  fweet  in  Peace,  as  rough  in  Dangers, 
I  dy'd  to  kave  a  happy  Heir  behind  me  j 

Y  4>  Come 
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Come  ftrike,  and  be  a  General. 

Poft.  Prepare  then  : 
And  for  I  fee  your  Honour  cannot  leflcn. 
And  'twere  a  (hame  for  me  to  ftrike  a  dead  Man, 
Fight  your  Ihort  Span  out. 

Jecius    No,  thou  know*ft  I  muft  not, 
I  dare  not  give  thee  fo  much  'Vantage  of  me, 
As  Difobedience. 

Pun.  Dare  ye  not  defend  ye, 
Againll  your  Enemy  .'* 

Amus.  Not  fent  from  defar, 
I  have  no  Power  to  make  fuch  Enemies  j 
For  as  I  am  condemn'd,  my  naked  Sword 
Stands  but  a  Hatchment  by  me  ;  only  held 
To  fh'iw  I  was  a  Soldier,     Had  not  Ctefar 
Chain'd  all  Defence  in  this  Doom.     Let  him  die. 
Old  as  I  am,  and  quench'd  with  Scars,  and  Sorrows, 
Yet  would  I  make  this  wither'd  Arm  do  Wonders,  . 
And  open  in  an  Enemy  fuch  Wounds 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Pon.  Then  have  at  ye, 
And  look  upon  me,  and  be  fure  ye  fear  not : 
Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live, 
And  what  I  have  been  to  you :  Cry  not  hold. 
Nor  thi(;k  it  bafc  Injulrice  (  Ihould  kill  ye. 

Ac'cius.  I  am  prepar'd  for  all. 

Pon.  For  now,  AcciuSy 
Thou  fhalt  behold  and  find  I  was  no  Traitor, 
And  as  I  do  it,  blefs  me  ;  die  as  I  do.  [Pon.  kills  himfelf, 

A'e'cius.   Thou  haft  deceiv'd  me,  Pontius^  and  1  thank 
thee  ; 
By  all  my  hopes  in  Fleav'n,  thou  art  a  Roman. 

Pon.  To  fhew  you  what  you  ought  to  do,  this  is  not  5 
For  flanders  felf  would  fliame  to  find  you  Coward, 
Or  willing  to  out-'ive  your  Honefty  : 
Bu:  noble  Sir,  ye  have  been  jealous  of  me. 
And  held  me  in  the  Ranks  of  dangerous  Perfons, 
And  I  muft  dying  fay  it  was  but  Juftice, 
Ye  caft  me  from  my  Credit  j    yet  believe  me, 
I'^or  there  is  nothing  now  but  Truth  to  fave  rpe, 

4/ld 
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And  your  Forgivenefs,  though  ye  held  me  hainous. 

And  of  a  troubled  Spirit,  that  like  Fire 

Turns  all  to  Flames  it  meets  with,  ye  miftook  me  ; 

If  I  were  Foe  to  any  thing,  'twas  Eafe, 

Want  of  the  Soldiers  Due,  the  Enemy; 

The  Nakednefs  we  found  at  home,  and  Scorn, 

Children  of  Peace,  and  Pleafures  ;  no  regard 

Nor  comfort  for  our  Scars,  but  how  we  got  'em. 

To  rufty  Time,  that  eat  our  Bodies  up, 

And  even  began  to  prey  upon  our  Honours, 

To  Wants  at  home,  and  more  than  Wants,  Abufes  ; 

To  them,  that  when  the  Enemy  invaded 

Made  us  their  Saints,  but  now  the  Sores  of  Rome ', 

(31  j  To  filken  Flattery,  and  Pride  plum'd  over. 

Forgetting  with  what  Wind  their  Feathers  fail. 

And  under  whofe  Protection  their  foft  Pleafures 

Grow  full  and  numberlefs  :  To  this  Pm  Foe, 

Not  to  the  State,  or  any  point  of  Duty  : 

And  let  me  fpeak  but  what  a  Soldier  may. 

Truly  I  ought  to  be  fo  ;  yet  I  err*d, 

Becaufe  a  far  more  noble  Sufferer 

Shew'd  me  the  way  to  Patience,  and  I  lofl  it : 

This  is  the  end  I  die.  Sir ;  to  live  bafely. 

And  not  the  Follower  of  him  that  bred  me. 

In  full  account  and  Virtue,  Pontius  dare  not. 

Much  lefs  to  out-live  what  is  good,  and  flatter. 

Aecius.  I  want  a  Name  to  give  thy  Virtue,  Soldier, 
For  only  Good  is  far  below  thee,  Pontius, 
The  Gods  fhall  find  thee  one  ;  thou'ft  fafhion'd  Death, 
In  fuch  an  Excellent  and  Beauteous  manner, 
I  wonder  Men  can  live  :  Canft  thou  fpeak  once  more. 
For  thy  Words  are  fuch  Harmony,  a  Soul 
Would  choofe  to  fly  to  Heaven  in. 

(31)   To  fJkcn  flattery,  and  Pride  plainM  ovtr. 

Forgetting  ijcith  ivhat  Wind  their  Feathers  fail,'\  Tho'  Pride 
plain' d over  is  a  jail  Metaphor,  taken  fingly,  yet  p/um'd  hs'ivg  near 
the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  l«fs  vulgar,  and  perfeftly  confiltenc  with 
the  Context,  which  the  other  is  not,  I  hope  the  Reader  ul'l  permit 
the  Infertion  qF  it  in  the  Text,  as  moll  probably  the  true  Reading. 

Po». 
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Pon.  (32)  Farewel : 
Good  noble  General  your  Hand,  forgive  me. 
And  think  what  ever  was  difplealing  you. 
Was  none  of  mine  :  Ye  cannot  Jive. 

A'ic'ms.  I  will  not : 
Yet  one  Word  more. 

Pon.  Die  nobly  :  Ro7ne  farewel  : 
And  Valentinian  fall,  (33)  thou'ft  broke  thy  Bafis. 
In  joy  ye've  given  me  a  quiet  Death, 
I  would  ftrike  more  Wounds,  if  I  had  more  Breath. 

[Dies. 

Ae'cius.  Is  there  an  hour  of  Goodnefs  beyond  this  ? 
Or  any  Man  would  out-live  fuch  a  dying, 
Would  Ccefar  double  all  my  Honours  on  me. 
And  flick  me  o'er  with  Favours,  like  a  Miftrefs ; 
Yet  would  I  grow  to  this  Man  :  I  have  lov*d, 
But  never  doaced  on  a  Face  'till  now ; 
O  Death  thou'rt  more  than  Beauty,  and  thy  Pleafure    . 
Beyond  Pofterity  :  Come  Friends  and  kill  me ; 
cJfar  be  kind,  and  fend  a  thoufand  Swords, 
The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall :  Why  ftay  ye  ? 
Come,  and  I'll  kifs  your  Weapons :  Fear  me  not. 
By  all  the  Gods  TJl  honour  ye  for  killing  : 
Appear,  or  through  the  Court,  and  World,  I'll  fearch  ye: 
My  Sword  is  gone  -,  ye're  Traitors  if  ye  fpare  me. 
And  CcBfar  muft  confume  ye  ;  all  bafe  Cowards  ? 
ril  follow  ye,   and  ere  I  die  proclaim  ye. 
The  Weeds  of  Italy  -,  the  Drofs  of  Nature. 
Where  are  ye.  Villains,   Traitors,  Slaves  ?  \^Exit, 

Enter  Proculus,  and  three  others  running  over  the  Stage. 

Pro.  I  knew 
H'ad  kill'd  the  Captain. 

(32)  A  Fare^jcel :  ]  The  Change  of  this  Subftantive  into  a  Verb, 
feems  not  only  to  make  it  more  natural,  but  would  give  infinitely  more 
Dignity  in  the  Aftion. 

(55] thou  hafi  broke  thy  bafes.]  Thus  the  firft  and  laft  Editions. 

I  had  alter'd  ic  to  the  fingular  Nunvber,  which  confines  it  to  Aecius  as 
the  Bajis  who  alone  hadfupported  Valmtinian,  And  in  this  Cor- 
redion  I  find  my  felf  prevented  by  the  fccond  Folio. 

I  Here's 
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I   Here*s  his  Sword. 

Pro.  Let  it  alone,  'twill  fight  itfelfelfej  Friends, 
An  hundred  Men  are  not  enough  to  do  it, 
I'll  to  the  Emperor,  and  get  more  Aid. 

Aecius,  None  ftrike  a  poor condemn*d  Man!  \JVithin. 

Pro.  He  is  mad  : 
Shift  for  yourfclves,  my  Mafters.  [Ext^unt, 

Enter  Aecius. 

jlecius.  Then  Aecius^ 
See  what  thou  dar'ft  thyfelf ;  hold  my  good  Sword, 
Thou  haft  been  kept  from  Blood  too  long,  1*11  kifs  tlice. 
For  thou  art  more  than  Friend  now,  my  Prefcrver, 
Shew  me  the  way  to  Happinefs,  I  feek  it  ; 
And  all  you  great  ones,  that  have  fall'n  as  I  do. 
To  keep  your  Memories  and  Honours  living. 
Be  prefent  in  your  Virtues,  and  affift  me. 
That  like  ftrong  Cato^  I  may  put  away 
All  Promifes,  but  what  (hall  crown  mv  Afhes  ; 
Rome.,  fare  thee  well :   Stand  long,  and  k  low  to  conq  ler 
Whilft  there  is  People,  and  Ambition  : 
Now  for  a  Stroke  fliall  turn  me  to  a  Star : 
I  come  ye  bleffed  Spirits,  make  me  room 
To  live  for  ever  in  Elyfium :  [Kills  h'lmfelf. 

Do  Men  fear  this  ?  O  that  Pofterity 
Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his  Wound, 
There  is  no  Pain  at  all  in  dying  well, 
^or  none  are  loft,  but  thofe  that  make  their  Hell.      [D/Vj. 

Enter  Proculus  and  two  others. 

I  [JVithi?}.']  He's  dead,  draw  in  the  Guard  again. 

Pro.  He's  dead  indeed. 
And  I  am  glad  he's  gone  ;  he  was  a  Devil : 
His  Body,  if  his  Eunuchs  come,   is  theirs  ; 
The  Emperor,  out  of  his  Love  to  Virtue, 
I^^s  given  *em  that :  Let  no  Man  ftop  their  Entrance. 

[Exit, 

l^nter  Phidias  and  Aretus. 

fbl,  O  my  moft  noble  Lord !  Look  here  Aretus, 

Here's 


34^       7lje  T'ragedy  <?f  Valcntinian, 

Here's  a  fad  Sight. 

Are.  O  Cruelty  !  O  C£far! 
O  Times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  Deflrudlion, 
And  Overflows  ot  Blood  !  Why  waft  thou  kiird  ? 
Is  it  to  be  a  juft  Man  now  again, 
(As  when  Tiberius  and  wild  Nero  reign'd) 
Only  aflurance  of  his  Overthrow  ? 

Phi.  It  is  Aretus  :  He  that  would  live  now, 
MuH,  like  the  Toad,  feed  only  on  Corruptions, 
And  grow  with  thofe  to  Greatnefs  :  Honeft  Virtue, 
And  the  true  Roman  Honour,  Faith  and  Valour, 
That  have  been  all  the  Riches  of  the  Empire, 
Now  like  the  fearful  Tokens  of  the  Plague, 
Are  meer  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe  *em. 

Are.  Never  enough  lamented  Lord  :  Dear  Mafter. 

E?tUr  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  fhall  we  learn  to  live  like  Men  ? 
From  whom  draw  out  our  Acftions  juft  and  worthy  ? 
Oh  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thee  all  Goodnefs, 
The  great  Example  of  all  Equity, 

0  thou  alone  a  Roman,  thou  art  perilh'd. 
Faith,  Fortitude,  and  conftant  Noblenefs ; 
Vv^eep  Rome,  weep  lialy,  weep  all  that  knew  him. 
And  you  that  fear'd  him  as  a  noble  Foe, 

(If  Enemies  have  honourable  Tears) 

Weep  this  decay'd  Aecius  fall'n,  and  fcatter'd— — — 

By  foul  and  bale  Suggeftion. 

Phi.  O  Lord  Maximus, 
This  was  your  worthy  Friend. 

Alax.  The  Gods  forgive  me  : 
Think  not  the  worfe,  my  Friends,  I  {bed  not  Tears, 
Great  Griefs  lament  within  ;  yet  now  I  have  found  'em  : 
Would  I  had  never  known  the  World,  nor  Women, 
Nor  what  that  curfed  Name  of  Honour  was, 
So  this  were  once  again  Aecius : 
But  I  am  deftin'd  to  a  mighty  Adion,    ' 
And  beg  thy  pardon,  Friend,  my  Vengeance  taken, 

1  will  not  be  long  from  thee  :  Ye've  a  great  lofs, 
But  bear  it  patiently,  yet  to  fay  Truth, 

In 
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In  Juftice  'tis  not  fufferable :  I  am  next. 
And  were  it  now,  1  would  be  glad  on*c :  Friends, 
Who  fhall  preferve  you  now  ? 
Are.  Nay,  we  are  Jofl:  too. 

Max.  I  fear  ye  are,  for  likely  fuch  as  love 
The  Man  that's  fall'n,  and  have  been  nourifii'd  by  him, 
(34)  Do  not  ftay  long  behind  :  'Tis  held  no  Wifdom. 
1  know  what  I  mud  do,  O  my  Aecius, 
Canfl:  thou  thus  perifh,  pluck'd  up  by  the  Roots, 
And  no  Man  feel  thy  Worth inefs  ?  From  Boys 
He  bred  you  both,  I  think. 

Phi.  And  from  the  pooreft. 

Max.  And  lov'd  ye  as  his  own. 

Are.  We  found  it.  Sir. 

^ax.  Is  not  this  a  lofs  then? 

Phi.  O,  a  lofs  of  lofles ; 
Our  Lives,  and  ruins  of  our  Families, 
The  utter  being  nothing  of  our  Names, 
Were  nothing  near  it. 

Max.  As  I  take  k  too. 
He  put  ye  to  the  Emperor. 

Are.  He  did  fo. 

Max.  And  kept  ye  ftill  in  Credit. 

Phi.  *Tis  moft  true.   Sir. 

Max.  He  fed  your  Fathers  t®o,  and  made  them  Means, 
Your  Sifters  he  prefer'd  to  noble  Wedlocks, 
Did  he  not.  Friends  ? 

Are.  O  yes.  Sir. 

Max.  As  I  take  it 
This  worthy  Man  would  not  be  now  forgotten, 
I  tell  ye  to  my  Grief,  h*  was  bafely  murder'd ; 
And  fomething  would  be  done,    by  thofe  that  lov'd  him : 
And  fomething  may  be  :  Pray  ftand  off  a  little. 
Let  me  bewail  him  private. — O  my  deareft. 

(34)   Do  not  J}ay  long  behind:  ]      Mr.  Sympfon  would  read 

Dare  not  Jlay As  it  Maximus  had  aflerted,    that  all  that  lov'd 

Accius  durll  not  live  after  fo  great  a  Lofs.  But  the  old  Reading  im- 
plies tlic  Dafiger  they  were  all  in,  as  being  fufpeded  bv  the  Emperor  ; 
and  this  is  ufed  as  a  Motive  to  pcrluade  tlie  two  brave  Eunuchs  to  un- 
dercake  the  Emperor's  Death. 

Pbi. 
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Phi.  Aretus^  if  we  be  not  fudden,  he  out-does  us, 
I  know  he  points  at  Vengeance  ;  we  are  cold, 
And  bafe  ungrateful  Wretches,  if  we  fhun  it : 
Are  we  to  hope  for  more  Rewards  or  Greatneft, 
Or  any  thing  but  Death,  now  he  is  dead  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  refolve  ? 

Are.  I'm  perfcd:. 

C35)  Phi.  Then  like  Flowers 
That  grew  together  ftill,  we'll  fall  together. 
And  fall  with  that  that  bore  us  :  When  'tis  done. 
The  World  fhall  ftile  us  two  defcrving  Servants ; 
I  fear  he'll  be  before  us. 

jire.  This  Night,  Phidias, 

Phi.  No  more. 

Max.  Now  worthy  Friends  I've  done  my  mournirtf;s. 
Let's  burn  this  noble  Body  :  Sweets  as  many 
As  Sun-burnt  Meroe  breeds,  I'll  make  a  Flame  of 
Shall  reach  his  Soul  in  Heav'n  :  He  that  fhall  live 
Ten  Ages  hence,  but  to  rehearfe  this  Story, 
Shall  with  the  fad  Difcourfe  on't  darken  Heav'n, 
And  force  the  painful  Burdens  from  the  Wombs 
Conceiv'd  a-new,  with  Sorrow  :  Ev'n  the  Grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  fleeps  fiiall  rend  afunder 
And  give  her  Shadow  up,  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  Piles,  which  will  be  more,  and  greater 
Than  green  Olympus.,  Ida.,  or  old  Latmm 
Can  feed  with  Cedar,  or  the  Eaft  with  Gums, 
Greece  with  her  Wines,  or  IheJJaly  with  Flowers, 
Or  willing  Heav'n  can  weep  for  in  her  Showers.    [Exeunf, 

(35)   Phi.  Then  like  Flonjoers 

That  greixj  tegcther  all  tt'fV/  fall  together. 
And  "uith  us  that  that  bore  us : — ]  As  Phid'tas  and  Aretus 
nean  only  their  own  Deaths,  without  a  Junftion  with  Maximus, 
inllead  o^ all  I  rt2.A  Jiill.  The  laft  Lir.c  feems  to  be  much  more  cor- 
fiupt.  They  fay,  that  that  bore  them  iliouIJ  fall  wiih  them  j  but 
Aecius  was  already  faH'n,  and  they  would  not  call  Valentinian  the 
Root  or  ^talk  that  bore  them.  This  Character  only  belongs  10  Aecius. 
I  fuppofe  a  Monosyllable  loft  in  the  Manul'cript,  and  that  the  Line 
there  Hood  thus ; 

And  luith  that  that  hore  us  :     '■■     ' — • 
In  correi^ing  this,  I  fuppofe,    the  Edicors  to  have  repeated  the  us, 
when  they  Ihould  have  repeated  they^//  from  the  former  Line. 

ACT 
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ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Phidias  with  his  Dagger  in  him,  and  Arctus 
-poifon^d. 

Are. TT  E  has  his  laft. 

■n.     p/;;\  Then  come  the  word  of  Danger, 
Ae'ciuSy  to  thy  Soul  we  give  a  Cafar  5 
How  long  is*t  fince  ye  gave  it  him  ? 

Are.  An  hour. 
Mine  own  two  hours  before  him :  How  it  boils  me  ! 

Phi.  It  was  not  to  be  cur'd,  I  hope. 

Are.  No,  Phidias, 
J  dealt  above  his  Antidotes:  Phyficians 
May  find  the  Caufe,  but  where  the  Cure  ? 

Phi.  Done  bravely. 
We're  got  before  his  Tyranny,  Aretus. 

Are.  We*d  loft  our  worthieft  end  elfe,  Phidias, 

Phi.  Canft  thou  hold  out  a  while  ? 

Are.  To  torture  him 
Anger  would  give  me  leave,  to  live  an  Age  yet ; 
That  Man  is  poorly  fpirited,  whole  Life 
Runs  in  his  Blood  alone,  and  not  in's  Wifhes. 
And  yet  I  fwell  and  burn  like  flaming  Aitna, 
A  thoufand  new  found  Fires  are  kindled  in  me. 
But  yet  I  mud  not  die  thefe  four  Hours,  Phidias. 

Phi.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee,  and  defpife  Death. 

Are.  I  need  no  Exhortation  ;  the  Joy  in  me, 
Of  what  Pve  done,  and  why,  makes  Poifon  Pleafurc, 
And  my  moft  killing  Torments,  Miflrefl^es. 
For  how  can  he  have  time  to  die,  or  pleafurc. 
That  falls  as  Fools  unfatisfied,  and  fimple  ? 

Phi.  This  that  confumes  my  Life,  yet  keeps  it  In  me. 
Nor  do  I  feel  the  danger  of  a  dying, 
And  if  I  but  endure  to  hear  the  Curies 
Of  this  fell  Tyrant  dead,  l*ve  half  my  Heav*n. 

Are.  Hold  thy  Soul  faft  but  four  hours,  Phidias^ 
And  thoy  Ihalc  fee  to  Wifhes  beyond  ours, 

Nay^ 
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Nay  more,  beyond  our  Meanings. 

Fhi.  Thou  haft  fteel'd  me  : 
Farewe]  Aretiis,  and  the  Souls  of  good  Men, 
That  as  ours  do,  have  Jeft  their  Roman  Bodies 
In  brave  Revenge  for  Virtue,  guide  our  Shadows." 
I  would  not  faint  yet. 

^re.  Farewel,  Phidias, 
And  as  we  have  done  nobly,  Gods  Jook  on  us. 

\_Exeunt  fever  ally, 

S       C       E       N       E      II. 

Enter  Lycias,  and  Proculus. 

Lye.  Sicker  and  ficker,  Proculus  ? 

Pro.  O  Licias, 
What  fhall  become  of  us  ?  Would  we  had  dy'd 
With  happy  Chilax,  or  with  Balhus  Bed-rid, 
And  made  too  lame  for  Juftice. 

Enter  Licinius. 

Licin.  The  foft  Mufick  ; 
And  let  one  fing  to  faften  Sleep  upon  him  ; 
Oh  Friends,  the  Emperor ! 

Pro.  What  fay  the  Dodors  ? 

Licin.  For  us  a  moft  fad  faying,  he  is  poifon'd, 
Beyond  all  Cure  too. 

Lye.  Who  ? 

Licin.  The  Wretch  Aretusy 
That  moft  unhappy  Villain. 

Lye.  How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Licin.    He  gave  him  drink  laft  :   Let's  difperfe  and 
find  him  ; 
And  fince  he'as  open'd  Mifery  to  all. 
Let  ic  begin  with  him  firft  :  Softly,  he  flumbers. 


Enter 
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Enter  Empercr  fick  in  a  Chah\  with  Eudoxia,  the 
E?nprefSy  Phyficians^  and  Attendants. 

Mufick  and  Song. 

Care-charming  Sleeps  thoU  Ea/cr  of  all  IVoes^ 
{^'^(i)  Brother  to  Death^  fweetly  thy  Life  difpofe 
On  this  ajflicled  Prince^  fall  like  a  Cloud 
In  gentle  Shcjoers^  give  nothing  that  is  loud; 
Or  painful  to  his  Slumbers ;  eafte^  fweet. 
And  as  a  purling  Stream,  thou  Son  of  Night, 
Pnfs  by  his  troubled  Senfes  \  fing  his  Pain 
Like  hollow  murmuring  IVind^  or  filver  Rain, 
Into  this  Prince  gently,  oh  gently  fide, 
And  kifs  him  into  Slumbers  like  a  Bride. 

Emp.  ph !  Gods,  Gods,  Gods  :  Drink,  Drink,  Drink, 
colder,  colder 
Than  Snow  on  iSo/Z^z'^w  Mountains :  O  my  Hearc-fi rings! 

Eud,  How  docs  your  Grace  ? 

Phyf.  The  Emprcfs  fpeaks,  Sir. 

Emp.  Dying, 
Dying,  Eudoxia,  dying. 

Phyf.  Good  Sir,  Patience. 

Eud.  What  have  ye  given  him  ? 

Phyf.  Precious  Things,  dear  Lady, 
We  hope  (hall  comfort  him. 

Ejnp.  O  flattered  Fool, 
See  what  thy  God-head's  come  to:  Oh,  Eudoxiaf 

(36)  Brother  to  t>eath  fzveetly  thy  Life  difpofe 

Oniiis  affi'iHcd  Privce, ]  Boch  Mr.  Syr.ffon  and  Mr.  Theo- 
bald reject  the  Word  L'^fe  here,  the  former  would  iubliituteyj-^,  and 
the  latter  Gift  inllead  of  it  :  But  as  Sleep  is  the  great  Reftorer  of 
Health  and  Preferver  of  Life,  Poetry  may  call  its  falutary  EfFeds 
its  Life.  Bcfide,  the  Poets  feem  here  to  defign  an  Antitheiis,  <i;;«. 
Tho'  Sleep  is  the  Brother  of  Death,  it  is  alfo  the  Giver  of  Lite. 
After  I  had  wrote  this,  a  Confirmation  of  my  Interpre.ation  OGCurr'd 
in  the  very  next  Play.  Monfieur  Thomas,  in  the  third  Aft,  fpsaking 
of  the  Bottle,  fays. 

There  heat  many  Li-ves  in't,  as  a  Cat  carries. 

Vol.  IV.  Z  Ejiler 
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EnUr  Proculus,  Licinius  with  Aretus» 

Eud.  O  Patience,  Patience,  Sir. 

Emp.  Danubiiis 
V\\  have  brought  through  my  Body. 

End.  Gods  give  Comfort. 

Emp.  And  l^olga,    on  whofe  Face  the  North  Wind 
freezes. 
(^j)  I  am  an  hundred  Hells,  an  hundred  Piles 
Already  to  my  Funerals  are  flaming, 
Shall  I  not  drink? 

Pbyf.  You  mud  not.  Sir. 

Emp.  By  Heav*n 
I'll  let  my  Breath  out  that  fliall  burn  ye  all 
\i  ye  c'eiiy  me  longer  j  Tempeft  blow  me. 
And  Liundations  that  have  drunk  up  Kingdoms 
Flow  over  me,  and  quench  me  :  Where's  the  Villain? 
Am  I  immortal  now,  ye  Slaves  ^  by  Numa, 
IfhedoTcape:  Oh!  oh! 

End.  Dear  Sir. 

Emp.  Like  iV^r^, 
But  fur  more  terrible,  and  full  of  (laughter, 
Frh'  niidft  of  all  my  Flames  I'll  lire  the  Empire: 
A  thoufind  Fans,  a  thoufand  Fans  to  cool  me : 
Invite  the  gentle  Winds,  Eudoxia, 

Eud.  Sir. 

Emp.  Oh  do  not  flatter  me,  I  am  but  Flefli, 
A  Man,  a  mortal  Man;  Drink,  drink,  ye  Dunces  ; 
"What  can  your  Dofes  now  do,  and  your  Scrapings, 
Your  Oils,  and  Mithridates  ?  If  I  do  die, 
You  only  Words  of  Health,  and  Names  of  Sicknefs, 
Finding  no  true  Dileafe  in  Man  but  Mony, 
That  talk  yourfelves  into  Revenues,  oh  ! 
And  ere  you  kill  your  Patients,  beggar  'em, 
rU  have  ye  flea'd,  and  dry'd. 

(37)  /find  an  hundred  Hells,']     The  o'd  Folio  reads, 

/  and  an  hundred  Hel/sy 

The  late  Editions  chang'd  this  into  good  Sonfc  ;  but  feem  to  have  fallen 
much  (hort  of  the  Spirit  and  Energy  ofiLe  uue  Reading. 
luaan  hundred  Htlls^  wm 

Enter 
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Enter  Proculus  mth  Aretus. 

?ro.  The  Villain,  Sir; 
The  mod  accurfed  Wretch. 

Emp.  Be  gone,  my  Queen, 
This  is  no  fight  for  thee  :  Go  co  the  Veflals, 
Caft  holy  Incenfe  in  the  Fire,  and  offer 
One  powerful  Sacrifice  to  free  thy  defar. 

Pro,  Go,  go,  and  be  happy.  {E^'it  EuJoxia. 

Are.  Go,  but  give  no  Eafe, 
The  Gods  have  fet  thy  laft  Hour,  Vakntman^ 
Thou  art  but  Man,  a  bad  Man  too,  a  B^aft, 
And  like  a  fenfual  bloody  Thing  thou  died. 

Fro.  Oh Traitor! 

Are.  Curfe  yourfclves,  ye  Flatterers, 
And  howl  your  Miferies  to  come  ye  Wretches, 
You  taught  him  to  be  poifon'd. 

Emp.  Yet  no  Comfort  ? 

Are.  Be  not  abus'd  with  Priefts.  nor  Pothecaries, 
They  cannot  help  thee:  Thou  haft  now  to  live 
A  fhcrt  half  Hour,  no  more,  and  I  ten  Minutes  : 
I  gave  thee  Poifon  for  Aec'ius  fake. 
Such  a  deftroying  Poifon  would  kill  Nature  ; 
And  for  thou  fhalt  not  die  alone,  I  took  it. 
If  Mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  this  Murder, 
No  more  to  People  Earth  again,  the  Wings 
Of  old  Time  dipt  for  ever,  Reafon  loft, 
In  what  I  had  attempted  ;  yet,  O  Cafar., 
To  purchafe  fair  Revenge,  I'd  poifon'd  them  too. 

Emp.  Oh  Villain  :   1  grow  hotter,  hotter. 

Are.  Yes  ; 
Bat  not  near  my  Heat  yet  -,   what  rhou  feel*ft  now, 
Mark  me  with  horror  Cerfar.,  are  but  Embers 
Of  Luft  and  l.echery  thou  haft  committed  : 
But  i-here  be  Flames  of  Murder. 

Emp.  Fetch  out  Tortures. 

Are.  Do,  and  I'll  flatter  thee,  nay  more,  I'll  Jove  thee  : 
Thy  Tortures  to  what  now  I  fufFcr,  Cafar, 
At  which  thou  muft  arrive  too,  ere  thou  dy'ft, 
Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  Mirth  than  Liughter, 
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Emp.  Let  'em  alone  :  I  muft  drink. 

Are.  Now  be  mad  } 
But  not  near  me  yet. 

Emp.  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me, 
Hold  me  j  or  I  fhall  burft  elfe. 

A>e.  See  me  defar. 
And  fee  to  what  thou  muft  come  for  thy  Murder  j 
Millions  of  W omens  Labours,  all  Difeafes. 

Em^.  Oh  my  afflided  Soul  too  ! 

Are.  Womens  Fears,  Horrors, 
Defpairs,  and  all  the  Plagues  the  hot  Sun  br-eeds»     ^     y 

Emp.  Aecius,  O  Aecius  !  O  iMcina  !  ;» 

Are.  Are  but  my  Torments  Shadovys  ! 

E?np.  Hide  me  Mountains ; 
The  Gods  have  found  my  Sins  : 
Now  break. 

Are.  Not  yet,  Sir  j 
Thou  haft  a  pull  beyond  all  thefe. 

E7np.  Oh  Hell ! 
Oh  Villain,  curfed  Villain  ! 

Are.  O  brave  VilJaiq, 
My  Poifon  dances  in  me  at  this  deed : 
Now  Cafar.,  now  behold  me,  this  is  Torment, 
And  this  is  thine  before  thou  dieft,  I  am  Wildfire: 
The  brazen  Bull  of  Phalaris  was  feign'd, 
The  miferies  of  Souls  defpifing  Heav'n, 
But  Emblems  of  my  Torments. 

Emp.  Oh  !  Quench  mc,  quench  me,  quench  mc. 

Are.  Fire  a  FJattery ; 
And  all  the  Poet's  Tales  of  fad  A'vernm, 
To  my  Pains  lefs  than  Fictions  :  Yet  to  fhew  thee 
What  conftant  Love  I  bore  my  murder'd  Mafter; 
Like  a  South-wind,  Pve  fung  through  ail  thefc  Tempefts 
My  Heart,  my  wither'd  Heart,  fear,  fear  thou  Monfter, 
Fear  the  jufi.  Gods,  I  have  my  Peace •  [l/e  di^s. 

Emp.   More  Drink, 
A  thoufmd  April  Showers  fall  in  my  Bofom  : 
How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormeaicd  thus  ? 
Away  with  that  prodigious  Body,     Gods, 
C7od?,  let  me  ask  ye  what  I  am,  ye  Ly 

All 
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All  your  inflidlons  on  me;';  liear  me,  hear  me ; 

I  do  confefs  I  am  a  Raviditr, 

A  Murderer,  a  hated  Cccfar  ;  oh  I 

Are  there  not  Vows  enough,  and  flaming  Altars> 

The  Fat  of  all  the  World  for  Sacrifice, 

And  where  that  fails,  the  Blood  of  thoufand  Captives,' 

To  purge  thofe  Sins,    but  I  muft  make  the  Incenfe  ? 

I  do  defpife  ye  ail,  ye  have  no  Mercy, 

And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  Gods,  your  Parole 

Is  only  preach*d  Abroad  t6  make  Fools  fearful, 

And  Women  made  of  Awe,  believe  your  Heav*n : 

Oh  Torments,  Torments,  Torments,  Pains  above  Pains, 

If  ye  be  any  thing  but  Dreams,  and  Ghofbs, 

And  truly  hold  the  Guidance  of  Things  mortal  ; 

Have  in  yourfelves  times  pad,  to  come,  and  prcfent, 

Fafhion  the  Souls  of  Men,  and  make  Flefh  for  'em. 

Weighing  our  Fates,  and  F'ortunes  beyond  Reafon, 

(38)  Be  more  than  all,  ye  Godsi  great  in  Forgivenefs  ; 

Break  not  the  goodly  Frame  ye  build  in  Anger  j 

For  you  are  things.  Men  teach  us,  without  Paflions ; 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in  :  Oh  fave  me  i 

But  fo'much  perfefb  time  ye  make  a  Soul  in, 

Take  this  Deftruflion  from  me. — No  ye  cannot. 

The  more  I  would  believe  ye,  more  I  fuffcr. 

My  Brains  are  Afhes,  now  my  Heart,  my  Eyes,  Friends, 

I  go,  I  go,  more  Air,  more  Air ;  I  am  mortal.      [_He  dies. 

Pro.  Take  in  the  Body  :  Oh  Licimus,] 
The  Mifery  that  we  are  left  to  fufFer  j 
No  pity  fhall  find  us. 

Licin.  Our  Lives  deferve  none  : 
Would  I  were  chain*d  again  to  flavery,- 
With  any  hope  of  Life. 

Pro.  A  quiet  Grave, 
Or  a  Confumption  now,  Lkimusi 

(38)  Be  more  than  all  the  GoJsy  great  in  Forgi'vetiefs  ;  ]  If  this  be 
the  true  Reading  the  Senfe  I'eems  very  obfcurfi  ;  but  the  llight  C  lange 
I  have  made  will  clear  it. 

Be  mare  than  all,  ye  Gods, 
/.  e.    If  you  are  great  ia  creating  and  governing  u',    be  greater  flill 
in  forgiving  us. 

Z  3  ThaJ 
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That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill,  were  fomething. 

Licin.  Let's  make  our  bed  ufe,  we  have  Mony,  Procului^ 
And  if  that  cannot  fave  us,  we  have  Swords. 

Pro.   Yes,  but  we  dare  not  die. 

Licin.  I  had  forgot  that : 
There's  other  Countries  then. 

Pro.  But  the  fame  hate  flill. 
Of  what  we  are. 

Licin,  Think  any  thing,  I'll  follow. 

Enter  a  Mcjjenger, 

Pro.  How  now,  what  News  ? 

Mejf.  Shift  for  yourfelves,  ye're  loft  elfe  : 
The  Soldier  is  in  Arms  for  great  Aeciusy 
And  their  Lieutenant-General  that  ftop'd  'em. 
Cut  in  a  thoufand  pieces  :  They  march  hither  : 
Befide,  the  Women  of  the  Town  have  murder'd 
Phorha^  and  Xoo^t  Ardeliay  C^far*s  She-Bawds. 

Licin.  Then  here's  no  ftaying,  Proculus  ? 

Pro.  O  Cafar, 
That  we  had  never  known  thy  Lufts :  Let's  fly. 
And  where  we  find  no  Woman's  Man  let's  die.     [Ex&unt, 

SCENE       in. 

Enter  Maxim  us. 

Ma^.  Gods,  what  a  Sluice  of  Blood  have  I  let  open ! 
My  happy  Ends  are  come  to  birth,  he's  dead. 
And  I  reveng'd  ;  the  Empire's  all  a  Fire, 
And  Dcfolation  every  where  inhabits  : 
And  fnall  J  live  that  am  the  Author  of  it, 
To  know  Rome  from  the  Awe  o'th*  World,  the  Pity  ? 
My  Friends  are  gone  before  too,  of  my  fending. 
And  fhall  I  ftay  ?  is  ought  elfe  to  be  liv'd  for  ? 
Is  there  another  Friend,  another  Wife, 
Or  any  third  holds  half  their  Worthinefs, 
To  linger  here  alive  for?  Is  not  Virtue 
In  their  two  everlafting  Souls  departed. 
And  in  their  Bodies  firft  Flame  fled  to  Heav'n  ? 
Can  any  Man  difcover  this,  and  iove  me  ? 
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For  though  my  Juflice  were  as  white  as  Truth, 

My  way  was  crook.,:d  to  it  j  that  condemns  me  : 

And  now  Aecius,  and   my    honour'd  Lady, 

That  were  Preparers  to  my  Reft  and  Quiet, 

The  Lines  to  lead  me  to  Elyfium  j 

You  that  but  ftept  before  me,  on  AfTurance 

I  would  not  leave   your  Friendfhip  unrewarded, 

Firft  fmile  upon  the  Sacrifice  I've  lent  ye. 

Then  fee  me  coming  boldly.     Stay,  I  am  foolifh, 

Somewhat  too  fudden  to  mine  own  Deftrudlion, 

This  great  End  of  my  Vengeance  may  grow  greater  : 

Why  may  not  I  be  C^far  ?    Vet  no  dying  ; 

Why  fhould  I  not  catch  at  it  ?     FooJs  and  Children 

Have  had  that  Strength  before  me,  and  obtain'd  it, 

And  as  the  Danger  (lands,  my  Rcafon  bids  me, 

I  will,  I  dare  ;  my  dear  Friends  pardon  me, 

I  am  not  fit  to  die  yet,  if  not  Cafar  ; 

I  am  fure  the  Soldier  loves  me,  and  the  People, 

And  I  will  forward,  and  as  goodly  Cedars 

Rent  from  Oela  by  a  fweeping  Tempeft 

Jointed  again,  and  made  tall  Maft^,  da^y 

Thofe  angry  Winds  that  fplit  'em,  fo  will  I 

New-piece  again,  above  the  Fate  of  Women, 

And  made  more  perfed  far,  than  growing  private, 

Stand  and  dety  bad  Fortunes  :  If  I  rife. 

My  Wife  was  ravifli'd  well  :  If  then  I  fall, 

My  great  Attempt  honours  my  Funeral.  [Exit. 

SCENE      IV. 

Enter  three  Senators  ojid   AfFranius. 

1  Sen,  Guard  all  the  Pofterns  to  the  Camp,  Afframm^ 
And  fee  'cm  faft,  we  fiiall  be  rifled  el(e  ; 

Thou  art  an  honeft,  and  a  worthy  Captain, 

2  Sen.  Promife  the  Soldier  any  thing. 

3  Sen.  Speak  gently, 

And  tell  'em  we  are  now  in  Council  for  'cm, 
Labouring  to  chufe  a  Cajar  fie  for  them, 
A  Soldier,  and  a  Giver. 
I  Sen.  Tell  *em  further, 

Z  4  Their 
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Their  free  and  liberal  Voices  fhall  go  with  us.  ^ 

2  Sen.  Nay  more,  a  Negative  fay  we  allow  *em. 

3  Sen.   And   if  our  Choice  difpleale   *em,  they  fhall; 

name  him. 

1  Sen.   Promife  three  Donatives,  and  large,  Affraniuu 

2  Sen    And  Cafar  once  e!e6led,  prefent  Foes, 
"With  Didiibution  of  all  Neceflaries, 

Corn,   Wine  and  Oil. 

3  Sen.  New  Garments,  and  new  Arms, 
Ar.d  equal  Portioi:s  of  the  Provinces 

To  tht  m,  and  to  their  Families  for  ever. 

1  Sen.  And  fee  the  City  ftrengthned. 

Affra.  I   fliAll  do  it  [&V  Affranius^, 

2  Sen.  Se?7ipromus^  thefe  are  woful  Times. 

3  Sen.  O  Brutus  ! 

We  want  thy  Honefty  again  •,  thefe  C^fars^ 
What  noble  Confuls  got  with  Blood,  in  Blood 
Confume  again,  and  fcatter. 

1  Sen.  Which  way  Ihall  we  ? 

2  Sen.  Not  any  way  of  Safety  I  can  think  on. 

g  Sen.  Novv  go  our  Wives  to  Ruin,  and  our  Daughters^ 
And  vve  Beholders,  Fulvius, 

1  Sen.  Every  thing 

Is  every  Man's  that  will. 

2  Sen.  The  Veftals  now 

Muft  only  Feed  the  Soldier's  Fire  of  Lufl:, 
And  fenfual  Gods  be  glutted  with  thofe  Offerings, 
{39)  -^g^j  ^'^^  ^^^^  hidden  Bowels  of  the  Earth, 

(39)   -^S^'  ^'^°  '^^  hidden  Bowoels  of  the  Earth, 

Opend  nvith  Sivords  for  "Treafure.']  I  friould  not  have  ex- 
plained this  Parage,  but  that  it  appears  to  Mr.  Sympfon  utterly  inex- 
plicable ;  tome  an  extreme  poetical  Sentiment.  The  Bowels  of  the 
Old  Earth  are  often  ript  up  (in  the  Language  of  Poetry)  for  the 
Treafures  hid  in  them.     Thus  Milton 

Rife  the  lioT.vels  of  their  Mother  Earth 

For  Treafures  better  hid. 
V/hat,  the.'efore,  can  be  a  more  beautiful  Simile  to  the  Soldiers  forcing 
old  Men  to  )t!i>'"cover  their  Wealth  by  Wounds  and  Cruelties  ?  Poetic 
Language  often  draws  the  Outlines  of  a  Sentiment  which  the  Reader's 
own  Imagination  muft  fupply  with  intermediate  Ideas.  It  is  this 
that  chiefly  diflinguifhes  it  frcnn  Profe  ;  It  forms  the  \CTy  Nerves  and 
Sinewy  of  Poetry,  ;v- ..'  r; 

"■'"•:  Op?n'd 
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Open'd  with  Swords  for  Treafure.     God&  defend  us^ 
We're  Chaff  before  their  Fury  cJfe. 

1  Sen.  Away, 
Let's  to  the  Temples. 

2  Sen.  To  the  Capitol, 

•Tis  not  a  Time  to  pray  now,  let's  be  llrengthen'd. 

Enter    Affranius* 

3  Sen.  How  now  Affranius :  What  good  News  ? 
Jfra.  A  C^far. 

1  Sen.  Oh  !   Who  ? 

Affra.  Lord  Maximus  is  with  the  Soldier, 
And  all  the  Camp  rings  C^ffar^  Cefar^  Ccefar\ 
He  forc'd  the  Emprefs  with  him  for  mor§  Hpnour. 

2  Sen.  A  happy  Choice :  Let's  meet  him. 

3  Sen.  Blefled  Fortune. 

I  Sen.  Away,  away,  make  Room   there.  Room  there. 
Room.  [Exeunt  Senators.    Flourijh^ 

Within.  Lord  Maxmus  is  Ccefar^  Cafary  Cacfar  ; 
Hail  Cafar  Maximus. 

Ajfra.  O  turning  People  ! 
Oh  People  excellent  in  War,  and  govern'd  ; 
In  Peace  more  raging  (40)  than  the  furious  North, 

When 

(40)  — : — 7- than  the  furious  Norths 

When  he  ploughs  up  the  Sea,  and  tnakes  him.  Brine;]  Mr. 
Sxmpfon  tells  me,  diat  this  PafTage  puzzled  him  even  to  Vexation,; 
and  fomething  like  ir  happened  to  me.  In  Conclufion,  we  both  retain 
the  old  Reading,  but  differ  toto  ccelo  in  the  Explanation.  He  fays 
Brine  in  the  Saxon  fignifies  TirCy  and  allowing,  therefore,  its  genuine 
Signification,  that  the  Sentiment  is  noble.  1  think  his  Solution  ex- 
tremely ingenious,  but  that  cur  Authors  would  not  life  a  common 
Word  and  apply  it  to  its  common  Subje£\  ;  (as  Br  hie  was  as  much 
ufcd  in  their  Age  for  Sea- Water,  as  it  is  at  prefent)  and  defign  it  to 
be  underftood  in  its  old  and  totally-obfolete  Signification.  I  Lhcrefbrc, 
tbo'  perhaps  from  Self-Partiality,  prefer  the  Solution  which  occur'd  to 
mc  before  I  receiv'd  this.  Every  one  knows  thr.t  the  Spray  of  the 
Sea  in  flormy  Weather  tinges  the  whole  incumbent  Atmofphere,  and 
makes  it  talle  fait  and  briny.  I  fuppofc,  therefore,  the  Poets  by  a 
fmall  Grammatical  Inaccuracy  to  have  made  the  Relative  him  in  the 
lall  Line  relate  to  the  North  Wind,  and  not  to  its  immediate  Antecedent 
the  Sen  ;  fo  that  the  Senfe  will  then  be  full  as  nervous  and  poetical, 
-  More  rooming  than  the  North-Wind,  nvhen  he  ploughs  up  the  Sea, 
end  turns  hiinjtlf  and  the  n.vhoh  Air  into  Brine,     For  how  common 

fucK 
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When  he  ploughs  up  the  Sea,  and  makes  him  Brine ; 
Or  the  loud  Falls  ol'  Nik  ;  I  muft  give  way. 
Although  1  neither  love  nor  (\\)  hoped  this. 
Or  like  a  rotten  Bridge  that  dares  a  Current, 
(42)  When  he  is  fwel'd  and  high,  crack  and  farewel. 
Enter  Maximus,   Eudoxia,  Senators   and  Soldiers. 

Sen.  Room  for  the  Emperor. 

Sold.   Long  Life  to   C<efar. 

Affra.  Hail  C^efar  Maximus. 

Emp.  Max.  Your  Hand,  Affranius. 
Lead  to  the  Palace,  there  my  Thanks  in  general, 
rU  (hower  among  ye  all :  Gods  give  me  Life, 
Firft  to  defend  the  Empire,  (43 )  then  you  Fathers. 
And  valiant  Frfends,  the  Heirs  ot  Strength  and  Virtue, 
The  Rampires  of  old  Rome.,  of  us  the  Refuge  ; 
To  you  I  open  this  Day  ail  I  have. 
Even  all  the  Hazard  that  my  Youth  hath  purchas*d. 
Ye  are  my  Children,  Family,  and  Friends, 
And  ever  fo  refpecfled  Ihall  be. — Forward. 
(44)  There's  a  Profcription,  grave  SemproniuSj 
'Gainft  all  the  Flatterers,  and  lazy  Bawds 
Led  loofe-liv*d  Falentinian  to  his  Vices, 
See  it  effeded.  [Flourijh. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Cafar. 

Sold.  Make  room  for  Cajar  x}(\txt.\Exeunt  all  hut  AfFra. 

Affra.  Thou  haft  my  Fears, 
But  Valentinian  keeps  my  Vows  :  Oh  Gods ! 
Why  do  we  like  to  feed  the  greedy  Ravin 
Of  thefe  blown  Men,  that  muft  before  they  ftand, 
And  fix  in  Eminence,  caft  Life  on  Life, 

And 

fuch  fmall  Grammatical  Inaccuracies  are  to  our  Poets  and  to  Shake- 
fpear  (and  I  may  here  add,  to  almoft  all  EngUJ}?  Writers  whatever) 
I'ce  a  remarkable  Jnftance  at  Note  \Jl.  in  the  Little  French  Laivyer. 

(41)  Hope  ibis,^     Former  Editions. 

(42)  ■ that  dares  a  Current, 

When  he  is  fiueW'd  and  high  craft,  and  fan  we  I. "]  Former 
Editions.  Mr.  Theobald  and  Mr.  Symp/on  both  join'd  with  me  in 
the  Correftion. 

(43)  "         ' '^^^  yti  Fathers, 

And  'valiant  friends^     The  Pointing  of  former  Edition?. 

(44)  There  s  a  Frefcription,]     Former  Editions,  correftcd  by  all 
the  Three. 
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And  trench  their  Safeties  in  with  Wounds,  and  Bodies  ? 

Well  froward  Rome^  thou  wilt  grow  weak  with  changing 

And  die  without  an  Heir,  that  Jov'il  to  breed 

Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  Sons  :  For  me, 

I  only  live  to  find  an  Enemy.  [£"«>. 

SCENE      V. 

Enter  Paulus,  a  Poet  •,  and  Licippus,  a  Gentkma?}, 

Pau.  When  is  the   Inauguration  ? 
Licip.   Why,  To-morrow. 
Pau,  'Twill  be  fiiort  time, 
Licip.  Any  Device  that's  handfom. 
A  Cupid^  or  the  God  o'  th'  Place  will  do  it, 
Where  he  muft  take  the  Fafces. 
Pau.  Or  a  Grace. 

Licip.   A  good  Grace  has  no  Fellow. 
Pau.  Let  me  fee. 
Will  not  his  Name  yield  fomething  ?     Maximui 
By  th*  way  of  Anagram  ?  I*ve  found  out  Axii^ 
You  know  he  bears  the  Empire. 

Licip.  Get  him  Wheels  too, 
*Twill  be  a  cruel  Carriage  elfe. 
Pau.  Some  Songs  too. 

Licip.  By  any  means  fome  Songs :  But  very  fhort  ones. 
And  honeft  Language  Paulus^  without  burfting. 
The  Air  will  fall  the  fweeter. 
Pau.  A  Grace  muft  do  it. 
Licip.  Why,  let  a  Grace  then 
Pau.  Yes,  it  muft  be  fo  j 
And  in  a  Robe  of  Blue  too,  as  I  take  it. 

Licip.  This  Poet  is  a  little  Kin  to  th*  Painter 
That  could  paint  nothing  but  a  ramping  Lion, 
So  all  his  learned  Fancies  are  blue  Graces. 

Pau.  What  think  ye  of  a  Sea-Nymph,  and  a  Heav*n  ? 
Licip.  Why  what  fhould  ftie  do  there,  Man  ?  There's 

no  Water. 
Pau.  By  th'  Mafs  that's  true,  it  muft  be  a  Grace,  and  yet 
Methinks  a  Rain-bow. 
Licip.  And  in  Blue. 

Pau. 
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Pan.  O  yes ! 

Hanging  in  Arch  above  him,  and  i*  th*  middle. 
Licip.  A  Shower  of  Rain. 
Fau.  No,  no,  't  mufl:  be  a  Grace. 
JJicip.  Why  prithee  Grace  him  then. 
Fau.  Or  Orpheus^ 
Coming  from  Hell. 
Licip,  In  Blue  too. 
Tail.  'Tis  the  better  ; 
And  as  he  rifes,  full  of  Fires. 

JJcip.  Now  blefs  us. 
Will  not  that  fpoil  his  Lute-ftrings,  Paului  ? 

Pan.  Singing, 
And  croffing  of   his  Arms. 
Licip.  How  can  he  play  then  .? 
Pau.  'T  Ihall  be  a  Grace,  I'll  do  it. 
Licip.  Prithee  do, 
(45)  And  with  as  good  a  Grace  as  thau  can'ft  poffible. 
Good  Fury  Paulus.     Be  i*  th'  Morning  with  me, 
And  pray    take  Meafure  of  his  Mouth  that  fpeaks  it. 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE     VI. 

Enter  Maximus  and  Eudoxia. 

Man.  Come  my  bed  lov'd  Eudoxia. — Let  the  Soldier 
Want  neither  Wine,  nor  any  thing  he  calls  for. 
And  when  the  Senate's  ready,  give  us  Notice  5 
In  the  mean  time  leave  us. 
O  my  dear  fweet  ! 

End.  Is't  poflible  your  Grace 
Should  undertake  fuch  Dangers  for  my  Beauty, 
\i  it  were  excellent  .'* 

Max.  By  Heav'n  'tis  all 
The  World  has  left  to  brag  of, 

(45)  And  nuith  as  good  a  Grace  as  pojjible  ; 

Good  Fury  Paulus,  be  i  th''  Morning  nuith  me."]  Mr.  Tieo- 
fiald  chznges  Fury  Paulus  to  Fairy  Paulus.  But  he  feems  to  have  loft 
the  Antithefis  between  the  Grace  and  Fury,  which  indeed  the  former 
Editions  by  wrong  Points  had  before  done.  As  the  Poet  was  fo  ena- 
mour'd  of  a  Grace,  there  is  great  Humour  in  calling  him  a  Fury. 

Eud. 
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Eud.  Can  a  Face 
Long  fince  bcqucath'd  to  Wrinkles  with  my  Sorrows, 
Long  fince  raz'd  out  o*  th'  Book  of  Youth  and  Plealure, 
Have  Power  to  make  the  ftrongeft  Man  o*  th'  Empire, 
Nay  the  mod  ftay'd,  and  knowing  what  is  Woman, 
The  greateft  Aim  of  Perfednefs  IVIen  Jiv'd  by. 
The  moft  true,  conflant  Lover  of  his  Wediock, 
Such  a  ftill-blowing  Beauty  Earth  was  proud  o^ 
Lofe  fuch  a  noble  Wife,  and  wilfully  ; 
Himfelf  prepare  the  way,  nay  make  the  Rape  ? 
Did  ye  not  tell  me  fo  ? 

Max.  *ris  true,  Eudoxia. 

Eud.  Lay  defolate  his  dearcfl:  Piece  of  Friendfhip, 
Break  the  ftrong  Helm  he  fteer'd  by,  fink  that  Virtue, 
That  Valour,  that  even  all  the  Gods  can  give  us, 
Without  whom  he  was  nothing,  with  whom  worthieft  ; 
Nay  more,  arrive  at  Ccf/dr,  and  kill  him  too, 
And  for  my  flike  ?    Either  ye  love  too  dearly, 
Or  deeply  ye  difiemble.  Sir  ? 

Max.  I  do  fo  ; 
,  And  'till  I  am  more  ftrengthen'd,  fo  I  muft  do  : 
Yet  would  my  Joy,  and  Wine  had  falhion'd  out 
Some  fafer  Lie  [/l/^de.']  —  Can  thefe  things  be,  Eudoxia^ 
And  I  diflemble  ?     Can  there  be  but  Goodnefs 
And  only  thine,  dear  Lady,  any  End, 
Any  Imagination  but  a  loft  one. 
Why  I  fhould  run  this  Hazard  ?  O  thou  Virtue! 
Were  it  to  do  again,  and  Faletiiinum^ 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  finful  Vakntinian^ 
In  whom  thou  were  fee,  as  Pearls  are  in  fait  Cyders, 
As  Rofcs  are  in  rank  Weeds,  I  would  find 
Yet  to  thy  facred  felf  a  dearer  Danger, 
The  Gods  know  how  I  honour  thee. 

Eud.   What  Love,  Sir, 
Can  I  return  for  this,  but  my  Obedience  ? 
My  Life,  if  fo   you  pleafe,  and  'tis  too  little. 
Max.  'Tis  too  much  to  redeem  tlic  World. 

Eud.  From  this  Hour, 
The  Sorrows  for  my  dead  Lord,  fare  ye  well. 
My  living  Lord  has  drv'd  ye  i  and  in  Token, 

As 
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As  Emperor  this  Day  I  honour  ye. 
And  the  great  Cafter-new  of  all  my  Wifhes, 
The  Wreath  of  living  Laurel,  that  mud  compafs 
That  facrcd  Head,  Eudoxia  makes  for  Cafar  : 
I  am,  methinks,  too  much  in  Love  with  Fortune  j 
But  with  you,  ever  Royal  Sir,  my  Maker, 
The  once  more  Summer  of  me,  meer  in  Love, 
Is  poor  ExprelTion  of  my  Doting. 

Max.  Sweeteft. 

Eud.  Now  of  my  Troth  ye  have  bought  me  dear,  Sir, 

Max.  No, 
Had  I  at  Lois  of  Mankind. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Eud.  Now  ye  flatter. 

Mejf.  The  Senate  waits  your  Grace. 

Max,  Let  'em  come  on, 
And  in  a  full  Form  bring  the  Ceremony  : 
This  Day  I  am  your  Servant,  Dear,  and  proudly 
ril  wear  your  honour'd  Favour. 

Eud.  May  it  prove  fo.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIL 

Enter  Paulus   and  Licippus. 

Licip.  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 

Pau.   *Tis  done. 

Licip.  Who  fpeaks  ? 

Pau.  A  Boy. 

Licip.  A  dainty  blue  Boy,  Paulus  ? 

Pau.  Yes. 

Licip    Have  ye  view'd 
The  Work  above  ? 

Pau.  Yes,  and  all  up,  and  ready. 

Licip.  The  Emprefs  does  you  fimple  Honour,  Paulus^ 
The  Wreath  your  blue  Grace  muft  prefent,  /he  made. 
But  hark  ye,  for  the  Soldiers  I 

Pau.  That's  done  too  : 
ril  bring  *em  in,  I  warrant  ye. 

Licip.  A  Grace  too  ? 

PaH, 


The  Tragedy  o/"  Valentinian,       367 

Pau.  The  fame  Grace  fcrves  for  both. 

Licip.  About  it  then  : 
I  mud  to  the  Cup  board ;  and  (46)  be  fure,  good  PauluSy 
Your  Grace  be  tafting,  that  he  may  hang  cJeanly  : 
If  there  (hould  ncvd  another  Voice,  what  then  ? 

Pau.  1*11  hang  another  Grace  in. 

Licip.  Grace  be  with  ye.  \^Exeunt» 

SCENE      VIII, 

Enter  in  State  Maximus,  Eudoxia,  with  Soldiers  and 
Gentlemen  of  Rome,  the  Sefiators,  and  Rods  and  Axes 
home  before  them, 

A  Synnet  with  ?  (  JVith  a   Banquet  prepared,  with 

trumpets.      3  ( Hautboys^  Mufick^  Songy  I'Vreath, 

3  Sen.  Hail  to  thy  Imperial  Honour  facred  Cafar^ 
And  from  the  old  Rome  take  thefe  Wifhes  ; 
You  holy  Gods,  that  hitherto  have  held, 
As  Juftice  holds  her  Ballance  equal  pois'd. 
This  Glory  of  our  Nation,  this  full  Roman, 
And  made  him  fit  for  what  he  is,  confirm  him  : 
Look  on  this  Son,  O  Jupiter^  our  helper. 
And  Romulus.,  thou  Father  of  our  Honour, 
Prefer ve  him  like  thyfelf,  Juft,  Valiant,  Noble, 
A  Lover  and  Increafcr  of  his  People  ; 
Let  him  begin  with   Numa,  ftand  with  Cato^ 
The  firft  five  Years  of  Nero  be  his  Wilhes, 
Give  him  the  Age  and  Fortune  of  Emylius., 
And  his  whole  Reign,  renew  a  Great  Auguflus, 

(46)   — — ^e  fure. 

Your  Grace  he  fajiing,  that  he  nay  hang  cleanly. '\  As  the 
Grace  was  to  fing,  I  at  firll  thought  that  bung  cleanly  fhould  be  liuang 
cleanly,  or  whh  a  clear  Voice.     But  from  the  Exprcffion  that  follows, 

ril  hang  another  Grace  in- —  the  old  Reading  is  probably  right, 

and  refers  toa  Cullom  ct  lulpcnding  their  Gods,  Goddtrffes,  Graces,  ^V. 
in  Ropes,  wh'ch  might  make  the  Caution  of  being  fafling  in  order 
to  hang  cleanly,  peifcittly  ncceffary  and  ver/  humorous. 

SONG 
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SONG. 

Boy.      Honour  that  is  ever  liv'wgy 
Honour  that  is  ever  giving^ 
Honour  that  fees  all  and  knows. 
Both  the  Ebbs  of  Man  and  Flows  ; 
Honour  that  rewards  the  heft. 
Sends  thee  thy  rich  Labour's  Reji  ; 
Thou  haft  ftudied  fill  to  pleafe  her^ 
Therefore  now  fJje  calls  thee  C^efar  ; 
Chorus,    Haili  hail,  Casfar,  hail  and  ft  and ^ 
And  thy  JSIame  out-live  the  Land, 
Noble  Fathers  to  his  Brows, 
Bind  this  Wreath  'with  thoufand  Vows, 

ufll.  Stand  to  Eternity.  --^ 

Max.  I  thank  ye,  Fathers, 
And  as  I  rule,  may  it  ftill  grow  or  wither  : 
Now  to  the  Banquet,  ye  are  all  my  Guefts, 
This  Day  be  liberal.  Friends  t,  to  Wine  we  give  it  j 
And  fmiling  Pleafures  :  Sit,  my  Queen  of  Beauty  j 
Fathers,  your  Places  :    Thefe  are  fair  Wars,  Soldiers, 
And  thus  1  give  the  firfl:  charge  to  ye  all  ; 
You  are  my  Second,  Sweet,  to  every  Cup, 
1  add  unto  the  Senate,  a  new  Honour, 
And  to  the  Sons  of  Mars  a  Donative. 

SONG. 

Boy.     God  Lycus  ever  young. 

Ever  honoured,  ever  fung  ; 
Stain' d  with  Blood  of  hijly  Grapes, 
In  a  thoufand  lufty  Shapes, 
Dance  upon  the  (47)  Mazer* s  brim. 
In  the  Cri?nfon  Liquor  fwim  ; 
From  thy  plenteous  Hand  Divine, 
Let  a  River  run  with  Wine  \ 

God  of  Youth,  let  this  Day  here 
Enter  neither  Care  yior  Fear. 

(^7) Mazci'j  br'm,'\     Vuxzer   figniiies  the    old- 

fafhion  flat  filver  Cup.  ^ 

Bo\'l 


Tlji  T?'agcdy  <?/*  Valentiiiian.      369 

hoy.   Bellonah  S-^n^^  the  Glory  of  old  Rom2^ 
Envy  of  conquer'd   Nations,  nobly  come 
And  to  the  Fuincfs  of  your  warlike  Noife 
Let  your   Feet  move,  make  up  this  Hour  of  Joys  ; 
Come,  come  I  fiy,  range  your  fair   Troop,  at  large. 
And   your  high   Mealbre  turn  into  a  Charge. 

Semp.  The  Emperor*s  grown  heavy  with  his  Wine. 
Ajj'ra.  The  Senate  flays,  Sir,  for  your  Thanks. 
Semp,  Great  C<efar. 
End,  I  have  my  wifh. 
Jffra.  Wilt  pleafe  your  Grace  fpcak  to  him. 
Eud.  Yes,  but  he  will  not  hear,  Lords.     SetJip.  Stir 
him,  Lucius  •, 
The   Senate   muft    have  Thanks.      2  Sefi.    Luc.    Your 
Grace,  Sir,   Ca-Jar. 
Eud.  Did  I  not  tell  you  he  was  vvell  :   He's  dead. 
Semp.  Dead  ?  Treafon,  guard  the  Court,  let  no  Man  pafss 
Soldiers,  your  Cafar''%  murder'd. 

Eud.  Make  no  Tumult, 
Nor  arm  the  Court,  ye  have  his  Killer  with  ye  ; 
And  the  juft  Caufe,  if  ye  can  (lay  the  Hearing  : 
I  was  his  Death  -,  that  Wreath  that  made  him  C^far^ 
Has  made  him  Earth. 

Sold.  Cut  her  in  thoufand  Pieces. 
Eud.  Wife  Men  v/ould  know  the  Reafon  firft  :  To  die 
Is  that  I  wifh  for,  Romans.,  C48)  and  your  Swords, 
The  readiefl:  way  of  Death  :   Yet  Soldiers  grnnt  me. 
That  was  your  Emprefs  once,  and  honour'd  by   ye# 
But  fo  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I  kiii'd  him, 
And  weigh  my  Reafons  well  ;  if  Man  be  in  you  i 
Then  if  ye  dare,  do  cruelly  condemn  me. 

Affra.  Hear  her,  ye  noble  Ro?tians^  *tis  a  Woman, 
A  Subject  not  for  Swords,  but  Pity  :  Hcav'n, 

(48)   — ^— a:jd  your  S^iords 

The  heavieft  luay  of  Death  : ]      Mr.  TbeolaU  and 

Mr.  Symp/onhQi\\  agree  with  me  in  difcarding  this  Word,  the  Con:cxc 
plainly  requiring  a  Word  of  alnioll  oppofite  Signification  ;  and  we  all 
prefer  readicjl  as  the  belt  amonglt  fcveral  Words  that  have  occur'd  ?,ll 
pretty  near  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  yieaficjl^  hap^icji  ;  and  Mr. 
Theobald  adds  he^venlieji. 

Vol.  IV.  A  a  -I 
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If  fhe  be  guilty  of  malicious  Murder, 
Has  given  us  Laws  to  make  Example  of  her  ; 
If  only  of  Revenge,  and  Blood  hid  from  us. 
Let  us  confider  firll,  then  execute. 
Sejiip.   Speak,  bloody  Woman. 
End.  Yes  :  This  Maxim:is, 
That  was  your  Cafar^  Lords,  and  noble  Soldiers, 
(And  if  I  wrong  the  dead,  Heav'n  perifh  me  j 
Or  fptak  ro  win.  your  Favours,  but  the  Truth) 
Was  to  his  Country,  to  his  Friends,  and  Cafar^ 
A  moft  malicious  Traitor. 
Semp.  Take  heed.  Woman. 
End.   I  fpcak  not  for  CompafTion.     Brave  Aecm^ 
(Whole  blefled  Scul,  if  I  lye,   fhall  afflid  me,) 
The  Man  that  all  the  World  lov*d,  you  ador*d. 
That  was  the  Mafter-piece  of  Arms,  and  Bounty  ; 
Mine  own  Grief  fhall  come  laft :   This  Friend  of  his. 
This  Soldier,  this  your  right  Arm,  noble  Romans^ 
By  a  bafe  Letter  to  the  Emperor, 
Stufft  full  of   Fears,  and  poor  Suggeftions, 
And  by  himfelf  unto  himfelf  diredfed. 
Was  cut  off  bafely,  bafely,  cruelly  ; 
O  Lofs,  oh   Innocent !     Can  ye  now  kill  me  ? 
And  the  poor  Stale,   my  noble  Lord,  that  knew  not 
More  of  this  Villain,   than  his  forced  Fears, 
Like  one  forefeen  to  fatisfy,  dy*d  for  it  : 
There  was  a  Murder  too,  Rome  would   have  blufh'd  at  j 
Was  this  W^orrh  being  Ccefar  ?  or  my  Patience  ^  nay— — 

his  Wife, 
By  Meav*n  he  told  it  me  in  W^ine,  and  Joy, 
And  fwore  it  deeply,  he  himfelf  prepar'd 
To  be  abus'd. — How  ^  let  me  grieve,    not  tdl  ye  ; 
And  weep  the  Sins  that  did  it :  And  his  End 
Was  only  me,  and  Ccgfar  :  But  me  he  ly'd  in  ; 
Thefe  are  my  Realbns,  Rofnans,  and  my  Soul 
Tells  me  fufficient  -,  and  my  Deed   is  Juftice  : 
Now  as  I  have  done  well,  or  ill,  look  on  me. 

JJfra.    What  lefs  could  Nature  do,   what  Jefs  had  we 
done. 
Had  v.'e  known  this  before  ?     Romans^   {he*s  righteous  ; 

And 
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And  fuch  a  Piece  of  Juftice,  Heav'n  muft  fmile  on  : 
Bend  all  your  Swords  on  me,  if  this  difpleafe  ye. 
For  I   mufl:  kneel,  and  on  this  virtuous  Hand 
Seal  my  new  Joy  and  Thanks  ;   thou  haft  done  truly. 

Semp.  Up  with  your  Arms,  ye  ftrike  a  Saint  elfe,  Romans. 
May'lt  thou  live  ever  fpoken  our  Protestor  : 
Rome  yet  has  many  noble  Heirs  :  Let's  in 
And  pray  before  we  chufe,  then  plant  a  defar 
Above  the  reach  of  Envy,  Blood,  and  Murder. 

^iff^ra.  Take  up  the  Body,  nobly  to  his  Urn, 
And  may  our  S*ns  and  his  together  burn. 

[  Exeunt.     A  dead  March. 
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TJ/E  ic!:;u*d  f.:in  flea/eye,  ai^d  as  fain  be  pleas' d  ^ 

'■lis  but  a  Little  Likings  both  are  eas'd  : 
We  have  your  Mony^  and  you  have  our  JVare^ 
And  to  our  Underjlanding  good  and  fair  : 
For  your  own  IViidcm  s  fake^  be  not  fo  madj 
7"'  acknowledge  ye  have  bought  things  dear  and  bad : 
Let  not  a  brack  i^th*  Stuffs  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  Glofs,  a  general  Lofs  appear : 
We  knew  ye  take  up  worfe  Commodities, 
And  dearer  pay,  yet  think  your  Bargain* s  wife  y 
We  know  in  Meat  and  Wine,  (4-9)  y^  fi"^  away 
More  Time  and  Health,  zvhich  is  but  dearer  pay^ 
And  with  the  Reckoning  all  the  Pleafure  loji, 
H^e  bid  ye  not  unto  repenting  Cofi : 
The  Price  is  eafie,  and  Jo  light  the  Play^ 
That  ye  may  new  digejl  it  every  Day. 
Then  noble  Friends,  as  ye  would  choofe  a  Alijlrefs, 
Only  to  pleafe  the  Eye  a  while,  and  kifs, 
'Till  a  good  Wife  be  got :  So  let  this  Play 
Floldye  a  while,  until  a  better  may. 

(49)  ■  y^  P^g  ^•■^^■^v 

More  Time  and  Wealth,  ix:hlch  is  but  dearer  pay,^  The  Change 
of  a  Letter  feems  here  to  have  tuin'd  a  beautiful  sentiment  into  the 
grolTeft  Tautology.  As  ic  has  hitherto  Hood,  the  Senle  mull  be,  You 
take  up  njcllh  <vL-orfc  Comjnodilidf  avd  pay  dearer  for  them  ;  for  you 
Jpend  7tiore  of  your  Time  and  more  of  your  tVealth  in  Meat  and  Drink^ 
and  confequenlly  ye  pay  dearer  for  them.  Ho^v  flat  and  unnecelTary 
is  the  Conclufion  ?  But  if  \vc  read  Health  inllead  of  Wealth,  as  I 
tloubt  not  the  Poets  did,  the  Seme  will  be  perfedly  poe.ical:  You 
not  only  fling  aavay  more  Time,  but  even  Health  too  on  Meats  and 
Wine  ;  and  this  is  a  much  dearer  Pur  chafe  than  that  ix-'hicb  you  buy  of 
us  for  a  little  Money.  The  Pleafure  Eatables gi've  is  hjl  the  Moment 
you  are  filld ;  <vjhereas  the  Food  nxe  treat  '^joith  may  be  a  thoufand 
timet  digejledf  and  zvill  never  load  or  difeafe  the  Mind, 
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"1  rAIentine  a  Gentleman    lately  return'd  from    'Travety 
^       Brother  to  Alice. 
Monfieur  Thomas,  his  Fellow-'Traveller, 
Sebaftian,  his  Father. 

Francis,   ValentineV  Sotiy  in  Love  with  Cellide. 
Hylas,  a  general  Lover, 
Sam,  a  Gentleman^  hii  Friend. 
Launcelot,  Monfieur  Thomas  his  Man. 
Michael,  a  Gentleman.,  Valentine*i  Neighbour. 
iThree  Phyficians^  and  an  Apothecary. 


WOMEN. 

Alice,  Valentine*;  Sijler. 

Cellide,  beloved  by  Valentine,  in  Love  with  Francis. 

Mary,  Neice  to  Valentine  and  Alice,  in  Love  with  Mori' 

fteur  Thomas. 
Dorothea,  Monfieur  Thomas  his  Sifler» 
Abbefs^  Maids,  &c. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE     1. 


Enter  Alice,   and  Valentine. 
Alice. 

^^^^  O  W  dearly  welcome  you  are  ! 
Val.  I  know  it, 
And  my  bed  Sifter,  you're  as  dear  to  my  Hght, 
And  pray  Jet  this  confirm  it:     How  you've 
govern 'd 

My  poor  State  in  my  Abfence,  how  my  Servants, 
I  dare,  and  muft:  believe,  Celfe  I  fhould  wrong  ye) 
The  beft  and  worthieft. 

Alice.  As  my  Woman's  Wit,  Sir, 
Which  is  but  weak  and  crazy. 

V4.  But  good  Alice., 
Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cellide, 
The  Life  of  my  Affection,  fince  my  Travel, 
My  long  and  lazy  Travel  ?  Is  her  Love  ftill 
Upon  the  growing  Hand  ?  Does  it  not  ftop 
And  wither  at  my  Years?  has  fhe  not  view'd 
And  entertain'd  fome  younger  fmooth  Behaviour, 
Some  Youth  but  in  his  Bloflbm,  as  herfelf  is? 
There  lie  my  Fears. 

Alice.  They  need  not,   for  believe  me 
So  well  you've  manag*d  her,  and  won  her  Mind, 
Ev'n  from  her  Hours  of  Childhood  to  this  Ripenefs;; 
CAnd  in  your  Abfence,  that  by  me  enforc'd  ftlll) 
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So  well  d!i1:i!l*d  your  Gentlenefs  into  her, 

Obferv'd  her,  fed  her  Fancy,  liv'd  ft  ill  in  her. 

And  though  Love  be  a  Boy,  and  ever  youthful, 

And  young  and  beauteous  Objctfls  ever  aim'd  at, 

Yet  her£  yeVe  gone  beyond  Love,  better'd  Nature, 

Made  him  appe.ir  in  Ye^rs,  in  grey  Years  fiery, 

His  Bow  at  full-bent  ever  j  fear  not  Brother, 

For  though  your  Body  has  been  far  off  from  her, 

Yet  every  Flour  your  Heart,   which  is  your  Goodnefs, 

1  have  forced  into  her,  won  a  Place  prepar'd  too. 

And  wilh'ngly  to  give  it  ever  h^irbour ; 

Believe  flie's  fo  much  yours,  and  won  by  Miracle, 

Which  is  by  Agt  -,  fo  deep  a  Stamp  fee  on  her 

By  your  obfc^rvanccs,  flie  cannot  alter. 

Were  the  Child  living  now  ye  loft  at  Sea 

Among  ihc  Genoa  Gallies,  what  a  Flappinefs  ! 

What  a  main  BlelTing  ! 

Val.  O,  no  more,  good  Sifter, 
Touch  no  more  that  String,  'tis  too  harlh  and  jarring. 
With  that  Child  all  my  Hopes  went,   and  you  know 
The  Root  of  all  thofe  Hopes,  the  Mother  too 
Within  few  Days. 

Jlice.  'Tis  too  true,  and  top  fatal, 
But  Peace  be  with  their  Souls, 

Val.  For  her  Lofs, 
J  hope  the  beauteous  Cellide, 

^lice.   You  may.  Sir, 
For  all  fhe  is,  is  yours. 

Val.  For  the  poor  Boy's  lofs, 
I've  brought  a  noble  Friend,  I  found  in  Travel, 
A  worthier  Mind,  and  a  more  temperate  Spirit, 
If  I  have  fo  much  Judgment  to  difcern  'em, 
Man  yet  was  never  Maft:er  of. 
Jlice.  What  is  he  .'* 

Val.  A  Gentleman,  I  do  afTure  myfelf. 
And  of  a  worthy  Breeding,  though  he  hide  it  5 
I  found  him  at  Vale?7iia,  poor  and  needy, 
Only  his  Mind  the  Mailer  of  a  Treafure. 
I  fought  his  Fricndftiip,  won  him  by  much  Violence, 
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To  tbruft  a  Charge  upon  me  ;  how  I  love  him. 
He  fliall  now  know,  where  Want  and  he  hereafter 
Shall  be  no  more  Companions  j  ufe  him  nobly. 
It  is  my  Will,  good  Sifter,  all  I  have 
I  make  him  free  Companion  in,  and  Partner, 
But  only 

Mice    I  obferve  ye,  hold  your  Right  there. 
Love  and  high  Rule  allows  no  Rivals,  Brother, 
He  Ihall  have  fair  Regard,  and  all  Obfervance. 

Rnter  Hylas. 

HsL  You're  welcome,  noble  Sir. 

Val    What,  Monfieur  Hylas  \ 
I'm  glad  to  fee  your  merry  Body  well  yet. 

Hyl.  *Faith  y'  are  welcome  Home,  what  News  beyond 
Seas? 

Val.  None,  but  new  Men  expedcd,  fuch  as  you  are. 
To  breed  new  Admirations  \  'tis  my  Sifter, 
'Pray  y'  know  her,  Sir. 

Hyl.  With  all  my  Heart ;  your  leave,  Lady  ? 

jilice.  You  have  it,  Sir. 

Hyl.  A  fhrewd  fmart  touch,  which  does  prognofticate 
A  Body  keen  and  aftive,  fomewhat  old. 
But  that's  all  one ;  Age  brings  Experience 
And  Knowledge  to  Difpatch  :  I  muft  be  better, 
And  nearer  in  my  Service,  with  your  leave,  Sir, 
To  this  fair  Lady. 

Val  What,  the  old 'Squire  of  Dames  ftiil! 

Hyl.  Still  the  Admirer  of  their  Goodnefs  ;  with  all  my 
Heart  now, 
I  love  a  Woman  of  her  Years,  a  Pacer 
That  lays  the  Bridle  in  her  Neck,  will  travel 
Forty  •,  and  fomewhat  fulfome  is  a  fine  Difli. 
Thefe  young  Colts  are  too  skittilh. 

Enter  Mary. 

Alice.  My  Coufin  Mary 
In  all  her  Joy,  Sir,  to  congratulate 
Your  fair  return. 

VaU  My  loving  and  kind  Coufin, 
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A  thouTind  Welcomes. 

Mary.  A  tiiouland  Thanks  to  Hcav*n,  Sir, 
For  your  fa^e  Voyage,  and  Return. 

Val.   I  thar.k  yc  ; 
But  where's  my  bleflcd  Cellide?  Her  flacknefs 
In  Vifitation. 

Mary.  Think  not  fo,  dear  Uncle, 
I  left  her  on  her  Knees,  thankn.g  the  Gods 
With  Tears  and  Prayers. 

VaI.  Ye  have  given  me  too  much  Comfort, 

Mary.  S\\t  will  not  be  long  from  ye. 

Hyl.  Your  fair  Coufin  ? 

Val.  It  is  fo,  and  a.  Bait  you  cannot  balk,  Sir, 
If  your  old  Rule  reign  in  you,  ye  may  know  her. 

(  I )  HxL  A  happy  (lock  ye  have,  ri^hr  worthy  Lady, 
The  poorelt  ot  y.u"  Servants  vows  his  Duty 
And  obligM  Faith. 

Alary.  O  'tis  a  Kifs  you  would.  Sir, 
Take  ir,  and  tye  your  Tongue  up. 

Hyl.   I'm  an  Afs 
I  do  pcTceive  now,  a  blind  Afs,  a  Blockhead  ; 
For  this  is  Haiidfomr.efs,   this  that  chat  diaws  us 
Body  anil  Bones :  Oh  what  a  mounted  Forehead, 
What  Eyes  and  Lips,  what  every  thing  about  her? 
How  like  a  Swan  fhc  fwims  her  Pace,  and  bears 
Her  filver  Breath!   This  is  the  Woman,  (he, 
And  o;;ly  file,  that  I  will  fo  much  honour 
As  to  think  worthy  of  my  Love,  all  older  Idols 
I  heartily  abhor,   and  give  to  Gun-powder, 
And  all  Complexions  bcfides  hers,  to  Gypfies. 

Enter  Francis  at  one  Door^  and  Cellide  at  another. 

Val.  O  my  dear  LiTe,  my  better  Heart,  all  Dangers, 
Diftrefles  in  my  Travel,  all  Misfortunes, 
Had  they  been  endlefs  like  the  Hours  upon  me. 
In  this  Kifs  had  been  buried  in  Oblivion  ; 
How  happy  have  ye  made  me,  truly  happy .? 

(  I  )   A  huppy  flockye  ha--ve, ]     This  is  made  a  Continuation 

of  Valentine\  Speech,  by  an  OmilTion  of  Hjla^h  Name,  in  tUe  for- 
mer Editions, 
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Ceh  My  Joy  has  fo  much  over- manered  me. 
That  in  my  Tears  for  your  return- 

Val.  O  deareft  \ 
My  noble  Friend  too !  What  a  Blcflcdnefs 
Have  1  about  me  now  !  How  full  my  Wifhes 
Are  come  again,  a  thoufand  hearty  Welcomes 
I  once  more  lay  upon  ye  ;  all  I  have. 
The  fair  and  liberal  Ufe  of  all  my  Servants 
To  be  at  your  Command,  and  all  the  Ufes 
Of  all  within  my  Power. 

Fran.  Ye're  too  munificent. 
Nor  am  I  able  to  conceive  thofe  Thanks,  Sir. 

(  2 )  Val.  Ye  wrong  my  tender  Love  now.     Even  my 
Service, 
Nothing  excepted,  nothing  ftuck  between  us 
And  our  intire  Affections  but  this  Woman, 
This  I  befeech  ye  Friend. 

Fran.  Xt  is  a  Jewel, 
I  do  confefs,  would  make  a  Thief,  but  never 
Of  him  that's  fo  much  yours,  and  bound  your  Servant ; 
That  were  a  bafe  Ingratitude. 

Val.  Ye  are  Noble, 
'Pray  be  acquainted  with  her  ;  keep  your  way,  Sir, 
My  Coufm  and  my  Sifter. 

Alice,  Ye  are  moft  welcome; 

(2)  Val.  Ye  nurong  my  tender  Lo^je  nonu,  e^jen  fny  Service, 
Nothing  accepted,  nothing  fluck  bctiveen  us 
And  our  intire  Affeiliom  hut  this  Woman, '\  The  firll 
Line  is  very  obfcure  :  Whoever  confiders  the  Turn  oi  the  Period  will 
fee  that  it  is  not  to  be  joined  with  the  fecond,  as  if  his  Modcfly  would 
not  accept  his  Service.  It  is  evident  that  the  Word  accepted  is  a 
Corruption,  and  fhould  be  excepted.  There  are  two  Ways  of  folving 
the  Difficulty  of  the  firft  Line ;  either  by  making  it  no  more  than 
faying,  Te  'wrong  my  tender  Love  and  Service.  But  then  the 
enhancing  Particle  Even  is  fuperfluous.  J  therefore  turn  this  Particle 
into  a  Verb,  and  read, 

Te  lurong  my  tender  Love  novo.     Even  my  Service, 
Nothing  excepted,  l£c. 

i.  e.  Tou  /kail  he  ferved  equal  nvith  myfelf;  or  expe£i  a  Service 
rqualtothatnihichispaydtome.  The  ExprefTion  is,  I  allow,  ob- 
fcure, but  the  bell  Poets  arc  not  always  free  from  Obfcurity  ;  Brevity 
is  the  Soul  of  Poetry,  but  it  often  begets  Difficulties  of  Conftrudlion. 

Mary, 
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Mary.  If  any  thing  in  our  poor  Po.vers,  fair  Sir, 
To  renJcr  ye  Cont'/nr,  ancl  liberal  Welcome 
May  but  app.ir,  command  it. 

Alice.   Yf  f'-JI  find  us 
Happy  in  our  i\-rib'  -iiance. 

Fran.  The  poor  Servant 
Of  both  your  GoodneflTes  p"  efents  his  Service. 

Val.  Come,  no  more  Compliment  i  Cultoni  has  made  it 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious  ;  ye  are  once  more  welcome 
As  your  own  Thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the  fame  ever. 
And  fo  vveMl  in  to  ratifie  it. 

Hyl.  Hark  ye,  Valentine  : 
Is  wild  Oats  yet  come  over? 

Fal.  Yes,  with  me.  Sir. 

Mary.  How  docs  he  bear  himfelf? 

Val.  A  great  deal  better  ; 
Why  do  you  blufh  ?  The  Gentleman  will  do  well. 

Mary.   1  (hould  be  glad  on*(,  Sir. 

Val.  How  does  his  Father  ? 

Hyl.  As  mad  -a.  Worm  as  e'er  he  was. 

Val.  I  lookt  for*t  : 
Shall  we  enjoy  your  Company  ^ 

Hyl.   I'll  wait  on  ye: 
Only  a  Thought  or  two. 

Val.  We  bar  all  Prayers.  [Exeunt  all  hut  Hylas. 

HyL    This  laft  Wench !    Ay,  this  lall:  Wench  was  a 
fair  one, 
A  dainty  Wench,  a  right  one ;  a  Devil  take  it. 
What  do  I  ail  ?  To've  fifteen  now  in  liking. 
Enough  a  Man  would  think  to  flay  my  Stomach  ? 
But  what's  fifteen,  or  fifteen  Score  to  my  Thoughts? 
And  wherefore  are  mine  Eyes  made,  and  have  Lights, 
But  to  enrreafe  my  Objects  ?  This  laft  Wench 
Sticks  plaguy  clofe  to  me,  a  hundred  Pound 
I  were  as  clofe  to  her  ;  if  I  lov'd  now. 
As  many  fooliih  Men  do,  I  fhould  run  mad. 
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SCENE        II. 

Enter  Old  Stbaftian,  and  Launcelot. 

Seh.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your  French  Shrugs,  I  advife  you. 
If  you  be  loufy,  ihif:  yourfclf. 

Laun.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfliip. 
Seb.  Only  to  fee  my  Son,  my  Son,  good  Launcelot  j 
Your  Mafter  and  my  Sen  ;  Body  O  tije.  Sir, 
No  iVIony,  no  more  Mony,  Monfieur  Launcelot,^ 
Not  a  Denier,  fwect  Signior  ;  bring  the  Perfon, 
The  Perfon  of  my  Boy,  my  Boy  Tom^  Monfieur  ThomaSf 
Or  get  you  gone  again,  du  gata  whee^  Sir  » 
Bajfa  f?n  cu^  good  Launcelot  y  "jaletotc. 
My  Boy  or  nothing. 

Laun.  Then  to  anfwer  puncflually. 
Seb.   I  fay  to  th*  purpofe, 
Laun.  I'hen  I  fay  to  th'  purpofi:. 
Becaufe  your  Worfliip's  vulgar  Underflanding 
May  meet  me  at  the  nearefl ;  your  Son,  my  Mafter, 
Or  Monfieur  Thomas^  (for  fo  his  Travel  fliles  him  ) 
Through  many  foreign  Plots  that  Virtue  meets  with. 
And  Dangers  (I  befeech  ye  give  Attention) 
Is  at  the  lafl:  arriv*d,  to  ask 
(As  th'  French  Man  calls  it  fwectly  ) 
Your  Bsncdidion  dc  jour  en  jcur. 

Seb.   Sirrah,  ( 3 )  don*c  conjure  me  with  your  French 

Juries. 
Laun.   Che  ditt'a  voUy  Monfieur. 
Seb.  Che  doga  vou^  Rafcal  ; 
Leave  me  your  rotten  Language,  and  tell  me  plainly. 
And  quickly,  Sirrah,  left  1  crack  your  French  Crown. 
What  your  good  Malter  means  •,  I  have  maintain*d 

(3)     (tori't  conjure  me  ^jj'ith your  Fro: c/j  Fanes.  ]       The  old 

Man  net  undcrftanding  the  Expreirion  t/e  jour  en  jour,  repeats  the 
Englijh  Words  that  are  nearelt  it  in  Sound  ;  and  ;n  the  old  Quarto  of 
this  Play,  it  is  hard  to  diilinguilh  whecht-r  the  lai-t  Word  be  Juries 
or  Furies  ;  I  prefer  the  Former,  and  think  iht,  Sim'Iitude  of  Sounds 
more  in  Character  tiian  any  Allufion  between  the  Furies  and  Con- 
juration. 

You 
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You  and  your  Monficur,  as  I  take  ic,  Latinceht^ 
Thefe  two  Years  at  your  ditti  vous,  your  jours. 
Jour  me  no  more,  tor  not  another  Penny 
Shall  pafs  my  Purfe. 

LatfrJ.  Your  Woriliip  is  erroneous, 
For  as  I  told  you,    your  Son  f^om,  or  1'hcmas, 
My  Mafter  and  your  Son  is  now  arriv'd 
To  ask.  your  (as  our  Language  bears  it  neareft) 
Quotidian  Blefling,  and  he's  here  in  Perfon. 

Enler  Thomas, 

Seb.  What,  Tom!  Boy,  welcome  with  all  my  Heart, 
Boy 
Welcome,  'faith  thou  haft  gladded  me  at  Soul,  Boy, 
Infinite  glad  1  am.     1  have  pray'd  too,  T'bomas, 
For  you  wild  Thomas.     Tom,  1  thank  thee  heartily 
For  coming  home. 

Tbo.  Sir,  1  do  find  your  Prayers 
Have  much  prevail'd  above  my  Sins. 

Sel?.  How's  this  ? 

Tbo.  Elfe  certain  I  had  perifii'd  with  my  rudenefs, 
Ere  I  had  won  myfelf  to  that  Difcretion 
I  hope  you  fhall  hereafter  find. 

Self.  Humh,  humh, 
Difcretion  ?  Is  it  come  to  that  ?  The  Boy's  fpoil'd. 

Tbo.  Sirrah,  you  Rogue,  look  for't,  fori  will  make  thee 
Ten  times  more  milerable  than  thou  thought'ft  thyfelf 
Before  thou  travelTdft  ;  thou  haft  told  my  Father, 
I  know  it,  and  I  find  it,  all  my  Rogueries 
By  meer  way  of  prevention  to  undo  me. 

Lau?L  Sir,  as  I  fpeak  eight  Languages,  I  only 
Told  him  you  came  to  ask  his  Benedi(5tion, 
De  jour  en  jour. 

Tbo.  But  that  I  muft  be  civil, 
I'd  beat  thee  like  a  Dog.     Sir,  however 
The  Time  I  have  mifpent,  may  make  you  doubrfuf. 
Nay  harden  your  Belief  'gainft  my  Converfion' 

Seb.  A  Pox  o'  Travel,  I  fay. 

Tbo.  Yet,  dear  Father, 
Your  own  Experience  in  my  afier  Courfcs— 

Enter 
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Enter  Dorothea. 

Sch.  Prithee  no  more,  'tis  fcarvy  ;    there's  thy  Sifter- 
Undone  without  Redemption  ;  he  eats  with  Picks, 
Utterly  fpoil'd,  his  Spirit  baffled  in  him  : 
How  have  1  fin'd  that  this  Afflidion 
Should  light  fo  heavy  on  me  ?  Pve  no  more  Sons; 
And  this  no  more  mine  own,  no  fpark  of  Nature 
Allows  him  mine  now,  he's  grown  Tame  •,  my  grand  Curfe 
Hang  o'er  his  Head  that  thus  transform'd  thee :    Travel  ? 
I'll  fend  my  Horfe  to  travel  next  j  we  Monfieur-^" 
Now  will  my  moft  canonical  dear  Neighbours 
Say,  I  have  found  my  Son,  and  rcjoyce  with  me, 
Becaufe  he  has  mew'd  his  mad  Tricks  off:  I  know  not. 
But  I  am  fure  this  Monficur,  this  fine  Gentleman 
Will  never  be  in  my  Books  like  mad  Thomas^ 
1  mult  go  feek  an  Heir,  for  my  Inheritance 
Muft  not  turn  Secretary  ;  my  Name  and  Qiiality 
Has  kept  my  Land  three  hundred  Years  in  madnels. 
And  it  Hip  now,  may't  fmk.  [£"«'/•. 

Tho.  Excellent  Sifter, 
I'm  glad  to  fee  thee  well  ;  but  where's  thy  Father  ? 

Dor.  Gone  Difcontent,  it  fcems, 

Tho.  He  did  111  in  it. 
As  he  does  all  •,  for  I  was  uttering 
A  handfome  Speech  or  two,  I  have  been  ftudying 
E'er  fince  I  came  from  Paris.     How  glad  to  fee  thee  ! 

Dor.  I'm  gladder  to  fee  you,  with  more  Love  toa 
I  dare  maintain  it,  than  my  Father's  forry 
To  fee  (as  he  fuppofes)  your  Converfion  •, 
And  I  am  fure  he's  vext,  nay  more.  I  know  it, 
H'as  pray'd  againft  it  mainly  ;  but  it  appears,  Sir, 
You'd  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  Opinion 
Than  in  yourfelf  corre(5l  it :  Deareft  Brother, 
Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  Refcmblance, 
No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  Sexes  ; 
And  fince  one  happy  Birth  produc'd  us  hither, 
Let  one  more  happy  Mind — • 

no.  It  Ihall  be.   Sifter, 
For  I  can  do  it  when  I  lift  j  and  yet,  Wench, 

Be 
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Be  mad  too  wb«n  I  pleafe  •,  I  have  the  Trick  on*c  ; 
Beware  a  IVavellcr. 

Dor.  Leave  that  Trick  too. 

T^ho.  Not  for  the  World-,  but  wherc's  my  MilU'refs, 
And  prithee  fay  how  docs  (he  ?  I  melt  to  fee  her, 
And  prefently  :   I  muft  away. 

Dor.  Then  do  fo. 
For  o'  my  Faith  flie  will  not  fee  you,  Brother. 

tho.  Not  fee  me  ?  I'll 

Dor.  Now  you  play  your  true  fclf ; 
How  would  my  Father  love  this!  Pll  allure  you 
She  will  not  fee  you  -,  flie  has  heard  (and  loudly) 
The  Gambols  that  you  play'd  fince  your  departure. 
In  every  Town  ye  came,  your  feveral  Mifchiefs, 
Your  Rowfes  and  your  Wenches  -,  all  your  Quarrels, 
And  the  No-caufes  of 'cm  ;  thefe,  I  take  it, 
Although  flie  love  ye  well,  to  modeft  Ears, 
TNo  one  that  waited  for  your  Reformation, 
To  which  end  Travel  was  propounded  by  her  Uncle, 
Mufl:  needs,  and  Realbn  for  it,  be  examined. 
And  by  her  Modefty  -,  and  fear'd  too  light  too. 
To  fyle  with  her  Affedlions  j  ye  have  loft:  her 
For  any  thing  I  fee,  exil'd  yourfelf. 

'Tho.  No  more  of  that,  fweet  Doll^    I  will  be  civil. 
Dor.  But  how  long? 

"Tho.  Would'ft:  thou  have  me  lofe  my  Birth-right  ? 
For  yond  old  thing  will  difinherit  me 
If  I  grow  too  demure  •,  good  fweet  Doll,  prithee, 
Frithee,  dear  Sifter,  let  me  fee  her. 
Dor.  No. 

Tho.  Nay,  I  befeech  thee,  by  this  Light. 
Dor.  Ay,  fwagger. 

"Ibo    Kifs  me,  and  be  my  Friend,  we  two  were  Twins, 
And  fhall  we  now  grow  Strangers? 
Dor.  'Tis  not  my  Fault. 

Tho.  Well,  there  be  other  Women,  and  remember 
You,  you  were  the  Caufe  of  this  j  there  be  more  Lands  too, 
And  better  People  in  'em,  fare  ye  well. 
And  other  Loves  ;  what  fhall  become  of  me 
And  of  my  Vanities,  bccaufc  tliey  grieve  ye  ? 

Dor>. 


Monjieur    Thomas.  385 

t^or.  Come  hither,  come,  do  you  fee  that  Cloud  that 
flies  there  ? 
So  light  are  you,  and   blown  with  every  Fancy  : 
Will  ye  but  make  me  hope  ye  may  be  civil  ? 
I  know  your  Nature's  Iweet  enough,  and  tender. 
Not  grated  on,  nor  curb'd  :  D*  you  love  your  Miftrcfs  ? 

'J^ho.  He  lyes  that  fays  I  do  not. 

T>or.  Would  ye  fee   her  ? 

Iho.  If  you  pleafe,  for  it  mull  be  {o, 

"Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A  Thing  to  be  belovM  ? 

Tho,   Yes. 

Tior.  Change  then 
A  little  of  your  Wildnefs  into  Wifdom, 
And  put  on  a  more  Smoothncfs  ; 
I'll  do  the  bed  I  can  to  help  ye,  yet 
I  do  proteft  flie  fwore,  and  fwore  it  deeply,  [now  ? 

She  would  ne'er  fee  you  more  i  where's  your  Man's  Heart 
What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? 

Tbo.  She  is  a  Woman  : 
But  him  fhe  entertains  next  for  a  Servant, 
I  fliall  be  bold  to  quarter. 
s    Dor.  No  thought  of  Fighting  ; 
Go  in,  and  there  we*ll  talk  more  ;  be  but  rul*d. 
And  what  lies  in  my  Power,  yelTiall  be  fure  of.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Alice,  and  Mary. 

Alice.  He  cannot  be  fo  wild  ftill. 

Mary.  'Tis  mod  certain, 
I've  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  Truth. 

Alice.  Grant  all  that  •, 
Is  he  the  firlt  that  has  been  giv'n  a  loft  Mm, 
And  yet  come  fairly  home  ?     He's  young  and  tender. 
And  fit  for  that  Imprefllon  your  Affeftions 
Shall  ftamp  upon  him.    'Age  brings  on  Difcretion; 
A  Year  hence,  thefe  mad  Toys  that  now  poiTcfs  him 
Will  fhew  like  Bugbears  to  him.  Shapes  to  fright  him  ; 
Marriage  diflblves  all  thefe  like  Midi. 

Vol.  IV.  Bb  Mary, 
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Mary.  They're  grounded 
H  redkary  in  him,  from  his  Father, 
And  to  his  Grave  they'll  haunt  him. 

Alice    *Tis  your   Fear, 
Which  IS  a  wife  Part  in  you  \  yet  your  Love, 
However  you  may  feem  to  leflen  it 
"With  ihefe  Diflikes,  and  choak  it  with  thcfe  Errors, 
Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excufc  him. 
Ye  have  him  in  your  Heart,  and  planted,  Coufin, 
From  whence  the  Power  of  Reafon,  nor  Difcretion, 
Can  ever  root  him. 

Mary.  Planted  in  my  Heart,  Aunt  ? 
Believe  it  no,  I  never  was  fo  liberal ; 
What  though  he  fhew  a  fo-fo-comely  Fellow,  '^ 

Which  we  call  pretty  ?  Or  fay  it  may  be  handfom  ? 
What  though  his  Promifes  may  Humble  at 
The  Power  of  Goodnefs  in  him,  fometimcs  Ufe  too? 

A.'ice.  How  willingly  thy  Heart  betrays  thee  ?  Coufin, 
Cozen  thyfelf  no  more  5  thou'ft  no  more  Power 
To  leave  off  loving  him,  than  he  that's  thirfty 
Has  to  abftain  from  Drink  (landing  before  him  ; 
(4)  His  Mind  is  not  fo  monftrous.     For  his  Shape, 
If  I  have  Eyes,  I  have  not  feen  his  better. 
A  handfom  brown  Complexion. 

Mary.  Reafonable, 
Inclining  to  a  Tawny. 

Alice.   Had  I  faid  fo 
You  would  have  wifh'd  my  Tongue  out ;  then  his  making.' 

Mary.  Which  m  ly  be  mended ;  I  have  feenLegs  ftraighter, 
'And  cleaner  made. 

Alice.   \  Body  too. 

Mary.  Far  neater. 
And  better  fet  together. 

Alice.  God  forgive  thee. 
For  'gainft  thy  Confcience  thou  ly'ft  ftubbornly. 

Mary.  I  grant  'tis  neat  enough. 

Alice.  *Tis  excellent. 
And  where  the  outward  Parts  are  fair  and  lovely,  ^ 

(4)    His  Mind  is  not  fo  monjlroui  for  his  Shape  ;]  Former  Editioni. 

(Which 
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(  Which  are  but  Moulds  o'th'  Mind)  what  mufl:  the  Soul  be  ? 
Put  cafe  Youth  has  his  Twinge,  and  fiery  Nature 
FJames  to  mad  Ufcs  many  times. 

Mary.   All  this 
You  only  ufe  to  make  me  fay  I  love  him  ; 
I  do  confefs  1  do,  but  that  my  Fondnefs 
Should  fling  itfelf  upon  his  defperate  Follies. 

Alice.  I  do  not  counfcl  that,  fee  him  reclaim'd  firft, 
"Which  will  not  prove  a  Miracle,  yet  Mar)\ 
I  am  afraid  'twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  ftay  fo  long. 

Mary.  No,  no  Aunt,  no,  believe  me. 

yf//V<?.  What  was  your  Dream  to  Night  ?  For  I  obfcrv'd  ye 
Hugging  of  me,  with  good  dear  fweet  Tom. 

Mary.  Fie,  Aunt, 
Upon  my  Confcience. 

Alice.  On  my  Word  'tis  true.  Wench  ; 
And  then  ye  kifs'd  me,  Mary.,  more  than  once  too, 
And  figh*d,  and  O  fweet  Tom  again  ;  nay,  do  not  bluHi, 
Ye  have  it  at  the  Heart,  Wench. 

Miry.  I'll  be  hang'd  firfl:. 
But  you  muft  have  your  way. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Alice,  x'lnd  fo  will  you  too. 
Or  break  down  Hedges  for  it.     Dorothea, 
The  welcom'Il  Woman  living  ;  how  does  thy  Brother  ? 
I  hear  he*s  turn*d  a  wondrous  civil  Gentleman 
Since  his  (hort  Travel. 

Dor.  *Pray  Heav'n  he  make  it  good,  Alice. 

Mary.  How  do  ye  Friend  ?  I  have  a  quarrel  to  ye. 
Ye  ftole  away  and  left  my  Company. 

Dor.  O  pardon  me,  dear  Friend,  it  was  to  welcome  . 
A  Brother  that  I  have  fome  Ciufe  to  love  well. 

Mary.  Prithee  how  is  he?  Thou  fpeak'fl:  Truth. 

Dor.  Not  perfetfl, 
I  hope  he  will  be. 

Mary.  Never  :  H'as  forgot  me, 
I  hear  Wench,  and  his  hot  Love  too. 

Alice.  Thou  would'lt  howl  then. 

B  b  2  Mary, 
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Mary.  And  !  am  glad  it  (hould  be  fo  :  his  Travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  Miftrelles, 
Fairer  in  his  Eye  far. 

Ake.  O  cogging  Rafcal ! 

Mary.    I  was  a  Fool,  but  better  Thoughts,  I  thank 
Heav»n. 

Dor.   *Pray  do  not  think  fo,  for  he  loves  you  dearly. 
Upon  my  Troth  mod  firmly,  would  fain  fee  you. 

Mary.  See  me,  Friend  !  Do  you  think  it  fit? 

Dor.  It  may  be. 
Without  the  lofs  of  Credit  too  ;  he's  not 
Such  a  prodigious  Thing,  fo  monftrous. 
To  fling  from  all  Society. 

Mary.  He*s  fo  much  contrary 
To  my  Defires,  fuch  an  Antipathy, 
That  I  mull:  fooner  fee  my  Grave. 

Dor.  Dear  Friend, 
He  was  not  fo  before  he  went. 

Mary.  I  grant  it, 
For  then  I  daily  hop'd  his  fair  Converfion. 

Alice.  Come,  do  not  mask  yourfcif,  but  fee  him  freely. 
Ye  have  a  Mind. 

Mary.  That  Mind  I'll  matter  then. 

Dor.  And  is  your  Hate  fo  mortal? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  Perfon, 
But  to  his  Qualities,  his  Mad-cap  Follies, 
Wiiich  ftill  like  Hydra*s  Heads  grow  thicker  on  him. 
I  have  a  Credit,  Friend,  and  Maids  of  my  fort 
Love,  where  their  Modellies  may  live  untainted. 

Dor.  I  give  up  that  hope  then ;  'pray  for  your  Friend's 
fake, 
If  1  have  any  Interefl  within  ye, 
.Do  but  this  Courtefie,  accept  this  Letter. 

Mary.  From  him  ? 

Dor.  The  lame  ;  'tis  but  a  Minute's  reading. 
And  as  we  look  on  Shapes  of  painted  Devils, 
Which  ior  the  prefent  may  difturb  our  Fancy, 
But  with  the  next  new  Objed  lofe  'em,   fo 
Jf  this  be  foul,   ye  may  forget  it,  'pray. 

^ulry.  Have  ye  fcen  if,  Friend  ? 

Dor. 
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Dor.  I  will  not  lye  -,   I  have  nor. 
But  I  prefunie,  ib  much  he  honours  you. 
The  word  part  of  himlcjf  was  call  away 
"When  to  his  bcft  Part  he  writ  this. 

Mary.  For  yoiir  fake, 
Not  that  I  any  way  Ihall  like  his  Scribling. 

Alice.  A  fhrewd  difrcmbling  Quean. 

'Dor.  I  thank  ye,  dear  Friend, 
I  know  fhe  loves  him. 

Alice,  Yes,  and  will  not  lofe  him, 
Unlefs  he  leap  into  the  Moon,  beheve  that, 
And  then  flic'Jl  fcramble  too  •,  young  Wenches  Loves 
Are  like  the  courfe  of  Quartans,  they  may  fliift 
And  feem  to  ceafe  fometimes,  and  yet  we  fee 
The  leaft  Diflempcr  pulls  'cm  back  again, 
And  feats  Vm  in  their  old  Courfe  •,  fear  her  not, 
Unlefs  he  be  a  Devil. 

Mar,  Now  Heav'n  blefs  me. 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him. 

Dor.  Ha,  what  has  the  mad  Man  done? 

Mary.   Worfe,  worfe,  and  worfe  ftill. 

Alice.  Some  Northern  Toy,  a  little  broad. 

Mary.  Still  fouler  ? 
Hey.,  hey  Boys, goodnefs  keep  me  ■■,  Oh. 

Dor.   What  ail  ye  ? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  Spe'l  again,  it  burns  my  Fingers. 
Was  ever  Lover  writ  fo  fwcet  a  Letter, 
So  elegant  a  Stile  .?  Pray  look  upon'ti 
The  rarell  Inventory  of  rank  Oaths 
That  ever  Cut-purlc  cafl:. 

Alice.  What  a  mad  Bjy  is  this  ? 

Mary.  Only   i*th'  bottom 
A  little  Julip  gently  fprinkled  over 
I'o  cool  his  Mouth,  left  it  break  out  in  Bhfters, 
Indeed  law,  lours  for  ever. 

Dor.  [  am  foiry. 

Mary.  You  fliall  be  welcome  to  me,  come  when  you 
pleafe. 
And  ever  may  command  me  vertuoufly  3 

B  b  2  But 
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But  for  your  Brother,  you  muft  pardon  me, 

'Till  1  am  of  his  Nature,  no  Accefs,   Friend, 

No  word  of  Vifitacion,  as  ye  love  me, 

And  fo  for  now  I'll  leave  ye.  {Exit, 

Jlice.  What  a  Letter 
Has  this  thing  written,  how  it  roars  like  Thunder  ? 
With  what  a  State  he  enters  into  Stile? 
Dear  Miftrefs. 

Dor.  Out  upon  him,  Bedlam. 

jilice.    Well,  there  be  ways  to  reach  her  yet:     Such 
likenels 
As  you  two  carry,  methinks. 

jDor.  I  am  mad  too. 
And  yet  can  apprehend  ye  :  Fare  ye  well. 
The  Fool  fhall  now  fifh  for  himfclf. 

Alice.  Be  fure  then 
His  tewgh  be  tich  and  ftrong  ;  And  next  no  fwearing. 
He'll  catch  no  Fifh  elfe :  Farewel,  Dol. 

Dor.  Farewel,  Alice.  [Exeunt i 


A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Cellidc. 

Ql.  T  Ndeed  he  is  much  chang'd,  extremely  alter'd, 
j_  His  Colour  faded  ftrangely  too. 

Vnl.  The  Air, 
The  fharp  and  nipping  Air  of  our  new  Climate 
1  hope  is  all,  which  vvill  as  well  reftore 
To  Health  again  th'  aTe-^ed  Body  by  it, 
And  make  it  ftronger  far,  as  leave  it  dangerous  ; 
How  does  my  Sweet,  our  blefled  hour  comes  on  now 
Apace  my  Cellidey  it  knocks  at  Door  ; 
In  which  our  Toves,  and  long  Defires  like  Rivers 
llifing  afunder  far,  fhall  fall  together, 
Within  thefe  two  Days,  Dear. 

Cel.  When  Heav'n,  and  you,  Sir, 
SIkiII  think  it  fit :   For  by  your  Wills  I'm  govern*d. 

A/ice.  'Twere  good  fome  preparation, 

£fjter 


Monfiettr  Thomas.  391 

Enter  Francis, 

Val.  All  that  may  be  : 
It  (hall  be  no  blind  Wedding  :  And  'all  the  Joy 
Of  all  our  Friends  I  hope  :  He  looks  worfe  hourly  ; 
How  does  my  Friend,  myfelf ?  He  fwcats  too  coldly. 
His  Pulfe,  like  the  (low  dropping  of  a  Spour, 
Scarce  gives  his  Fundlion :  How  is't  Man  ?  Alas,  Sir, 
You  look  extreme  ill :  Is  it  any  old  Grief, 
The  weight  of  which' 

Fran,  None,  gentle  Sir,  that  I  feel, 
Your  Love  is  too  too  tender. 
Nay,  believe,  Sir. 

Cel.  You  cannot  be  the  Mafter  of  your  Health, 
Either  fome  Fever  lies  in  wait  to  catch  ye, 
"Whofe  Harbingers  already  in  your  Face 
We  fee  preparing :  Or  fome  Difcontent, 
Which  if  it  lie  in  this  Houfe,  I  dare  fay 
Both  for  this  noble  Gentleman,  and  all 
That  live  within  it,   fhall  as  readily 
Be  purg*d  away,  and  with  as  much  care  foften'd, 
And  where  the  Caufe  is. 

Fran.  'Tis  a  Joy  to  be  ill, 
Where  fuch  a  virtuous  fair  Phyfician 
Is  ready  to  relieve  :   Your  noble  Cares 
I  muft,  and  ever  (hall  be  thankful  for. 
And  would  my  Service —  (I  dare  not  look  upon  her) 
But  be  not  fearful,  I  feel  nothing  dangerous, 
A  grudging  caus'd  by  th*  Alteration 
Of  Air,  may  hang  upon  me  :  My  Heart's  whole, 
(  I  would  it  were). 

Val.  I  knew  the  Caufe  to  be  fo. 

Fran.  No,  you  fhall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  Broths 
To  purge  the  Blood,  and  keep  your  Bed  a  Day,  Sir, 
And  fweat  it  out. 

Cel.  I  have  fuch  Cordials, 
That  if  you  will  but  promife  me  to  take 'em. 
Indeed  you  ihall  be  well,  and  very  quickly, 
I'll  be  your  Doctor,  you  (liall  fee  how  finely 

B  b  4  I'll 
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I'll  fetch  ye  up  again, 

Val.  He  fweats  extremely  : 
Hot,  very  hot :  His  Pulfe  beats  like  a  Drum  now. 
Feel  Sifter,  feel,  feel  Sweet. 

Fran.  How  that  touch  ftung  me  ? 

Val.  My  Gown  there. 

Ol.  And  thofe  Julips  in  the  Window. 

jllicg.  Some  fee  his  Bed  made. 

Val.  This  is  moft  unhappy. 
Take  courage  Man,  'tis  nothing  but  an  Ague. 

Cel.  And  this  fliall  be  the  laft  Fit, 

Fran.  Not  by  Thoufands : 
Now  what,  'tis  to  be  truly  mifcrable, 
I  feel  at  full  Experience. 

Alice.  He  grows  fainter. 

Val.  Come,  lead  him  in,  he  fliall  to  Bed :  A  Vomit, 
ril  have  a  Vomit  for  him. 

Alice.  A  Purge  firft. 
And  if  he  breath'd  a  Vein. 

Val  No,  no,  no  Bleeding, 
A.Clyfter  will  cool  all. 

Cel.  Be  of  good  chear.  Sir. 

Alice.  He's  loth  to  fpeak. 

CeL  How  hard  he  holds  my  Hand,  Aunt  ? 

Alice.  1  do  not  like  that  Sign, 

Val.  Away  to's  Chamber, 
3oftly,  he's  full  of  Pain,  be  diligent 
With  all  the  Care  yc  have  :  Would  I  had  'fcus'd  him. 

[^Exeuni, 

SCENE       II. 

Enter  Dorothea,  and  Thomas, 

Vor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me  ?  Do  I  dwell  in  her 
To  force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ?  Your  Letter, 
A  Wild-fire  on  your  Letter  ;  your  fweet  Letter ; 
You  are  fo  learned  in  your  Writs  :  Ye  ftand  now 
As  if  y'  had  worried  Sheep  :  You  muft  turn  Tippet, 
And  fuddenly,  and  truly,  and  difcreetly 
V^ii  on  the  Shape  of  Order  and  Humanity, 

Or 
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Or  you  mufl:  marry  Malkyn  the  May  Lady  : 
You  muft,  dear  Brother :  Do  you  make  me  Carrier 
Of  your  Confound- me*s,  and  your  Cuiverings  ? 
Am  I  a  feemly  Agent  for  your  Oaths  ? 
Who  would  have  writ  fuch  a  debofh*d  ? 

Tho.  Your  Patience, 
May  not  a  Man  profefs  his  Love  ? 

Dor.  In  Blafphemics  ? 
Rack  a  Maid's  tender  Ears,  with  Dams  and  Devils  ? 

( 5 )  Out,  out  upon  thee. 

T'ho.  How  would  ye  have  me  write  ? 
Begin — with  my  Love  premifed  ?  furely^ 
And  by  my  truly ^  Mijlrefs. 

Dor.  Take  your  own  courfe. 
For  I  fee  all  Perfuafion's  loft  upon  ye  : 
Humanity,  all  drown'd  :  From  this  Hour  fairly 
rjl  wafh  my  Hands  of  all  ye  do  :  Farewel,  Sir. 

Tbo.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Dor.  No,  if  I  were,  dear  Brother, 
1  would  keep  you  Company  :  Get  a  new  Miftrefs, 

(6)  Some  Suburb  Saint,  that  Six-pence  and  fome  Oaths 
Will  draw  to  parley  :  Carowfe  her  Health  in  Cans 
And  Candles  Ends,  and  quarrel  for  her  Beauty, 

Such  a  Sweetheart  muft  ferve  your  turn  ;  your  old  Love 

Releafes  ye  of  all  your  Ties,  difclaims  ye, 

And  utterly  abjures  your  Memory 

"Till  Time  has  better  manag*d  ye,  will  ye  command  me— ^ 

Ty&o.  What,   bobb'd  of  all  fides? 

Dor.  Any  worthy  Service 
Unto  my  Father,  Sir,  that  I  may  tell  him. 
Even  to  his  peace  of  Heart,  and  much  rejoicing. 
Ye  are  his  true  Son  ^om  ftill  ?  will  it  pleafe  ye 

{  5  )  Tho.  Out,  cut  upon  thee.']  This  feems  the  Conclufion  of  Doro- 
theas Speech,  noc  the  Beginning  of  'Thomai'i,  whofe  Stile  widely 
differs  from  this. 

(6)   Some  Suburb  Saint,  that  Six-pence  and  fame  others 

IVill  draiv  to  parley  : ]     The  Necefnty  of  reading  Oaths 

here  inilead  of  others  is  too  evident  to  need  a  Proof.  The  Millakep.c- 
bably  arofe  from  fpelling  Oaths  witli  an  Othcs,  which  I  have  ohen 
^ei  with  in  our  Authors,  aod  in  other   Writitgs  of  their  Age. 

To 
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To  beat  fome  half  a  Dozen  of  his  Servants  prefently, 
That  I  may  teftifie  you  have  brought  the  fame  Faith 
Unblemifh'd  home,  ye  carried  out  ?  Or  if  it  like  you. 
There  be  two  Chambermaids  within,  young  Wenches, 
Handfom  and  apt  for  Exercife :  You  have  been  good.  Sir, 
And  Charitable,  though  I  fay  it.  Seigneur, 
To  fuch  poor  Orphans :  And  now,  by  th'  way  I  think  on't 
Your  young  Rear  Admiral,  I  mean  your  laft  Baftard 
Don  John,  ye  had  by  Lady  Blanch  the  Dairy  Maid, 
Is  by  an  Academy  of  learned  Gypfies, 
Forefeeing  fome  ftrange  Wonder  in  the  Infant, 
Stoln  from  the  Nurfe,  and  wanders  with  thofe  Prophets. 
There  is  Plate  in  the  Parlour,  and  good  ftore.  Sir, 
(7)  When  you  want,  fhall  fupply  it.     So  moft  humbly 
(Firft  rendring  my  due  Service)  I  take  leave.  Sir.      [Exit. 
Tho.  Why  Doll,  why  DM  I  fay :  My  Letter  fubb'd  too. 
And  no  accefs  without  1  mend  my  Manners? 
All  my  Defigns  in  Limbo?   I  will  have  her. 
Yes,  1  will  have  her,  though  the  Devil  roar. 
I  am  rcfolv'd  that,  if  fhe  live  above  Ground, 
I'll  not  be  bob'd  I'th'  Nofe  with  every  Bobtail : 
I  will  be  civil  too,  now  I  think  betters. 
Exceeding  civil,   wondrous  finely  carried: 
And  yet  be  mad  upon  occafion, 
And  ftark  mad  too,  and  fave  my  Land :  My  Father, 
I'll  have  my  Will  of  him,  how  e'er  my  Wench  goes. 

[Exit, 
Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Launcelot. 

Seh,  Sirrah,  I  fay  ft  ill  you  have  fpoil'd  your  Mafter :  leave 
your  Stitches : 
I  fay  thou  haft  fpoil'd  thy  Mafter. 

Laun.  I  fay  how.  Sir? 

Seb.  Marry  thou'ft  taught  him  like  an  arrant  Rafcal, 
Firft  to  read  perfectly  :  Which  on  my  Blefling 
I  warn'd  him  from  ;  for  I  knew  if  he  read  once. 
He  was  a  loft  Man.     Secondly,  Sir  Launceloty 
Sir  lowfie  Launcelot,  ye  have  fuffer'd  him 
Againft  my  Power  firft,  then  againft  my  Precept, 

f-)  When  your  ^zaX'iJhallfufffyit.']  Former  Editions. 

To 
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To  keep  that  fimpcring  fort  of  People  company. 
That  lober  Men  call  civil :  Mark  ye  that.  Sir  ? 

Laun.  And't  pleale  your  Worfliip. 

Seb    It  does  not  pleafe  my  Worlhip, 
Nor  (hall  not  pleale  my  Worfliip  :  Thirdly  and  laftly. 
Which  if  the  Law  were  here,  I  would  hang  thee  for, 
(However  I  wiil  lame  thee)  like  a  Villain, 
Thou  haft  wrought  him 
Clean  to  forget  what  'tis  to  do  a  Mifchief, 
A  handfom  Mifchief,  fuch  as  thou  knew'fl  I  lov'd  well. 
My  Servants  all  are  found  now,  my  Drink  fowr*d. 
Not  a  Horfe  pawn'd,  nor  p]ay'd  away:  No  VV^arrants 
Come  for  the  Breach  of  Peace. 

Men  travel  with  their  Mony,  and  nothing  meets  'em : 
1  was  accurs*d  to  fend  thee,  thou  wert  ever 
Leaning  to  Lazinefs,  and  lofs  of  Spirit, 
Thou  flept'ft  llili  like  a  Cork  upon  the  Water. 

Laun.  Your  Worfliip  knows,  I  ever  was  accounted 
The  mofl:  debofli'd,  and  pleafe  you  to  remember. 
Every  Day  drunk  too,  for  your  Worfliip's  Credit^ 
1  broke  the  Butler's  Head  too. 

Seb.  No,  (8)  bafe  Pal  Hard, 
I  do  remember  yet  that  Onflaught,  thou  waft  beaten, 
And  fled'ft  before  the  Butler  ;  a  black  Jack 
Playing  upon  thee  furioufly,  I  faw  ic  : 
I  faw  thee  fcatter'd  Rogue,  behold  thy  Mafter. 

Enter  Thomas,  with  a  Book. 

7'bo.  What  fweet  Content  dwells  here ! 

Laun.  Put  up  your  Book,  Sir, 
We  are  all  undone  elfe. 

Seb.  'Tom^  when  is  the  Horfe- race  ? 

*Tho.  I  know  not.  Sir. 

Seb.  You  will  be  there? 

Tho.  Not  I,  Sir, 
I  have  forgot  thofe  Journeys. 

Seb.  SpoilM  for  ever. 
The  Cocking  holds  at  Derby,  and  there  will  be 

(8)    Bafc    Palliard,]      PalliarJ,    a  Debauchee^    a  Wkore-majler % 
from  the  French,  Shinner, 

Jack 
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Jack  IVild-oats^  and  Will  Purfer. 

TTjo.  I  am  forry.  Sir, 
They  fhould  employ  their  Time  fo  flenderly. 
Their  Undcrftandings  will  bear  better  Couri'es. 

Seb.  Yes,  I  will  marry  again  :  But  Monfieur  Thomas, 
What  fay  ye  to  the  Gentleman  that  challeng'd  ye 
Before  he  went,  and  the  Fellow  ye  fell  out  with  ? 

Tho.  O  good  Sir, 
Remember  not  thofe  Follies  •,  where  I  have  wrong'd,  Sir, 
(So  much  I*ve  now  learn'd  to  difcern  mylHt) 
My  Means,  and  my  Repentance  fhall  make  even, 
Nor  do  I  think  it  any  Imputation 
To  let  the  Law  perfuade  me. 

Seb.  Any  Woman  : 
I  care  not  of  what  Colour,  or  Complexion, 
Any  that  can  bear  Children  :  Reft  ye  merry.  \_Exitv 

Laun.  Ye  have  utterly  undone,  clean  difcharg'd  me, 
I'm  for  the  ragged  Regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  Languages, 
And  wither  at  an  old  Man's  Words  ? 

Laun.  O  Pardon  me. 
I  kno\^  him  but  too  well :  Eightfcore  I  take  it 
Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 
I'll  give  him  leave  to  break  a  Leg,  and  thank  him : 
You  might  have  fav'd  all  this,  and  fworn  a  little : 
What  had  an  Oath  or  two  been  ^  Or  a  Head  broke. 
Though  'thad  been  mine,  to  have  fatistied  the  old  Man  ? 

Tho,  I'll  break  it  yet. 

Laun.  Now  'tis  too  late,  I  take  it : 
Will  ye  be  drunk  to  Night,  (a  lefs  Intreaty 
Has  ferv'd  your  turn )  and  fave  all  yet  ^  Not  mad  drunk, 
For  then  ye  are  the  Devil,  yet  the  drunker. 
The  better  for  your  Father  ftill :  Your  State  is  defperate, 
And  with  a  defperate  Cure  ye  muft  recover  it : 
Do  fomething,  do  Sir  :  Do  fome  drunken  Thing, 
Some  mad  Thing,  or  fome  any  Thing  to  help  us. 

Tho,  Go  for  a  Fidler  then  :  The  poor  old  Fidler 
That  fays  his  Songs :  But  firft  where  lies  my  Miftrefs, 
Did  ye  enquire  out  that  ? 

Laun, 
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Laun.  I'th'  Lodge,  alone  Sir, 
None  but  her  own  Attendants. 

Tbo.  *Tis  the  happier  : 
Away  then,  find  this  Fidler,  and  do  not  mifs  mc 
By  nine  a  Clock. 

Latm.  yia.  [Exit. 

Tho.  My  Father's  mad  now, 
And  ten  to  one  will  difinherit  me: 
I'll  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merry. 
What,  Rihabald? 

Enter  Hylaa  and  Sam. 

Hyl.  Don  thomafto. 
De  bene  veneiv. 

Tho.  I  do  embrace  your  Body : 
How  do*ft  thou,  Sam  ? 

Sam.  The  fame  Sam  flill  :  Your  Friend,  Sir. 
^ho.  And  how  is*t,  bouncing  Boys? 
Hyl.  Thou  art  not  alter*d. 
They  faid  thou  wert  all  Monjieur. 

T'ho.  O  believe  it, 
I  am  much  alter'd,  much  ani^ther  way  : 
The  civiTft  Gentleman  in  all  your  Country  : 
Do  not  ye  fee  me  alter*d  ?  Tea  and  nay.,  Gentlemen, 
A  much  converted  Man  :  Where's  the  bed  Wine,  Boys? 
Hyl.  A  found  Convertite. 
'Tho.  What,  haft  thou  made  up  Twenty  yet  ? 
Hyl.  By'r  Lady, 
I've  giv'n  a  fhrewd  pufh  at  it,  for  as  I  take  it. 
The  iaft  I  fell  in  Love  with,  fcor'd  fixteen. 

Tho.  Look  to  your  Skin,  i?<2OT^tf/Jo,  the  fleeping  Giant 
Will  rowze  and  rend  thee  piece-meal, 

Sam.  He  ne'er  perceives  'em 
Longer  than  looking  on. 

Tho.  Thou  never  meanefl:  then 
To  marry  any  that  thou  lov'ft  ? 

Hyl.  No  furely, 
Nor  any  wife  Man  I  think  \  Marriage  .^ 
Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  a  Prentice, 
And  karn  to  cobble  other  Mens  old  Boots? 

Sam. 
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Sam.  Why,  you  may  take  a  Maid. 

Hyl.  Where?  Can  you  tell  me? 
Or  it  'twere  poffible  1  might  get  a  Maid, 
To  what  Ufe  fhouid  I  put  her?  Look  upon  her. 
Dandle  her  upon  my  Knee,  and  give  her  Sugar-fops? 
All  the  new  Gowns  i'th'  Parifli  will  not  pleafe  her, 
If  ihe  be  high  bred,  for  there's  the  Sport  fhe  aims  at. 
Nor  all  the  Feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

1'ho.  Then  take  a  Widow, 
A  good  ftanch  Wench,  that's  tith. 

Hyl.  And  begin  a  new  Order, 
Live  in  a  dead  Man's  Monument ;  not  I,  Sir, 
I'll  keep  mine  own  Road,  a  true  Mendicant ; 
What  Pleafure  this  Day  yields  me,  I  ne'er  covet 
To  lay  up  for  the  Morrow  ;  and  methinks  ever 
Another  Man's  Cook  drefles  my  Diet  neatcft. 

Tho.   Thou  waft  wont  to  love  old  Women,  fat  and 
flat-nos'd. 
And  thou  would'ft  fay  they  kifs'd  like  Flounders,  flat 
All  the  Face  over. 

Hyl.  I  have  had  fuch  Damfels 
I  muft  confefs. 

^ho.  Thou  haft  been  a  precious  Rogue. 

Sam.  Only  his  Eyes ;  and  o'  my  Confcience 
They  lie  with  half  the  Kingdom. 

Enter  over  the  Stage,  Phyficians  and  others, 

Tho.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Whither  go  all  thefe  Men- menders,  thefe  Phyficians.^ 
Whofe  Dogs  lies  fick  o'th'  Mulligrubs? 

Sam.  O,  the  Gentleman, 
The  young  fmug  Seignior,   Matter  Falentme 
Brought  out  of  Travel  with  him,  as  I  hear. 
Is  fain  fick  o'th  fudden,  defperate  fick  j 
And  likely  they  go  thither. 

'Tho.  Who?  young  Frank? 
The  only  temper'd  Spirit,  Scholar,  Soldier, 
Courtier  i  and  all  in  one  Piece?  'tis  not  pofllble. 
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Enter  Alice. 

Sam.  There's  one  can  better  fatisfie  you.^ 

^ho,  Miftrcfs  Mce^ 
I  joy  to  fee  you.  Lady. 

Alice.  Good  Monfieur  Thomas, 
You're  welcome  from  your  Travel ;  I  am  hafty, 
A  Gentleman  lies  fick.  Sir. 

Tho.  And  how  doft  thou  ? 
I  muft  know,  and  I  will  know. 

Alice.  Excellent  well. 
As  well  as  may  be,  thank  ye. 

Tho.  I  am  glad  on't. 
And  prithee  hark. 

Alice.  I  cannot  (lay. 

Iho.  A  while,  Alice. 

Sam.  Ne'er  look  fo  narrowly,  th*  mark's  i'  her  Mouth 
ftill. 

Hyl  I'm  looking  at  her  Legs,  prithee  be  quiet. 

Alice.  I  cannot  ftay. 

Tho.  O  fweet  Alice. 

Hyl.  A  clean  Inftep, 
(  9 )  And  that  I  love  as  Life,  I  did  not  mark 
This  Woman  half  fo  well  before,  how  quick 
And  nimble  like  a  Shadow,  there  her  Leg  fhew'd  ;' 
By  th'  Mafs  a  neat  one,  the  colour  of  her  Stocking, 
A  much  inviting  Colour. 

Alice.  My  good  Monfieur, 
I  have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Hyl.  Pretty  Breeches, 
Finely  becoming  too. 

Tho.  By  Heav'n. 

Alice.  She  will  not, 
I  can  affure  ye  that,  and  fo. 

^ho.  But  this  Word. 

(9)  And  that  I  lo've  a  Life, ]  I  don't  difcard  this  as  Nonfenfir, 

a  Life,  for  all  my  Life  long,  or  iot  a  great  aeal,  might  poffibly  be 
admitted;  but  'tis  moft  ,  robable  that  the  Authors  made  ufe  of  a  com- 
mon Expreflion  rather  than  fo  abftrufe  a  one,  unlefs  the  latter  hap- 
pened to  be  a  Phrafe  of  that  Age  now  become  obfolcte, 

Alice. 
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Alice.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not — good  Lord.       [Exit» 

Hyl.  Well,  you  fhall  hear  more  from  me. 

^ho.  We'll  go  vifit, 
•Tis  Charity  -,   befides,  I  know  (he  is  there  ; 
And  under  Vifitation  I  fhall  fee  her  i 
Will  ye  along? 

Hyl.  By  any  Means. 

Tho.  Be  fure  then 
I  be  a  civil  Man  :  I've  fport  in  hand,  Boys, 
Shall  make  Mirth  for  a  Marriage-day. 

Hyl.  Away  then.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    III. 

EMer  three  Phyftciam  with  an  UrinaU 

1  Phy.  A  PJeurifie,  I  fee  it. 

2  Phy.  I  rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  Cordis. 

3  Phy.  Do  you  mark  the  FcBces  f 
'Tis  a  moft  peftilent  contagious  Fever, 

A  Surfeit,  a  plaguy  Surfeit  j  he  mufl:  bleed. 
I  Phy.  By  no  means. 
3  Phy.  I  fay  bleed. 

1  Phy.  I  fay  'tis  dangerous  j 

The  Perfon  being  fpent  fo  much  before-hand. 
And  Nature  drawn  fo  low,  Clyfters,  cool  Clyfters. 

2  Phy.  Now  with  your  Favours,  I  fhould  think  a  Vomit } 
For  take  away  the  Caufe,  the  Effed:  muft  follow. 

The  Stomach's  foul  and  furr'd,  (lo)  the  Pot's  unclean'd  yet* 

3  Phy.  No,  no,  we'll  redlify  that  Part  by  mild  Means, 
Nature  fo  funk  muft  find  no  Violence. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Will't  pleafe  ye  draw  near  ?  the  weak  Gentleman 
Grows  worfe  and  worfe  ft  ill. 

(lo)  the  P(7/' J  unflam'd  >•/?/.]      The  Stomach  by  a  coarfe 

Metaphor  is  here  call'd  the  Pot,  but  a»/?«;wV  (hould  either  bcenJ^am'J 
or  unclean^d ;  the  former  is  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters,  the  latter 
makes  the  Metaphor  more  confident,  and  is  the  more  common  Expref- 
fion.    1  prefer  the  latter,  but  think  it  not  material  which  takes  place. 

1  Phy. 
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1  Phy,  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2  Phy.  He  fhall  do  well,  my  Friend. 
Serv.  My  Mafter's  Love,  Sir. 

I  Phy.   Excellent  well  I  warrant  thee,  right  and  (Iraighr. 

Friend. 
%  P/^.  There's  no  doubt  in  him,  none  at  al!,ne'er  fear  him. 

[Exeunl, 

SCENE         IV. 

E/Jier  Valentine,  aj2d  Michael. 

Mich.  That  he  is  defpcrate  Tick  I  do  believe  well. 
And  that  without  a  fpeedy  Cure  it  kills  him  ; 
But  that  it  lies  within  the  help  of  Phyfick 
Now  to  reftore  his  Health,  or  Art  to  cure  him. 
Believe  it  you  are  cozen*d  ;  clean  befide  it. 
l\\  tell  ye  the  true  Caufe  too,  but  'twould  vex  ye. 
Nay,  run  ye  mad. 

Val.  May  all  I  have  reftore  him  ? 
So  dearly  and  fo  tenderly  I  love  him, 
I  do  not  know  the  Caufe  why,  yea  my  Life  too. 

Afich.  Now  I  perceive  ye  fo  well  fet,  I'll  tell  you, 
Hd  mihi  quod  nullis  Amor  ejl  7?icdicabUis  herhis. 

Val.  'Twas  that  I  only  fear'd  :  Good  Friend  go  from  me, 
I  find  my  Heart  too  full  for  further  Conference  i 
You  are  aflur'd  of  this  ? 

Alich.  'Twill  prove  too  certain, 
But  bear  it  nobly,  Sir,  Youth  hath  his  Errors. 

Val.  I  (hall  do,  and  I  thank  ye  -,  'pray  yc  no  Words  on't. 

Mich.  I  do  not  ufe  to  talk,  Sir.  [^Exit, 

Val.  Ye  are  welcome  : 
Is  there  no  Conftancy  in  earthly  Things, 
No  Happinefs  in  us,  but  what  muft  alter  ? 
No  Life  without  the  heavy  Load  of  Fortune  ? 
What  Miferies  we  are,  and  to  ourfelves, 
Ev*n  then  when  full  Content  feems  to  fit  by  us. 
What  daily  Sores  and  Sorrows  ? 

Enter  Alice. 

Mce.  O  dear  Brother, 

Vol.  IV.  C  c  The 
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The  Gentleman  if  ever  you  will  fee  him  * 

Alive,  as  I  think. 

Enter  Cellide. 

Cel.  O  he  faints,  for  HeavVs  fake. 
For  Heav'n*s  fake.  Sir. 

Vat.  Go  comfort  him,  dear  Sifter.  \Ei(it  Alice. 

And  one  Word,  Sweet,  with  you  :  Then  we'll  go  to  him. 
What  think  you  of  this  Gentleman  ? 

Cel.  My  Pity  thinks.  Sir, 
*Tis  great  Misfortune  that  he  fhould  thus  perifli. 

Vd.  It  is  indeed,  but  Cellide^  he  muft  die. 

Cel.  That  were  a  Cruelty,  when  Care  may  cure  him. 
Why  do  you  weep  fo,  Sir.'*  He  may  recover. 

Vol.  He  may,  but  with  much  danger ;  my  fweet  Cellide^ 
You  have  a  powerful  Tongue. 

Cel.  To  do  you  Service, 

Vol.  1  will  betray  his  Grief;  he  loves  a  Gentlewoman, 
A  Friend  of  yours,  whofe  Heart  another  holds, 
He  knows  it  too;  yet  fuch  a  fway  blind  Fancy, 
And  his  not  daring  to  deliver  it, 
Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  muft  undo  him: 
Never  fo  hopeful  and  fo  fweet  a  Spirit 
Misfortune  fell  fo  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  ftie*s  hard-hearted. 
That  can  look  on  and  not  relent,  and  deeply. 
At  fuch  a  Mifery  ;  llie  is  not  married  ? 

Vol.  Not  yet. 

Cel.  Nor  near  it  ? 

Val.  When  ftie  pleafe. 

Cel.  And  pray.  Sir, 
Does  he  deferve  her  truly,  that  fhe  loves  fo  ? 

Val.  His  Love  may  merit  much,  his  Perfon  little. 
For  there  the  Match  lies  mangled. 

Cel.  Is  he  your  Friend  ? 

Val.  He  Ihould  be,  for  he  is  near  me, 

Cd.  Will  not  he  die  then, 
When  th*  other  fhall  recovei*  ? 

Val.  Ye  have  pos'd  me. 

Cel.  Methinks  he  fhould  go  near  it,  if  he  love  her ; 

If 
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If  Ihe  love  him. 

Val.  She  does,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  *Tis  a  hard  task  you  put  nie;  yet  for  your  fake 
I  will  fpeak  to  her,  ail  the  Art  I  have  ; 
My  belt  Endeavours  ;  all  his  Youth  and  Perfon, 
His  Mind  more  full  of  Beauty  ;  all  his  Hopes  j 
The  Memory  of  fuch  a  fad  Example, 
III  fpoken  of,   and  never  old  ;  the  Curfes 
Of  loving  Maids,  and  what  may  bealledg'd, 
I'll  lay  before  her:  What's  her  Name?  Tm  readjr. 

Val.  But  will  you  deal  effedually  ? 

Cel.  Moft  truly  ; 
Nay,  were  it  I  myfelf,  at  your  Entreaty. 

Val.  And  could  ye  be  fo  pitiful  ? 

Cel.  So  dutiful ; 
Bt^caufe  you  urge  it,  Sir. 

Fal.  It  may  be  then 
It  is  yourfelf. 

Cel.  It  is  indeed,  I  know  it. 
And  now  know  how  ye  love  me. 

Fal.  O  my  Deareft, 
Let  but  your  Goodnefs  judge  ;  your  own  part's  Pity  ; 
Set  but  your  Eyes  on  his  Afflictions; 
He's  mine,  and  fo  becomes  your  Charge  :  But  think 
What  Ruin  Nature  fuffers  in  this  young  Man, 
What  Lofs  Humanity,  and  noble  Manhood  ; 
Take  to  your  better  Judgment  my  declining. 
My  Age  hung  full  of  Impotence,  and  Ills, 
My  Body  budding  now  no  more:  Seer  Winter 
Hath  feai*d  that  Sap  up,  at  the  btft  and  happiefl; 
I  can  but  be  your  Infant,  you  my  Nurfe, 
And  how  unequal,   Dearell  *,  where  his  Years, 
His  Sweetncfs,  and  his  ever  Spring  of  Goodncls, 
My  Fortunes  growing  in  him,  and  myfelf  too. 
Which  makes  him  all  your  old  Love;  mifconceive nor, 
I  fay  not  this  as  weary  of  my  Bondage, 
Or  ready  to  infringe  my  Faith  ;  bear  witnefs, 
Thofe  Eyes  that  1  adore  Hill,  thofe  Lamps  that  light  me. 
To  all  the  Joy  I  have. 

Cel.  You've  faid  enough.  Sir, 

C  c  2  A^^ 
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And  more  than  e'er  I  thought  that  Tongue  could  utter, 
But  you*re  a  Man,  a  falfe  Man  too. 

Val  Dear  Cellide. 

Cel.  And  now,  to  fhew  you  that  I  am  a  Woman 
RobbM  of  her  Reft,  and  fool'd  out  of  her  Fondnefs, 
The  Gentleman  fhall  live,  and  if  he  love  me. 
Ye  fhall  be  both  my  Triumphs  •,  I  will  to  him. 
And  as  you  carelefly  fling  off  your  Fortune, 
And  now  grow  weary  of  my  eafie  winning. 
So  will  I  lofe  the  Name  of  Valentine ^ 
From  henceforth  all  his  Flatteries,  and  believe  it. 
Since  ye've  fo  flightly  parted  with  Affc6tion, 
And  that  Affedion  you  have  pawn'd  your  Faith  for  -, 
From  this  Hour  no  Repentance,  Vows  nor  Prayers 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again  j  what  I  ihall  do, 
(Yet  I  will  undertake  his  Cure,  expedt  it) 
Shall  minifter  no  Comfort,  no  Content 
To  either  of  ye,  but  hourly  more  Vexations. 

Val.  Why,  let  him  die  then. 

Cel.  No,  fo  much  I  have  loved 
To  be  commanded  by  you,  that  ev'n  now, 
Ev'n  in  my  Hate,  I  will  obey  your  Wiflies. 

Val.  What  Ihall  I  do  ? 

Cel.  Die  like  a  Fool  unforrow*d, 
A  bankrupt  Fool,  that  flings  away  his  Treafure ; 
I  muft  begin  my  Cure. 

Val.  And  I  my  CroflTes.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Ei'jler  Francis  Jick,  Phj/icians,  and  an  Apothecary, 

I  P^j'./^LAP  on  the  Cataplafm. 
V><     Fran.  Good  Gentlemen, 
Good  learned  Gentlemen. 

2  Phy.  And  fee  thefe  Broths  there. 
Ready  within  this  Hour  ;  pray  keep  your  Arms  in. 
The  Air  is  raw,  and  minifters  much  evil. 

Fran^  Pray  leave  me ;  I  befeech  ye  leave  me,  Gentlemen, 
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\  have  no  other  Sicknefs  but  your  Prefence  ; 
Convey  your  Cataplafms  to  thofe  that  need  'em, 
Your  Vomits,  and  your  Clyfters. 
3  Phy.  Pray  be  rui'd,  Sir. 

1  Phy.  Bring  in  the  Lettice  Cap ;  you  mufl:  be  fliavM,  Sir, 
And  then  how  fuddenly  we'll  make  you  fleep! 

Fran.  'Till  Dooms-day:    What  unneceflary  Nothings 
Are  thefe  about  a  wounded  Mind  ? 

2  Phy.  How  do  ye  ? 

Fran.  What  Queftions  they  propound  too !    how  do 
you,  Sir? 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you  well. 

3  Phy.  A  great  Diftemper,  it  grows  hotter  ftill. 

1  Phy.  Open  your  Mouth,  I  pray.  Sir. 
Fran.  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I  am  then  ?  there's  my  Hand,  pray  fliew  me 

How  many  broken  Shins  within  this  two  Year. 

Who  would  be  thus  in  Fetters  ?  Good  mafter  Do6lor, 

And  you  dear  Do6lor,  and  the  third  fweet  Dodtor, 

And  precious  mafter  Apothecary,  I  do  pray  ye 

To  give  me  leave  to  live  a  little  longer, 

Ye  (land  before  me  like  my  Blacks. 

2  Phy,  'Tis  dangerous. 
For  now  his  Fancy  turns  too. 

Enter  Cellide. 

Cel.  By  your  leave,  Gentlemen : 
And  pray  ye  your  leave  a  while  too,  I  have  fomething 
Of  fecret  to  impart  unto  the  Patient. 

I  Phy.  With  all  our  Hearts. 

3  Phy.  Ay  marry,   fuch  a  Phyfick 

May  chance  to  find  the  Humour :  Be  not  long,  Lady, 
For  we  muft  minifter  within  this  half  Hour. 

\Exe:int  Phyficians. 

Ccl.  You  (hall  not  flay  for  me. 

Fran.  Would  you  were  all  rotten. 
That  ye  might  onl*  intend  one  anothers  Itches  : 
Or  would  the  Gentlemen  with  one  confent 
Would  drink  fmall  Beer  but  feven  Years,  and  abolifli 
That  Wild-fire  of  the  Blood,  unfatiate  Wenching, 

Cc  3  That 
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That  your  two  Indies^  Springs  and  Falls  might  fail  ye  } 
What  Torments  thefe  Intruders  into  Bodies— 

Cel.  How  do  you,  worthy  Sir  ? 

Fran.  Blefs  me,  what  Beams 
Flew  from  thefe  Angel  Eyes  1  O  what  a  Mifery, 
What  a  mofl:  ftudied  Torment  'tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honeft  Man  !   Dare  ye  fit  by  me  ? 

Cel,  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too :  Comfort  ye, 
I  fee  ye've  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a  fair  Phyfician  : 
You  bring  no  Bitternefs  gilt  o'er,  to  gull  us. 
No  Danger  in  your  Looks,  yet  there  my  Death  lies. 

Cel.  I  would  be  forry,  Sir,  my  Charity 
And  my  good  wiflies  for  your  Health  fhould  merit 
So  ftubborn  a  Conftrudion  :  Will  it  pleafe  yc 
To  tafte  a  little  of  this  Cordial. 

Enter  Valentine. 

For  this  I  think  mud  cure  ye. 

Frtin.  Ofvvhich,  Lady? 
Sure  f/ie  has  found  my  Grief:  Why  do  you  blufh  fo? 

Cel.  Do  you  not  underlfand?  of  this,  this  Cordial. 

Vai.  O  my  afBi6ted  Heart :  She  is  gone  for  ever. 

Frau.   What  Heav*n  ha*  ye  brought  me,  Lady  ? 

Cd.  Do  not  wonder  : 
For  *tis  no  Impudence,  nor  want  of  Honour 
Makes  me  do  this  :  But  Love  to  fave  your  Life,  Sir, 
Y'our  Life  too  excellent  to  lofe  in  Wiflies, 
Love,  virtuous  Love. 

Fran.  A  virtuous  BIclTing  crown  ye, 
O  goodly  Sweet,  can  there  be  fo  much  Charity, 
So  noble  a  Compaflion  in  that  Heart 
That's  fill'd  up  with  another's  fair  Affcd:ions  ? 
Can  Mercy  drop  from  thofe  Eyes .'' 
Can  Miracles  be  wrought  upon  a  dead  Man, 
(u)  When  all  the  Power  ye  have,  this  perfed  Objedt 

(i  l)   when  all  the  Poiverye  have^  and  ferfeSl  Object 

Lies  in  another'' s  Light, —  ]  The  latter  Part  of  the  iirft  Line 
feems  to  have  a  very  fine  Thought  v«ry  Ilifly  exprefb'd.  I  have  ven- 
tii'\i  therefore  upon  the  Change  of  a  Monofyllable  which  1  hope  will 
render  it  clear,  and  was  probably  the  Original. 

Lies 
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Lies  in  another's  Light,  and  his  deferves  it  ? 

Cel.  Do  not  defpair :  Nor  do  not  think  too  boldly, 
I  dare  abufe  my  Promife,  'twas  your  Friend's, 
And  {<:i  fafl:  tyed,  I  thought  no  Time  could  ruin : 
But  fo  much  has  your  Danger,  and  that  Spell, 
The  powerful  Name  of  Friend,  prevail'd  above  him 
To  whom  I  ever  owe  Obedience, 
That  here  I  am,  by  his  Command  to  cure  ye. 
Nay  more  for  ever,  by  his  full  Refignment, 
And  willingly  I  ratifie  it. 

Fran.  Hold  for  Heav*n  fake, 
Muft  my  Friend's  Mifery  make  me  a  Triumph  ? 
Bear  I  that  noble  Name,  to  be  a  Traitor  ? 
O  virtuous  Goodnefs,  keep  thyf;;lf  untainted  : 
You  have  no  Power  to  yield,  nor  he  to  render, 
Nor  I  to  take :  I  am  refolv'd  to  die  firft. 

Vol.  Ha!  fay 'ft  thou  fo  ?  Nay  then  thou  fhak  not  perifh. 

Fran.  And  though  I  love  y'  above  the  Light  fiiines  on  me, 
C12)  Beyond  the  Wealth  of  Kingdoms  ;  free,  content. 
Sooner  would  fnatch  at  fuch  a  Blefling  ofTer'd 
Than  at  my  pardon'd  Life  by  the  Law  forfeited, 
Yet,  yet  O  noble  Beauty,  yet  O  Paradife,     ^ 
For  you  are  all  the  Wonder  reveal'd  of  it, 
"Yet  is  a  Gratitude  to  be  preferv'd, 
A  worthy  Gratitude  to  one  moft  worthy 
The  Name,  and  noblenefs  of  Friends. 

Cel.  Pray  tell  me, 
If  I  had  never  known  that  Gentleman, 
Would  not  you  willingly  embrace  my  Offer? 

Fran.  D*  you  make  a  doubt  ? 

Cel.  And  can  ye  be  unwilling. 
He  being  Old  and  Impotent  ?  His  Aim  too 
Levell'd  at  you,  for  your  good?  not  conftrain'd, 

(12)  Beyond  the  Wealth  of  Kingdoms,  free  Content,]  \{  Content 
be  a  Subftantive  it  fecms  unnecelTary,  aad  an  Anticlimax  :  For  tho* 
Content  be  Philofophically  preferable  to  the  Wealth  of  Kingdoms,  it 
will  not  be  allow'd  fo  in  Poetry,  as  it  is  not  in  common  Life.  The 
old  Quarto  reads  content  with  a  fmall  c  \  I  therefore  make  it  an 
Adjeftive,  taken  as  the  former  Adverbially,  and  connedt  it  with  the 
following  Sentence.  /  -wauld  freely  and  contentedly  fooner  fnatch  at 
fuch  a  BltJJtng. 

C  c  4  But 
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But  out  of  Cure,  and  Council  ?  Alas,  confidcr, 
Play  but  the  Woman  with  mc,  and  confider 
As  he  himfelf  does,  and  I  now  dare  fee  it, 

Truly  confider.  Sir,  what  Mifcry 

Fran.  For  Virtue's  fake  take  heed. 
Cd.  What  lofs  of  Youth, 
What  everlafting  BaniHiment  from  that 
Our  Years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at, 
(13)  Equal  Affedtions,  and  (hot  up  together  : 
What  living  Name  can  dead  Age  leave  behind  him, 
What  artxf  Memory,  but  fruitlefs  Doating  ? 
tYan.  This  cannot  be. 
Cel.  To  you,  unlefs  ye  apply  it 
W^ith  more  and  firmer  Faith,  and  fo  digefl:  it ; 
I  fpeak  but  of  things  poffible,  not  done. 
Nor  like  to  be  ;  a  Polfet  cures  your  Sicknefs, 
And  yet  I  kr.ow  ye  grieve  this  j  and  howfoever 
The  worthinefs  of  Friend  may  make  ye  ftagger. 
Which  is  a  hir  thing  in  ye,  yet  my  Patient, 
My  gentle  Patient,  I  would  fain  fay  more, 
If  you  would  undcrftand. 
Val.  O  ciucl  Woman. 

Cd.  Yet  fure  your  Sicknefs  is  not  fo  forgetful. 
Nor  you  fo  willing  to  be  loft. 

Fran.  Pray  (lay  there  : 
Methinks  you  are  not  fair  now  ;   methinks  more, 
That  modelt  Virtue,  Men  deliver'd  of  you. 
Shews  but  like  Shadow  to  me,  thin  and  fading, 
f^al.  Excellent  Friend ! 
Fran.  Ye  have  no  fhare  in  Goodnefs  j 
Ye  are  belycd  ;  you  are  not  Cellide, 
C14)  The.modcft,  the  immaculate  :  Who  are  ye  ? 
F'or  I  will  know:  What  Devil,  to  do  mifchiel- 

{15]  Equal  Affeil ions,  <?W  fhot  together  ;  ]  Shot  together  feems  a 
ilranoe  Exprefiion.  The  old  Quarto  has  a  large  Void  in  this  Line, 
which  fccrns  to  imply  Tome  Enor  or  other  in  the  fiiil  Impreffion.  It 
ruas  thus : 

Equal  Affenions  and  Jhot  together. 

J  take  the  common  Metaphor  of  Trees  growing  ox  Jliooting  up  together 
to  be  intended  here. 

(i/j)   The  mode jl,  immaculate:']     Former  Editions. 

Unto 
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Unto  my  virtuous  Friend,  hath  fhifted  fliapes 
With  that  unblemifh'd  Beauty  ? 

Cel.  Do  not  rave,  Sir, 
Nor  let  the  violence  of  Thoughts  diftradl  ye, 
You  (hall  enjoy  me  •,  I  am  yours,  I  pity. 
By  thole  fair  Eyes  I  do. 

Fran.  O  double  hearted  ! 
O  Woman,  perfed  Woman  !  what  difl:ra(5lion 
Was  meant  to  Mankind  when  thou'afi:  made  a  Devil  ? 
What  an  inviting  Hell  invented  ?  tell  me, 
And  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  Goodnefs, 
Tell  me  by  that,  and  Truth,  can  one  fo  cherifh'd. 
So  fainted  in  the  Soul  of  him,  whofe  Service 
Is  almoft  turn*d  to  Superftition, 
Whofe  every  day's  Endeavours  and  Defines 
Offer  themfelves  like  Incenfe  on  your  Altar, 
Whofe  Heart  holds  no  Intelligence,   but  holy 
And  mofl:  religious  with  his  Love  ;  whofe  Life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  remembred,  Lady) 
Js  drawn  out  only  for  your  ends. 
Val.  O  Miracle  ! 

Fran.  (15)  Whofe  all,  and  every  part  of  Man  (pray 
mark  me) 
Like  ready  Pages  wait  upon  your  Pleafures  •, 
Whofe  Breath  is  but  your  Bubble.     Can  ye,  dare  ye, 
Muft  ye  caft  off  this  Man,  (though  he  were  willing. 
Though  in  a  noblenefs,  to  crofs  my  Danger, 
His  Friendfliip  durft  confirm  it)  without  bafenefs. 
Without  the  (lain  of  Honour  ?  Shall  not  People 
Say  liberally  hereafter,  there's  the  Lady 
That  loft  her  Father,  Friend,  herfelf,  her  Faith  too. 
To  fawn  upon  a  Stranger,  for  ought  you  know 
As  faithlefs  as  yourfelf,  in  Love  as  fruitlefs. 

(15)  Wkofc  all,  and  every  part  of  Man :    Pray  make  me 

Like  ready  Pages  vjait  upon  your  Pleafuret  ;  ]  Make  for  mark 
in  the  fint  Line,  together  with  tlie  falfe  Points,  was  lo  grofs  a  Miftake, 
thu  I  wonder  it  efcapM  even  the  Setters  of  the  Prefs.  I  need  not  in- 
form the  Reader  ot  Tafte,  whnt  noble  Flights  of  Poetry  (hine  forth  in 
almoft  every  Sentence  in  this  Scene. 
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Val  Take  her  with  alJ  my  Heart,  thou  art  To  honeft 
That  'tis  moft  neceflary  I  be  undone.  [Exit  Val. 

(i6)  With  all  my  Soul  poflefs  her. 

Cel.  *Till  this  Minute, 
I  fcorn'd,  and  hated  ye,  and  came  to  cozen  yc : 
Uttcr'd  thofe  things  might  draw  a  wonder  on  mc, 
To  make  ye  mad. 

Fran.  Good  Heav'n,  what  is  this  Woman  ? 

Cel.  Nor  did  your  Danger,  but  in  Charity, 
Move  me  a  whit  i  nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a  common  Objed :  Yet  now  truJy, 
Truly,  and  nobly  I  do  love  ye  dearly. 
And  from  this  Hour  you  are  the  Man  I  honour. 
You  are  the  Man,  the  Excellence,  the  Honefty, 
The  only  Friend ;  and  I  am  glad  your  Sicknefs 
Fell  fo  moft  happily  at  this  time  on  ye. 
To  make  this  Truth  the  World's. 

Fran.  Whither  d'  you  drive  me  .'' 

Ol.  Back  to  your  Honefty,  make  that  good  ever, 
'Tis  like  a  ftrong-built  Caftle,  feated  high. 
That  draws  on  all  Ambitions ;  ftill  repair  it. 
Still  fortific  it :  There  are  thoufand  Foes, 
Befides  the  Tyrant  Beauty,  will  aflail  it: 
Look  to  your  Centinels  that  watch  it  hourly. 
Your  Eyes,  let  them  not  wander. 

Fran.  Is  this  ferious  ? 
Or  does  Ihe  play  ftill  with  me  ? 

Cel.  Keep  your  Ears, 
The  two  main  Ports  that  may  betray  ye,  (Irongly 
From  light  belief  firft,  then  from  Flattery, 
Efpecially  where  Woman  beats  the  parley  : 
The  body  of  your  Strength,  your  noble  Heart, 
From  ever  yielding  to  diftioneft  ends, 
Ridg'd  round  about  with  Virtue,  that  no  Breaches, 
(17)  No  fubtle  Mines  may  meet  ye. 

(16)  Cel.  With  all  my  Soul  pofe/i  her.']  The  giving  this  to  C;//»V/ is 
another  very  grofs  Error  which  has  run  through  all  tne  Editions. 

(17)  No  fubtle  Minds  may  meet  ye.]  Miuds  for  Mines  was  another 
grots  Millake  that  (truck  me  at  firlt  Reading,  and  I  found  it  only  the 
Error  of  che  late  Ediiions.    The  old  folio  has  it  right. 

Fraft, 
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Tran.  How  like  the  Sun 
Labouring  in  his  Eclipfe,  dark,  and  prodigious. 
She  fhew'd  'dJl  now?  When  having  won  his  way. 
How  full  of  wonder  he  breaks  ouc  again, 
And  flieds  his  virtuous  Beams.     Excellent  Angel, 
For  no  lefs  can  that  heav'nly  Mind  proclaim  thee. 
Honour  of  all  thy  Sex,  let  it  be  lawful. 
And  like  a  Pilgrim  thus  I  kneel  to  beg  it, 
Not  with  propnane  Lips  now,  nor  burnt  Affedions, 
But,  reconcil'd  to  Faith,  with  holy  Wilhes, 
To  kifs  that  Virgin  Hand. 

Ccl.  Take  your  defire,  Sir, 
And  in  a  nobler  way,  for  I  dare  trufl:  ye. 
No  other  Fruit  my  Love  mufl:  ever  yield  ye, 
I  fear  no  more :  Yet  your  moll  conftant  Memory 
(So  much  I'm  wedded  to  that  worthinefs) 
Shall  ever  be  my  Friend,  Companion,  Husband. 
Farewel,  and  fairly  govern  your  Aftedtions, 
Stand,  and  deceive  me  not:  O  noble  young  Man, 
I  love  thee  with  my  Soul,  but  dare  not  'ix'^  it : 
Once  more  farewel,  and  profper.  ££*//. 

Fran.  Goodnefs  guide  thee  : 
My  Wonder,  like  to  fearful  Shapes  in  Dreams, 
Has  wakened  me  out  of  my  fit  of  Folly, 
But  not  to  fhake  it  off:  A  Spell  dwells  in  me, 
A  hidden  Charm  fhot  from  this  beauteous  Woman, 
That  Fate  can  ne'er  avoid,  nor  Phyfick  find. 
And  by  her  Counfel  flrengthen'd  :   Only  this 
Is  all  the  help  I  have,  I  love  fair  Virtue. 
Well,  fomethingi  muft  do,  to  be  a  Friend, 
Yet  I  am  poor,  and  tardy:  Something  for  her  too. 
Though  I  can  never  reach  her  Excellence, 
Yet  but  to  give  an  ofier  at  a  Greatnefs. 

Enter  Valentine,  Thomas,  Hyla?,  and  Sam. 

Val.  Be  not  uncivil,  tom^  and  take  your  pleafure. 
^bo.  D'  you  think  I'm  mad  ?  You'll  give  me  leave 
To  try  her  fairly? 
Val.  Do  your  befl:. 
Tf^o,  Why  there  Boy, 

But 
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But  where's  the  fick  Man  ? 

Hyl.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen 
That  fhould  attend  him  ?  There's  the  Patient. 
Mcthinks  thefe  Women 

Tho.  TIiou  think*il  nothing  elfe. 

r^al.  Go  to  liim,  Friend,  and  comfort  him :  I'll  lead  yc. 

0  my  bed  Joy,  my  worthieft  Friend,  pray  pardon  me, 

1  am  fo  over-joy *d  [  want  Exprefllon  : 

I  may  live  to  be  thankful :  Bid  your  Friends  welcome. 

{_Exit  Val. 
^Iho.  How  doft  thou,  Vrank  ?  How  doft  thou.  Boy  ?  bear 
up  Man  : 
What,  fhrink  i'th*  Sinews  for  a  little  Sicknefs  ? 
Deavolo  morte. 

Fran,   I  am  o*th*  mending  hand,  [Man? 

'Tbo.  How  like  a  Flute  thou  fpeak'ft  :  o''th*  7nending  hand. 
Cogs  bores  Pm  well,  fpeak  like  a  Man  of  Worfliip. 
Fran.  Thou  art  a  mad  Companion  ;  never  (laid,  Tom  ? 
Tho.  (i8)  Let  Rogues  be  (laid  that  have  an  Habitation, 
A  Gentleman  may  wander  :  Sit  thee  down,  Frank, 
And  fee  what  I  have  brought  thee  :  Come  difcover. 
Open  the  Scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 
A  Friend,  at  need,  you  Rogue  is  worth  a  Million. 
Fran.  What  haft  thou  there,  a  Julip? 
Hyl.  He  muft  not  touch  it, 
'Tis  prefent  Death. 

Tho.  Ye  are  an  Afs,  a  twirepipe, 
A  yejf^n  John  hopeepe. —  Thou  Mimifter? 
Thou  mend  a  left-handed  pack-faddle.  Out,  Puppy, 
IVly  Friend,  Frank,  but  a  very  foolifli  Fellow  ; 
Do*ft  thou  fee  that  Bottle.''  view  it  well. 
Fran.   I  do,  'Tom. 

*Tho.  There  be  as  many  Lives  in*t,  as  a  Cat  carries, 
'Tis  everlafting  Liquor. 
Fran.  What? 
Tho.  Old  Sack,  Boy, 
Old  reverend  Sack,  which  for  ought  that  I  can  read  yet, 

(iS)  Let  Rogues  he  jlaid  that  have  no  HaiitatioK,']  The  Nega- 
tive, here,  ib  Ctrta:nly  put  inllead  cf  its  Reverfe,  but  it  has  run  througli 
all  tiie  Editiotis,  though  ic  t|ui:e  fpoils  the  Humour  of  the  Paflage 

Was 
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Was  that  Philofopher's  Stone  the  wife  King  Ptolomeus 
Did  all  his  Wonders  by. 

Fran.  I  fee  no  harm,  T'oni^ 
Drink  with  a  Moderation. 

^bo.  Drink  with  Sugar, 
Which  I  have  ready  here,  and  here  a  Glafs,  Boy. 
Take  me  without  my  Tools? 

Sam    Pray  Sir  be  temperate. 
You  know  your  own  State  beft. 

Fran.  Sir,  I  much  thank  ye. 
And  fhall  be  careful :    Yet  a  Giafs  or  two 
So  fit  I  find  my  Body,  and  that  fo  needful. 

Tho.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling :  Thou  fay'fl:  true, 
Frank. 

IJyl.  Where  are  thefe  Women,  I  fay  ? 

Tbo.  'Tis  mofl:  neceffary. 
Hang  up  your  Julips  and  your  Portugal  PoiTets, 
Your  Barley  Broths,  and  f  19)  Sorrel  Sops,  they're  mangy. 
And  breed  the  Scratches  only  :  Give  me  Sack  : 
I  wonder  where  this  Wench  is  tho' :  Have  at  thee. 

//)'/.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting? 

Fran.  Do,  I'll  pledge  thee.  [man 

Tbo.  Take  it  off  thrice,  and  then  cry  heigh  like  a  Huntf- 
With  a  clear  Heart,  and  no  more  Fits  I  warrant  thee. 
The  only  Cordial,  Frank.  [Phf'  and Serv.  within, 

I  Phy.  Are  the  things  ready  ? 
And  is  the  Barber  come  ? 

Serv.  An  hour  ago.  Sir. 

I  Phy.  Bring  out  the  Oils  then. 

Fran.  Now  or  never.  Gentlemen, 
Do  me  a  kindnefs,  and  deliver  me. 

'Tho.  From  whom.  Boy  ? 

Fran.  From  thefe  Things,  that  talk  within  there, 
Phyficians,  Tom.,  Phyficians,  Scowring-fticks, 
They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 

(19)  Sorrel  Sops ]   Thcfc  are  now  the  green  Sauce  ufed  to 

green  Geefe ;  but  as  this  ExprefEon  •ften  occurs  in  our  Authors  for 
fome  Liquor  drunk  in  Sicknefs,  it  was  probably  a  Culloni  to  make  9 
Sort  of  Tea  of  Sorrel  in  fcveriih  Difordci*. 

Enter 
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Enter  three  Phyficians^  Apothecary  and  Barher. 

Hyl.  Let  'em  enter. 

Tho.  And  be  thou  confident,  we  will  deliver  thee. 
For  look  ye  Doctor,  fay  the  Devil  were  fick  now, 
His  Horns  faw*d  off,  and  his  Head  bound  with  a  Biggin, 
Sick  of  a  Calenture,  taken  by  a  Surleit 
Of  (linking  Souls  (20)  at  his  Nephew's  at  St.  Dunjians, 
"What  would  you  minifter  upon  the  fudden  ^ 
Your  Judgment  fhort  and  found, 

I  Pby.  A  Fool's  Head. 

1'ho.  No,  Sir, 
It  muft  be  a  Phyfician's  for  three  Caufes ; 
The  firft  becaufe  it  is  a  bald-head,  likely. 
Which  will  down  eafily  without  Applepap. 

3  Phy.  A  main  Caufe. 

Tbo.  So  it  is,  and  well  confider'd. 
The  fecond,  for  'tis  fill'd  with  broken  Greek,  Sir, 
Which  will  fo  tumble  in  his  Stomach,   Dodlor, 
And  work  upon  the  Crudities,  conceive  me. 
The  Fears  and  the  Fiddle-ftrings  within  it. 
That  thofe  damn'd  Souls  muft  difembogue  again. 

Hyl.  Or  meeting  with  the  Stygian  Humour. 

Tho,  Right,  Sir. 

Hyl.  Forc'd  with  a  Cataplafm  of  Crackers. 

^ho.  Ever. 

Hyl.  Scour  all  before  him,  like  a  Scavinger." 

Tom,  Satisfecijli  cJomine^  my  laft  Caufe, 
My  laft  is,  and  not  Icaft,  moft  learned  Dodlors, 
Becaufe  in  moft  Phyficians  Heads  ( 1  mean  thofe 
That  are  moft  exxellent,  and  old  withal. 
And  angry,  tho'  a  Patient  fay  his  Prayers, 
And  Paracelfians  that  do  trade  with  Poifons, 
We  have  it  by  Tradition  of  great  Writers) 
There  is  a  kind  of  Toad-ftone  bred,  whofe  Virtue, 
The  Do<5lor  being  dry'd. 

I  Phy.  We  arc  abus'd.  Sirs. 

Hyl.  1  take  it  fo,  or  ftiall  be ;  for  fay  the  Belly-ake 

(20)  at  his  Nephe^vs,  and  5/.  Dunftans,]  The  Nccefllty  of 

the  flight  Change  made  here  mull  appear  lo  Q\iry  Keader. 

Caus'4 
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Caus'd  by  an  Inundation  of  Peafe-porridgc, 
Are  we  therefore  to  open  the  Port  Vein, 
Or  the  Port  Efquiline  ? 

Sam.  A  learned  Queftion  : 
Or  grant  the  Diaphragma  by  a  Rupture, 
The  Sign  being  then  in  the  Head  of  Capricorn—^ 

I'bo.  Meet  with  the  Paffion  Huferchondriaca, 
And  fo  caufe  a  Carnofity  in  the  Kidneys. 
Muft  not  the  Brains,  being  butter'd  with  this  Humour-— 
Anfwer  me  that. 

Sam.  Moft  excellently  argu'd. 

2  Phy.  The  next  Fit  you  will  have,  my  moft  fine  Scholar, 
Bedlam  fhall  find  a  Salve  for :  Fare  ye  well.  Sir, 

We  came  to  do  you  good,  but  thefe  young  Doftors 
It  feems  have  bor'd  our  Noles. 

3  Phy.  Drink  hard.  Gentlemen, 

And  get  unwholfom  Drabs  :  'Tis  ten  to  one  then 
We  fhall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  Note  alter'd. 

[^Exennf. 

Tho.  And  wilt  thou  he  gone,  fays  one  ? 

HyL  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  fays  toother? 

Tho.  Then  take  the  odd  Crown 
To  mend  thy  old  Gown. 

Sam.  And  we* II  be  gone  all  together. 

Fran.  My  learned  Tom.  ■ 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  young  Gentlewomen 
Sent  me  to  fee  what  Company  ye  had  with  ye. 
They  much  defire  to  vifit  ye. 

Fran.  Pray  ye  thank  'em, 
And  tell  'em  my  moft  Sickncfs  is  their  Abfcncc : 
Ye  fee  my  Company. 

Tho.  Come  hither,  Crab, 
What  Gentlewomen  are  thefe  .•*  my  Miftrcfs  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir. 

Hyl.  And  who  clfe  .? 

Serv.  Miftrefs  Alice. 

Hyl.  Oh! 

Tho,  Hark  ye,  Sirrah, 

No 
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No  Word  of  my  being  here,  unlefs  (he  know  it. 

Serv.  I  do  not  think  fhe  does. 

I'ho.  Take  that,  and  mum  then. 

Serv.  You've  ty'd  my  Tongue  up.  [^Exit. 

"Tho.  Sic  you  down  good  Francis, 
And  not  a  Word  of  me  till  ye  hear  from  me  ; 
And  as  you  find  my  Humour,  follow  it : 
You  two  come  hither,  and  ftand  clofe,  unfeen  Boys, 
And  do  as  I  (hall  tutor  ye. 

Fran.  What,  new  Work  ? 

Tho.  Prithee  no  more,  but  help  me  now. 
,     Hyl.  I  would  fain  talk 
Wi'th'  Gentlewomen. 

'^ho.  Talk  wi'th'  Gentlewomen  ? 
Of  what  forfooth  !  Whofe  Maiden-head  the  lad  Mask 
SufFer'd  ImprefTion  ?  Or  whofe  Clyfter  wrought  beft  ? 
Take  me  as  I  fhall  tell  thee. 

Hyl.  To  what  end  ? 
What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 

Sam.  Be  rul*d  though. 

Tho.  Your  weafel  Face  muft  needs  be  Ferreting 
About  the  Farthingal  j 
Do  as  I  bid  ye, 
Or  by  this  Light 

Hyl.  Come  then. 

Tho.  Stand  clofe  and  mark  me, 

Fran.  All  this  forc*d  Foolery  will  never  do  it. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary. 

yllice.   I  hope  we  bring  ye  Health,    Sir  ?    How  is  it 
with  ye  ? 

Mary.  You  look  far  better,  truft  me,  the  frefli  Colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  Cheeks. 

Alice.  Your  Enemy 
I  fee  has  done  his  worft.    Come,  we  muft  have  ye 
Lufty  again,  and  frolick,  Man  ;  leave  thinking. 

Mary.  Indeed  it  does  ye  harm.  Sir. 

Fran.  My  bed  Vifitants, 
I  fhall  be  govern*d  by  ye. 

Alice,  You  (hall  be  well  then. 

And 
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And  fuddenly,  and  foundly  well. 

Mary.  This  Air,  Sir, 
Having  now  fcafon'd  ye,  will  keep  ye  ever. 

1'ho.  No,  no,  I  have  no  hope  ;  nor  is  it  fit.  Friends, 
My  Life  has  been  To  lewd,  my  loofe  Condition, 
Which  I  repent  too  late,  fo  lamentable. 
That  any  thing  but  Curfes  light  upon  me. 
Exorbitant  in  all  my  ways. 

Alice.  Who's  that,  Sir, 
Another  fick.  Man  ? 

Mary.  Sure  I  know  that  Voice  well. 

^ho.  In  all  my  Cour fes,  carelefs  Difobedience. 

Fran.  What  a  ftrange  Fellow's  this  ? 

Tho.  No  counfel  Friends, 
No  look  before  I  leapt. 

jilice.  D*  you  know  the  Voice,  Sir  ? 

Fran.  Yes,  'tis  a  Gentleman's  that's  much  afflided 
In's  Mind  :  Great  pity.  Ladies. 

Alice.  Now  Heav*n  help  him. 

Fran.  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  Pardon  of  me, 
For  fome  things  done  long  fince,  which  his  Diftemper 
Made  to  appear  like  Wrong,  but  'twas  not  fo. 

Mary.  O  that  this  could  be  Truth. 

Hyl.  Perfwade  yourfelf. 

Tho.  (2 1 )  To  what  end.  Gentlemen,  when  all  is  perifh'd  ^ 
Upon  a  Wreck  is  there  a  Hope  remaining 
The  Sea,  that  ne'er  knew  Sorrow,  may  be  pitiful  ? 
My  Credit's  fplit,  and  funk,  nor  is  it  poflible. 
Were  my  Life  lengthened  out  as  long  as • 

Mary.  I  like  this  well. 

Sam.  Your  Mind  is  too  miftruftful. 

Tho.  I  have  a  virtuous  Sifter,  but  I  fcorn'd  her. 
A  Miflrefs  too,  a  noble  Gentlewoman, 
For  Goodnefs  all  out-going' 

Alice.  Now  I  know  him. 

(21)   Tonuhat  end,  GcntUmen,  ixihen  all  is  perijh''d 
Upon  a  Wreck  ;   is  there  a  hope  remaining  ? 
The  Sea,  that  ne'er  kneiv  Soir Jiv,  7nay  be  pitiful.^  Thc Point* 
Ing  of  former  Editions. 

Vol.  IV.  D  d  7b9, 
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T^ho.  (2  2;  Which  thefe  Eyes,  Friends,  my  Eyes  muft 
never  fee  more. 

Jl'ice.  This  is  for  your  fake,  Mary :  Take  heed,  Coulin, 
A  Man  is  not  Co  Toon  made. 

T'bo.  O  my  Fortune  ! 
But  it  is  juft-,  I  be  defpis*d  and  hated. 

Hyl.  Defpair  not,  'tis  not  manly :  One  Hour's  Goodnefs 
Strikes  off  an  infinite  of  Ills. 

Jlice.  Weep  truly 
And  with  CompafTion,  Coufin, 

Fran.  How  exaftly 
This  cunning  young  Thief  plays  his  Part  ! 

Mary.  Well,  To;/;, 
My  T^cm  again,  if  this  be  Truth. 

Hyl.  She  weeps,  Boy. 

Tbo.  Oh  I  fhall  die. 

Mary.  Nov/  Heav'n  defend. 

Sam.  Thou  haft  her. 

Tbo,   Come  lead  me  to  my  Friend  to  take  his  Farewcl, 
And  then  what  Fortune  lliall  befall  me,  welcome. 
How  does  it  fhow  ? 

IlyL  O  rarely  well. 

Mary.  Say  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Fran.  O  ye  grand  Afs. 

Alayy.  And  are  ye  there,  my  Jugler  ? 
Away,  we  are  abus'd,  y^licg. 

Alice.  Fool  be  with  thee.         [^Exeunt  Mary  and  Alice, 

Tbo.  W  here  is  fhe .? 

Fran.  Gone  •,  fhe  found  you  out ;  and  finely 
In  your  own  Noofe  (he  halter'd  ye :  You  muft  be  whifp'ring 
To  know  how  Things  lhew*d  ;  not  content  to  fare  well 
But  you  muft  roar  out  Roaft-meat :  'Till  that  Sufpicion, 
You  carry'd  it  moft  neatly,  Ihe  believ'd  too. 
And  wept  moft  tenderly  ;  had  you  continued. 
Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

^bo.  This  was  thy  Roguing, 

(22)  With  thefe  Eyes,  Friends,  ••••  •  ]  I  take  ivith,  here,  to  have 
been  put  for  ivhomt  or  ixhich.  The  former  is  more  corredl  Evglijh\ 
the  latter  nearer  the  Trace  of  the  Letters  ;  and  the  old  Englljh  Writers 
.as  often  apply  'whicb  to  Men  and  Women  as  to  inanimate  Things, 

for 
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For  thou  wertcver  whifpering;  Fie  upon  thee, 
Now  could  I  break  thy  Head. 

//>7.  You  fpoke  to  me  firft. 

I'ho.  Do  not  anger  me, 
For  by  this  Hand  I'Jl  beat  the  Buzzard  blind  then. 
She  fliall  not  'fcape  me  thus :  Farevvei  for  this  time. 

Fran,  Good-night,  *tis  almoft  Bed-time:  Yet  no  Sleep 
Mufl:  enter  thefe  Eyes,  'till  I  work  a  Wonder.  \_Exit. 

T'ho.  Thou  fhalt  along  too,    for  1  mean  to  plague  thee 
For  this  Night's  Sins,  I'll  ne'er  leave  walking  of  thee 
Till  I  have  worn  thee  out. 

Hyl.  Your  will  be  done.  Sir. 

*Tho.  You  will  not  leave  me,  Sam, 

Sam.  Not  I. 

Tbo.  Away  then  :  Pll  be  your  Guide  now.  If  my  Man 
be  trufty. 
My  fpightful  Dame,  I'll  pipe  ye  fuch  a  Huntfup 
Shall  make  ye  dance  a  tipvaes.     Keep  clofe  to  me. 

\_E>:eurit. 

SCENE        II. 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Dorothy. 

Seh.  Never  perfuade  me,    I  will  marry  again. 
What  fhould  I  leave  my  State  to,  Pins  and  Poaking-fticlcs, 
To  Farthingals,  and  Flownces?    (23)  To  Four  Horfes, 
And  an  old  Leather  B.uvdy-houfe  behind  'em, 
To  thee  ? 

Dor.  You  have  a  Son,  Sir. 

Seb.  Where,  what  is  he  .'* 
Who  is  he  like  ? 

Dor.  Your  felf. 

Seb.  Thou  lyed,  thou'fl:  marr'd  him, 
Thou,  and  thy  Prayer-books:  I  dodifciaim  him: 
Did  not  I  take  him  finging  yefternight 
A  godly  Ballad,  to  a  godly  Tune  too, 

{23)  '     '- To  Forehorfes, 

jinii  an   old  Leather   BawJ y-houfe   bobinU  'cm,]        I    rMd 
Tuur  Horfrs,   I'iz.   I'o  a  Coach  and  Four.      Caihcg  the  former  a 


Icathera  Bavviiy-houic  is  quite  in  Cinrader. 

D  d  2  And 
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And  had  a  Catechilm  in*s  Pocket,  Damfel? 

One  ot  your  dear  Difciples,  I  perceive  it. 

\Vhen  did  he  ride  abroad  fince  he  came  over  ? 

What  Tavern  has  he  us'd  to?  What  Things  done 

That  (hews  a  Man,  and  Mettle  ?  When  was  my  Houfe 

At  fuch  a  Shame  before,  to  creep  to  Bed 

At  ten  a  Clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  Company  ? 

No  finging,  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking  ? 

Thou  think'ft  not  of  thefe  Scandals ;  when,  and  where 

Has  he  but  fhew'd  his  Sword  of  late  ? 
Dor.  Defpair  nor, 

I  do  befeech  you.  Sir,  nor  tempt  your  Weakncfs, 
For  if  you  like  it  fo,  1  can  afiure  you 
He  is  the  fame  Man  ftill. 

Seb.  Would  thou  wcrt  A  flies 
On  that  condition  \  but  believe  it,  Gofllp, 
You  fhall  know  you  have  wrong'd. 

Dor.  You  never.  Sir, 
So  well  I  know  my  Duty  ;  and  for  Heav'n  fake. 
Take  but  this  Counfel  with  ye  ere  you  marry. 
You  were  wont  to  hear  me:  Take  him,  and  confefs  him. 
Search  him  to  the  quick,  and  if  you  find  him  falfe. 
Do  as  you  pleafe ;  a  Mother's  Name  I  honour. 

Seb.  He's  loft  and  fpoiPd,  I  am  refolv'd  my  Roof 
Shall  never  harbour  him  ;  and  for  you.  Minion, 
I'll  keep  you  clofe  enough,  left  you  break  loofe. 
And  do  more  Mifchicf ;  get  ye  in.  Who  waits  ? 

[£x//  Dorothy. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Do  you  call.  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Seek  the  Boy,  and  bid  him  wait 
My  Pleafure  in  the  Morning :  Mark  what  Houfe 
He  is  in,  and  what  he  does ;  and  truly  tell  me, 

Serv.  I  will  not  fail.  Sir. 

Seb.  If  ye  do,  I'll  hang  ye.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Knter  Thomas,  Hylas,  and  Sam. 

^0.  Keep  you  the  Back-door  there,  and  be  fure 
None  of  her  Servants  enter,  or  go  our. 
If  any  Woman  pafs,  fhe's  lawful  Prize,  Boys, 
Cut  off  all  Convoys. 

Hyl.  Who  fhall  anfwer  this  ? 

tho.  Why,  I  fhall  anfwer  it,  you  fearful  Widgeon, 
I  fhall  appear  to  th*  Adion. 

Hyl.  May  we  difcourfe  too. 
On  honourable  Terms  i* 

^ho.  With  any  Gentlewoman 
That  fhall  appear  at  Window  :  Ye  may  rehearfe  too 
By  your  Commiffion  fafely,  fome  fweet  Parcels 
Of  Poetry  to  a  Chamber-maid. 

Hyl.  May  we  fing  too  ? 
For  there's  my  Mafter-piece. 

Tho.  By  no  means,  no  Boys, 
I  am  the  Man  re!erv*d  for  Air,  *tis^y  part, 
And  if  fhe  be  not  Rock,  my  Voice  fhall  reach  her  : 
Ye  may  record  a  iirtle,  or  ye  may  whiflle. 
As  Time  Hiali  minifter,  but  for  main  finging. 
Pray  y'  fatisfie  yourfelves  :  Away,  be  careful. 

Hyl   But  hark  ye,  one  Word,  T^om^  we  may  be  beaten. 

27jc.   That's  as  ye  think  good  yourfelves :     If  you  de- 
ferve  it. 
Why  'tis  the  eafieft  thing  to  compafs :  Beaten  '^. 
What  Bugbears  dwell  in  thy  Brains?    Who  flioukl  beat 
thee  ? 

Hyl.  She  'as  Men  enough, 

T^ho.  Art  not  thou  Man  enough  too  ? 
Thou  haft  Flefli  enough  about  thee  :  If  all  that  Mafs 
Will  not  maintain  a  little  Spirit,  hang  it. 
And  dry  it  too  for  Dogs-meat:  Get  you  gone  ; 
I  have  things  of  moment  in  my  Mind  :  Tiiat  Door, 
Keep  it  as  thou  wouldft  keep  thy  Wife  from  a  Scrviiigman. 
No  more  I  fay  :  Away,  Sam. 

Sam.  At  your  will,  Sir.  \_ExeHn!  Hylas  and  S?m. 

D  d  3  Efiier 
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Enter  Launcelot,   and  Fidler. 

LauN.    I  have  him  here,    a  rare  Rogue,   good  fwcet 
M  after, 
Do  fomething  of  fome  favour  fuddenly. 
That  we  may  eat,  and  Jive  :   I  am  almofl  flarv'J, 
(24)  No  point  manieur,  no  point  devein^  no  Signieur.^ 
Not  by  the  virtue  of  my  Languages, 
Nothing  at  my  old  Mafter's  to  be  hop'd  for, 
O  Signieur  Bieu^  nothing  to  line  my  Life  with, 
But  cold  Pies  with  a  Cudgel,  *till  you  help  us. 

Iho.  Nothing  but  Famine  frights  thee :   Come  hither 
Fidler, 
What  Ballads  are  you  ktn  in  beft?  Be  fhort,  Sir. 

Fid.  Under  your  Mafterfhip's  Corredion,  I  can  fing 
The  Duke  of  Norfolk^  or  the  merry  Ballad 
Of  Diverus  and  Lazarus,  the  Rofe  of  England, 
In  Greet  when  Dedtjnus  firfl  began, 
Jonas  his  crying  out  againft  Coventry. 

T'ho.  Excellent, 
Rare  Matters  all.        ♦ 

Fid.  Mawdlin  the  Merchant's  Daughter, 
The  Devil,  and  ye  dainty  Dames, 
Tho.  Rare  flill. 

Fid.  The  landing  of  the  Spaniards  at  Bow, 
With  the  bloody  Battel  at  Mile-end. 

Tbo.  All  excellent : 
No  Tuning  as  ye  love  me  ;  let  thy  Fiddle 
Speak  Welch,  or  any  thing  that's  out  of  all  Tunc, 
The  vilder  flili  the  better,  like  thyfelf. 
For  I  prefume  thy  Voice  will  make  no  Trees  dance. 
Fid.  Nay  truly,  ye  fhall  have  it  ev'n  as  homely' 
Tbo.  Keep  ye  to  that  key  ;  are  they  all  a-bed  trow  ? 
Laun.  1  hear  no  ftirring  any  where,  no  Light 
In  any  Window,  'tis  a  Night  for  the  nonce.  Sir. 

(24)  No  point  manieur,  no  point  denjein,  no  Signieur,  ]  Unlefs 
Launcelot  may  be  here  fuppofed  to  fpeak  a  fort  of  Lingua  Franca,  or 
Medley  of  Languages ;  thefe  Words  are  fo  ill  wrote,  that  it  may  be 
difficult  to  tell  what  was  the  OriginaJ. 

T:b9^ 


Monjieur  Thomas.  423 

T^o.  Come  ftrike  up  then :    And  fay  the  Merchani*s 
Daughter, 
We*JI  bear  the  Burthen :  Proceed  to  Incifion,  Fidler. 

SONG. 

Enter  Servant^  above. 

Serv.  Who's  there?  What  Noife  is  this?  What  Rogue 
At  thefe  Hours? 

Iho.  O  what  is  that  toyou^  my  Fool? 
O  ivhat  is  that  to  you. 
Pluck  in  your  Face  you  hawlijig  Afs, 
Or  I  will  break  your  Brow.  hey  down^  doivn^  down, 

A  new  Ballad,  a  new,  a  new. 

Fid.  The  twelfth  oi  Aprils  on  Alay  Day, 
My  Houfc  and  Goods  were  burnt  away,  Qc, 

Maid.  [Above.]  Why  who  is  this? 

Laun.  O  Damfel  dear. 
Open  the  Door,  and  it  rhalJ  appear. 
Open  the  Door, 
O  gentle  vSquirc. 

Maid,  ril  fee  thee  hang'd  firfl: ;  farewel  my  Dear, 
Tis  Mafter  Thomas ^  there  he  (lands, 

Entir  Mary  above. 

Mary.  *Tis  ftrange 
That  nothing  can  redeem  him:  Rail  him  hence, 
Or  fing  him  out  in's  own  Way,  any  thing 
I'o  be  dcliver'd  of  him. 

Maid.  Then  have  at  him  : 
My  Man  Thomas  did  me  promifc^ 
He  would  vifit  me  this  Night. 

Tho.  I  am  here  hove,  tell  me  dear  Love^ 
IIow  I  may  obtain  thy  fight. 

Maid.  Come  up  to  my  IVindow  Love^  come^  comc^  come^ 
Come  to  my  IVindow  my  Dear ; 
The  fJ^ind  nor  the  Rainjl^all  trouble  thee  again^ 
But  thou  Jhalt  be  lodged  here. 

Tho.   And  art  thou  ftrong  enough  ? 

haun.  Up,  up,  I  warrant  ye. 

D  d  4  h'ary. 
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Mary.  What  do' ft  thou  mean  to  do  ?  •* 

Maid.  Good  Millrefs,  Peace, 
I'll  warrant  ye  we'll  cool  him.     Madge, 

Madge.  [Jbove.']  I  am  ready. 

Tho.  The  Love  0/ Greece,  and  it  tickled  himfo^ 
That  he  devis'd  a  Way  to  go. 
Now  fing  the  Duke  of  Northumberland, 

Fid.  ^nd  climbing  to  Promotion^ 
He  fell  down  fuddenly. 

[Madge,  tvith  a  Devil* s  Vizard  roaring,  ofers  to  kifs 
him,  and  he  falls  down. 

Maid,  Farevvel,  Sir. 

Mary.  What  haft  thou  done?  thou'ft  broke  his  Neck. 
Maid.  Not  hurt  him. 
He  pitch'd  upon  his  Legs  like  a  Cat. 
Tho.  O  Woman ! 

0  miferable  Woman !  I  am  rpoii*d  ! 

My  Leg,  my  Leg,  my  Leg,  oh  both  my  Legs! 

Mary.  I  told  thee  what  thou'dft  done,  Mifchief  go 
with  thee. 

Tho.  O  I  am  lam*d  for  ever  !  O  my  Leg, 
Broken  in  twenty  Places :  O  take  heed. 
Take  heed  of  Women,  Fidler:  Oh  a  Surgeon, 
A  Surgeon,  or  I  die :  Oh  my  good  People, 
No  charitable  People,  all  defpightful. 
Oh  what  a  Mifery  am  I  in  !  Oh  my  Leg! 

Laun,  Be  patient.  Sir,  be  patient :  Let  me  bind  it. 

Enter  Samuel,  and  Hylas  with  his  Head  broken, 

Tho.  Oh  do  not  touch  it,  Rogue. 

Hyl.  My  Head,  my  Head, 
Oh  my  Head's  kill'd. 

Sam.  You  muft  be  courting  Wenches 
Thro'  Key-holes,  Captain  HylaSy  come  and  be  comforted. 
The  Skin  is  fcarce  broke. 

Tho.  O  my  Leg.     Sam.  How  do  ye,  Sir  ? 

Tho.    Oh  maim*d  for  ever  with  a  Fall,  he's  fpoil'd  too, 

1  fee  his  Brains^ 
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Hyl.  Away  with  me  for  God*s  fake, 
A  Surgeon. 

Sam.  Here's  a  Night  indeed. 

Hyl,  A  Surgeon.  {_Exeunt  all  hut  Fidkr, 

Enter  Mary  and  Servant  below. 

Mary.  Go  run  for  Help. 
Tho.  Oh! 

Mary.  Run  all,  and  all  too  little, 
O  curfed  Bead  that  hurt  him,  run,  run,  flye. 
He  will  be  dead  elfe. 
Tho.  Oh. 

Mary.  Good  Friend  go  you  too. 
Fid.  Who  pays  me  for  my  Mufick  ? 
Mary,  Pox  o*  your  Mufick, 
There's  twelve  Pence  for  ye. 

Fid.  There's  two  Groats  again,  Forfooth, 
I  never  take  above,  and  reft  ye  merry.  \Exit. 

Mary.  A  Greafe-pot  gild  your  Fiddle- firings :     How- 
do  you. 
How  is  my  Dear  ? 

'tho.   Why  well  I  thank  ye,  fweet  Heart, 
Shall  we  walk  in,  for  now  there's  none  to  trouble  us  ? 
Mary.  Are  ye  fo  crafty.  Sir?   I  fhall  meet  with  ye, 
I  knew  your  Trick,  and  I  was  willing,  my  'Tom^y 
Mine  own  T<?w,  now  to  fatisfie  thee,  welcome,   welcome. 
Welcome  my  beft  Friend  to  me,  all  my  Deareft. 

^ho.  Now  ye're  my  noble  Miftrefs;  we  lofe  time.  Sweet. 
Mary.  I  think  they  are  all  gone. 
Tho,  All,  ye  did  wifely. 
Mary.  And  you  as  craftily. 
^ho.  We're  well  met,  Miftrefs. 
Mary.  Come,  let's  go  in  then  lovingly :  O  my  Scarf,  T^om. 
I  loll  it  thereabout,  find  it,  and  wear  it 
As  your  poor  Miftrefs  Favour.  \Exit» 

Tho.   I  am  made  now, 
(25)   I  fee  no  Venture,   nothing  have :    I  have  it. 

How 

(25)  1  fee  no  Venture  \%vciTio\iZ.r^^'. ]    This  fcarcely  feems  in- 

telligib'e.     Tom  is  triumphing  with  the  Thoughts  of  his  Succefs ;  I 
believe  therefore  that  the  common  Proverb,  Nothing  venture,  nothing 

hu've. 
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How  now  ?  The  Door  Jock'd,  and  fiic  in  before  ? 
Am  I  fo  trim'd  ? 

Mary.  One  parting  Word,  fweet  Tfoomas  ; 
Tho*  t'  fave  your  Credit,  I  difcharg'd  your  Fidler, 
I  muft  not  faiisfie  your  FoJiy  too.  Sir  : 
Y'are  fubtle,  but  believe  it  Fox,   I'll  find  ye, 
The  Surgeons  will  be  here  ftraight,  roar  again  Boy, 
And  break  thy  Legs  for  (hame,  thou  wilt  be  fport  elfc : 
Good  Night. 

Tho.  She  fays  moft  true,  I  muft  not  flay  :  fhe's  bob'd  me, 
Which  if  I  Jive  I'll  recompence,  and  ftiortly. 
Now  for  a  Ballad  to  bring  me  off  again. 
All  young  Men  he  warned  by  me,  how  you  do  go  a  wooing  ; 
Seek  not  to  climb,  for  fear  ye  fally  thereby  coma  your  Un- 
doings &c.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,   and  Servant. 

Val.  T  T  E  cannot  go  and  take  no  farewel  of  me, 
J^  j[  Can  he  be  fo  unkind  ?  He's  but  retir*d 
Into  the  Garden  or  the  Orchard  ;  fee.  Sirs. 
Alice.    He  would  not  jide  there  certain,    ihott  were 
planted 
Only  for  Walks,  I  take  it. 

Fal.  Ride  ?  Nay  then :  Had  he  a  Horfe  out  ? 
Serv.  So  the  Groom  delivers, 
Somewhat  before  tiie  Break  of  Day. 

Val.  He's  gone, 
(26)  My  bell  Friend's  gone. — AHcey  I've  loflthe  nobleft. 

The 

have,  was  all  that  was  intended  here,  and  have  ventur'd  to  change  the 
Words  to  it ;  tho'  not  without  Apprehcnfions  ol  being  thought  to  have 
taken  unwarrantable  Liberties. 

(26)  My  heft  Friend's  gone,  Alice  :  Vve  loft  the  noblcft,^  I  fhould 
not  make  u  Note  on  the  Change  of  Points  which  icarce  gives  any  Alte- 
ration to  the  Senfe,  but  that,  here,  the  Reader  may  try  whether  he  has 
aooodEar  for  Englijh  Verfe.  Without  this,Changc  of  Points  it  is  a  very 

unmufical 
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The  trueft,  and  the  mo  ft:  Man  I  e*er  found  y€t. 

Jlice.  Indeed  Sir,  he  defcrves  all  Praife. 

Val.   AJJ,  Sifter, 
All,  all,  and  all  too  little ;  O  that  Honefty, 
That  Ermine  Honefty,  unfpotted  ever. 
That  perfeifl  Goodnefs. 

Mice.  Sure  he  will  return,  Sir, 
He  cannot  be  fo  harfti. 

Val.  O  never,  never. 
Never  return,  thou  know'ft  not  where  the  Caule  lies. 

Alice.  He  was  the  worthieft  welcome. 

Fal.  He  defervM  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  Knowledge. 

Val.  I  will  tell  thee. 
Within  this  Hour,  things  that  fliall  ftartle  thec. 
He  never  mufl:  return. 

Enter  Michael. 

Mich,  Good  morrow,  Signieur. 

Val.  Good  morrow.  Matter  Michael, 

Mich.  My  good  Neighbour, 
(27)  Methinks  you're  llirring  early  •,  fince  your  Travel, 
You've  learnt  the  rule  of  Health,  Sir  i    where's  your 

Miftrefs.? 
She  keeps  her  warm,  I  warrant  ye,  i'  Bed  yet  ? 

Val.  I  think  fhe  does. 

Alice.  'Tis  not  her  Hour  of  waking. 

Mich.  Did  you  lie  with  her.  Lady  ? 

Alice.  Not  to  Night,  Sir, 
Nor  any  Night  this  Week  elfe. 

Mich.  When  laft  faw  ye  her  ? 

Alice.  Late  yefternight. 

Mich.  Was  (h*  a-bed  then  ? 

Alice.  No,  Sir, 

unmufical  Line ;  with  the  Change  a  very  mufical  one.  As  this  Par- 
ticula!  ity  of  tlie  Engli/h  Meafure,  has  efcap'd  moft,  and,  I  believe,  all 
the  Writers  upon  ic,  I  have  at  Note  the  5th  in  Wit  nuithout  Money  ex- 
piain'd  it  at  large,  and  laid  down  the  grammatical  Rule  for  it. 

(27)  Metl-inks  yciCre  fiirring  early  fince  your  Travel,  ]  The  Pointing 
of  former  Kditions. 
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I  left  her  at  her  Prayers :  Why  do  ye  ask  me  ? 

Mich.  I  have  been  ftrangcly  haunted  with  a  Dream 
All  this  long  Night,  and  after  many  wakings, 
The  fame  Dream  ftill ;   methought  I  met  young  Cellide 
Juft  at  St.  Catbarute*s  Gate  the  Nunnery. 

Fal.  Ha? 

Mich.  Her  Face  flubber*d  o*er  with  Tears  and  Troubles, 
Methought  Ihe  cry*d  unto  the  Lady  Abbcfs, 
For  Charity  receive  me  holy  Woman, 
A  Maid  that  has  forgot  the  World's  Affe6lion«, 
Into  thy  Virgin  Order ;  Methought  fhe  took  hcr^ 
Put  on  a  Stole,  and  facred  Robe  upon  her, 
And  there  I  left  her.     Fal.  Dream  ^ 

Mich.  Good  Miftrefs  Jiice^ 
Do  me  the  Favour  (yet  to  fatisfie  me) 
To  ftep  but  up,  and  fee. 

Jlice.  I  know  Ihe*s  there.  Sir, 
And  all  this  but  a  Dream. 

Mtch.  You  know  not  my  Dreams, 
They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  Truths, 
Bu:  this  1  hope,  yet.         j^lice.  I  will  fatisfie  ye.     [Exif, 

Mtch.  Neighbour,  how  does  the  Gentleman  ? 

Val.  I  know  not : 
Dream  of  a  Nunnery  ? 

Mich.  HoNv  found  ye  my  Words 
About  the  Nature  of  his  Sicknefs,  Valetitinef 

Val.  Did  flie  not  cry  out,  'twas  my  Folly  too 
That  forc'd  her  to  this  Nunnery  i*  Did  fhe  not  curfe  me  ? 
For  God  fake  fpeak  :  Did  you  not  dream  of  me  too, 
How  bafely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a  Fool, 
Tir'd  with  his  Joys  ? 

Mich.  Alas  poor  Gentleman,  , 

Ye  promis'd  me.  Sir,  to  bear  all  thefe  Crofles, 

Val.  I  bear  'em  'till  I  break  again. 

Mich.  But  nobly. 
Truly  to  weigh. 

Val.  Good  Neighbour,  no  more  of  it. 
Ye  do  but  fling  Flax  on  m^  Fire :  Where  is  fhe  ? 


Enter 
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Enter  Alice. 

Alice.  Not  yonder,  Sir,  nor  has  not  this  Night  certain 
Been  in  her  Bed. 

Mich.  It  muft  be  Truth  fhe  tells  ye. 
And  now  I'll  Ihew  ye  why  I  came :  This  Morning 
A  Man  of  mine  being  employed  *bout  Bulinefs 
Came  early  home,  who  at  St.  Catbarine*s  Nunnery, 
About  Day  peep,  told  me  he  met  your  Miilrefs, 
And  as  I  fpoke  it  in  a  Dream,  fo  troubled. 
And  fo  receiv'd  by  th'  Abbefs,  did  he  fee  her; 
The  Wonder  made  me  rife,  and  hafte  unto  ye 
To  know  the  Caufe. 

Val.  Farewel,  I  cannot  fpeak  it.  [_Exi{  Val. 

Alice.  For  Heav'n  fake  leave  him  not. 

Mich.  I  will  not,  Lady. 

Alice.  Alas,  he*s  much  afflidled. 

Mich.  We  fhall  know  fhortly  more  ;  apply  your  own 
Care 
At  home  good  Alice,  'nd  truft  him  to  my  Counfel ; 
Nay,  do  not  weep,  all  fliall  be  well,  defpair  not.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE       11. 

Enter  Sebaftian,    and  a  Servant, 

Seb.  At  Falentine' sHouk  fo  merry? 
Serv.   As  a  Pyc,  Sir. 
Seb.  So  gamelbm  doft  thou  fay  ? 
Serv.   I*ni  fare  I  heard  it. 
Seb.  Ballads,  and  Fiddles  too  ? 
Serv.  No,  but  one  Fiddle  ; 
But  twenty  Noifes. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Seh.  Did  he  do  Devifes  ? 

Serv.  The  beft  Devifes,  Sir  :  here's  my  Fellow  Launcelotf 
He  can  inform  ye  all  :   He  was  among 'em, 
A  mad  Thing  too  :  I  ftood  but  in  a  Corner. 

Se^.  Come,  Sir,  what  can  you  fay  ?  Is  there  any  Hope  yet 
Your  Mafter  may  return  ? 

Laufj, 
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haun.  He  went  far  elfe, 
I  will  aflure  your  Worfhip  on  my  Credir, 
By  the  Faith  of  a  Traveller,  and  a  Gentleman, 
Your  Son  is  found  again,  the  Son,  the  Tom. 
Seh.  Is  he  the  old  Tom  ? 
Laun.  The  old  Tom. 
Seb.  Go  forward. 

Laun.  Next,  to  confider  how  he  is  the  old  Tom, 
Seb.  Handle  me  that. 
Laun.  I  would  y'  had  feen  it  handled 
Laft  Night,  Sir,  as  we  handled  it. — Cap  a  pie! 
Footra  (28)  for  Leers  and  Leerings  j  O  the  Noife, 
The  Noife  we  made. 
Seb.  Good,  good. 
Laun.  The  Windows  clattering. 
And  all  the  Chambermaids  in  fuch  a  Whobub, 
One  with  her  Smock  half  off,  another  in  hafte 
With  a  Serving- man's  Hofe  upon  her  Head. 
Seb.  Good  Itill. 

Laun.  A  Fellow  railing  out  of  a  Loop-hole  there^ 
And  his  Mouth  itopt  with  Dirt. 
Seb.  r  faith  a  fine  Boy. 
Laun.  Here  one  of  our  Heads  broke. 
Seb.  Excellent  good  ftill. 

Laun.  The  Gentleman  himfelf,  young  Mr.  Thomas^ 
Inviron'd  with  his  furious  Myrmidons, 
'I'he  fiery  Fidlcr,  and  myfelf ;  now  finging. 
Now  beating  at  the  Door,  there  parlying, 
Courting  at  that  Window,  at  the  other  fcaling. 
And  all  thefe  ieveral  Noifes  to  two  Trenchers, 
5>trung  with  a  bottom  of  brown  Thread,    which  Ihow'd 
admirable. 
Seb.  There  eat,  and  grow  again,  I  am  picas'd. 
Laun.  Not  here.  Sir, 
(3ave  we  the  Frolick  over :  Though  at  length 
We  quit  the  Lady's  Skonce  on  Compofition  ; 

(28)  Jor  Leers  and  Leerings; ]  I  cannot  find  in  nr.y  Glof- 

fary  a  Meaning  to  Leers  that  will  fuit  the  Context  hert-.  Laivs  and 
Laixyers  is  the  moft  probable  Conjedure  that  at  prclcnt  occurs,  but 
1  ihan't  venture  it  into  the  Text. 

Bue 
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But  to  the  filent  Streets  we  turned  our  Furies : 
A  fleeping  Watchman  here  we  dole  the  Shooes  from. 
There  made  a  Noife,  at  which  he  wakes,   and  follows  : 
The  Streets  are  dirty,  takes  a  ^leen-hUb  Cold, 
Hard  Cheefe  and  that  choaks  him  o'  Mo7iday  next: 
"Windows  and  Signs  we  fent  to  Erebus ; 
A  crue  of  bawling  Curs  we  entertain'd  laft:. 
When  having  let  the  Pigs  loofe  in  Out-Pari(hes, 
O  the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  as  Aldgate ! 
Down  comes  a  Conftable,  and  the  Sow  his  Sifter 
Mod  traiteroufly  tramples  upon  Authority, 
There  a  whole  ftand  of  rug  Gowns  routed  manly. 
And  the  King's  Peace  put  to  flight :  A  purblind  Pig  here 
Runs  me  his  Head  {^^)  into  the  Admiral's  Lanthorn, 
Out  goes  the  Light,  and  all  turns  to  Confufion  : 
A  Potter  rifes,  to  enquire  this  PafTion, 
A  Boar  imboft  takes  Sanctuary  in  his  Shop, 
"When  twenty  Dogs  rufh  after,  we  ftill  cheering, 
Down  go  the  Pots,  and  Pipkins,  down  the  Pudding-pans, 
The  Cream-bolls  cry  Revenge  here,  there  the  Candle- 
fticks. 
Stb.  If  this  he  true,  thou  little  tiney  Page^ 
This  Tale  that  thou  teWJi  me^ 
Then  on  thy  Back  will  I  prefently  hang^ 
A  handfom  new  Livery  : 
But  if  this  befalfe,  thou  little  tiney  Pagg, 
y^s  falfe  it  well  may  be. 
Then  uith  a  Cud<^el  of  four  Foot  long 
{^6)  Pll  beat  thee  from  Cap  a  pie. 

(55)  '—— Into  the  admirable  Lanthorn,']    Former  Editions. 

(i6)  ril  heat  thee  from  Head  to  Toe.}  Unlefs  the  Poets  here  de* 
fign'd  on  purpofe  to  difappoint  the  Readers  of  a  Rhime,  we  mull 
look  on  this  as  a  Corrup;ion,  and  then  a  very  humourous  Expreflion 
may  fupply  its  Place.  Launcelot  in  his  Aftedlation  of  talkinf  French 
had  us'd  the  Words  Cap  a  pie  ja(l  before.  The  old  Man  therefore 
may  here  repeat  it  with  great  humour — I'll  beat  thee  from  Cap  a  pie. 
But  the  Tranfcriber  feeing  what  the  Senfe  (hould  be,  and  not  know- 
ing that  this  exprefi'd  it,  chofe  to  put  the  EngUJh  without  regard 
10  the  Rhime.     I  hope  iherefore  1  do  no  more  than,  rellore  it. 
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Enter  ServuKt, 

Seh,  Will  the  Boy  come  ? 
Serv.  He  will,  Sir. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seh.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Laun.  Here  he  comes  now  himielf,  Sir, 

Seb.  To  be  lliort  'thomas, 
Becaufe  I  feel  a  Scruple  in  my  Confcience 
Concerning  thy  Demeanour,  and  a  main  one. 
And  therefore  like  a  Father  would  be  fatisfy'd. 
Get  up  to  that  Window  there,  and  prefently 
Like  a  moft  compleat  Gentleman,  come  from  Tnpoly — 

Tbo.   Good  Lord  Sir,  how  are  you  mif-led  ;    What 
Fancies 
(Fitter  for  idle  Boys  and  Drunkards,  let  me  fpeak't. 
And  with  a  little  Wonder  1  befeech  you) 
Choak  up  your  noble  Judgment  ? 

Seb.  You  Rogue,  Launcelot^ 
You  lying  Rafcal. 

Laun.  Will  ye'fpoil  all  again,  Siri* 
Why,  what  a  Devil  do  you  mean? 

iho.  Away,  Knave, 
Ye  keep  a  Company  of  faucy  Fellows, 
Debofh'd,  and  daily  Drunkards,   to  devour  ye. 
Things,  whofe  dull  Souls  tend  to  the  Cellar  only, 
Ye're  ill  advis'd  Sir,  to  commit  your  Credit- • 

Seb.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Lctun.  Let  me  ne'er  eat  again.  Sir, 
Nor  feel  the  bleffing  of  another  Blue-coat, 
If  this  young  Gentleman,  fweet  Mafter  Thomas^ 
Be  not  as  mad  as  Heart  can  wifh  :  Your  Heart,  Sir  | 

If  yefternight's  Difcourfe Speak  fellow  Robin, 

And  if  thou  fpeakefl:  lefs  than  Trudi 

7'bo.  'Tis  ftrange  thefe  Varlets  ■ 

Serv.  By  thefe  ten  Bones  Sir,  if  thefe  Eyes  and  Ears 
Can  hear  and  fee. 

Tbo.  Extream  ftrange,   fliould  thus  boldly 
Bud  in  your  fight,  unto  your  Son. 

Laun. 
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Laun.  O  D'leu guarde ! 
Can  ye  deny,  ye  beat  a  Conftable 
Laft  Night  ? 

Tho.  I  touch  Authority,  ye  Rafcal  ? 
1  violate  the  Law  ? 

Laun.  Good  Mailer  Thojnas.  [to<^> 

Serv.   Did  you  not  take  two  Wenches  from  the  Watch 
And  put  'em  into  Pudding-lane  ? 

Laun.  We  mean  not 
Thofe  civil  Things  you  did  at  Mr.  Valentine'?,^ 
The  Fiddle,  and  the  fa'las. 

I'ho.  O  ftrange  Impudence  I 
I  do  befeech  you  Sir,  give  no  fuch  Licence 
To  Knaves  and  Drunkards,  to  abufe  your  Son  thus  : 
Be  wife  in  time,  and  turn  'em  off:  We  live,  Sir, 
Jn  a  State  govern'd  civilly,  and  foberly. 
Where  each  Man's  Anions  Ihould  confirm  the  Law, 
Not  crack,  and  cancel  it. 

Seh.  Launcelot  du  Lake^ 
Get  you  upon  Adventures :  Call  your  Coat, 
And  make  your  Exit. 

Laun.  Pour  r amour  de  Dieu. 

Seb.  Pur  me  no  purs :  But^«r  at  that  Door,  out  Sirrah  ^ 
I'll  beat  ye  Purblind  elfe,  out  ye  eight  Languages. 

Laun.  My  Blood  upon  your  Head.  [Exit  Laun. 

'Tbo.  Purge  me  'em  all,  Sir. 

Seh.   And  you  too  prefently. 

The.  Even  as  you  pleafe.  Sir. 

Seh.  (31)  Bid  my  Maid  Servants  come,  and  bring  my 
Daughter, 
I  will  have  one  fhall  pleafe  me.  \^Exit  Servants 

tho.  Tis  molt  fit.    Sir. 

Seh,  Bring  me  the  Mony  there  :  Here  Mr.  thomas. 

Enter  two  Servants  with  two  Bags. 

I  pray  fit  down,  ye  are  no  more  my  Son  now. 
Good  Gentleman  be  cover'd. 

(31)  Bid  my  Maid  %ixvdx\.i  come,]    Former  Edicionsi 

Vol.  IV.  E€  ^^' 
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Tho.   At  your  PJeafure. 

Seh.  This  Mony  I  do  give  ye,  becaufe  of  whilom 
You  have  been  tliought  my  Son,  and  by  myfelf  too, 
And  Ibme  Things  done  like  me :  Ye  are  now  another : 
There  is  two  hundred  Pound,  a  civil  Sum 
For  a  young  civil  Man  :  Much  Land  and  Lordfhip 
Will,  as  I  take  it  now,  but  prove  Temptation 
(3i)  To  dread  ye  from  your  fettled  and  fweet  Carriage. 

'J^ko.  You  fay  right,  Sir. 

Seh.  Nay  I  befeech  ye  cover. 

*Tho.  At  your  difpofe  :  And  I  befeech  ye  too,  Sir, 
For  the  Word  civil,  and  more  fettled  Courfe, 
It  may  be  put  to  Ufe,  that  on  the  Intereft, 
L  ke  a  poor  Gentleman. 

Seh.  It  fhall,  to  my  ufe. 
To  mine  again  :  Do  you  fee  Sir:  Good  fine  Gentleman, 
I  give  no  brooding  Mony  for  a  Scrivener, 
Mine  is  for  prefent  Traffick,  and  fo  1*11  ufe  it. 

Tbo.  So  much  for  that  then.] 

Enter  Dorothy,  and  four  Maids. 

Seh.  For  the  main  Caufe,  Monfieur, 
I  fent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it ; 
Behold  that  piece  of  fl:ory- Work,  and  view  it. 
I  want  a  right  Heir  to  inherit  me. 
Not  my  Eftate  alone,  but  my  Conditions, 
FYom  which  you  are  revolted,  therefore  dead, 
^nd  1  will  break  my  Back,  but  I  will  get  one. 

7'ho.  Will  you  chufe  there.  Sir  ? 

Seh.  There,  among  thofe  Damfels, 
In  mine  own  Tribe :  I  know  their  Qualities, 
W  hich  cannot  fail  to  pleafe  me :  For  their  Beauties 
A  Matter  of  a  three  Farthings  makes  all  perfect, 
A  little  Beer,  and  Beef- Broth :  I'hey  are  found  too. 

(31I  To  dread  J/,]  i-  e.  To  frighten  ye:  If  the  Reader  does  no( 
admit  thi»  uncommon  ofe  of  the  Word  (which  feem'd  defignedly 
affefted  by  the  Authors)  he  may  perhaps  prefer,  drww  or  drive  or 
dragy  either  of  which  may  Hand  in  its  room. 

Stand 
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Stand  all  a-breafl: :  Now  gentle  Mr.  Thomas^ 
Before  I  chufe,  you  having  liv*d  long  with  me. 
And  happily  fometimes  with  fome  of  thefe  too. 
Which  Fault  I  never  frown'd  upon  ;   pray  fhew  mc 
(For  fear  we  confound  our  Genealogies) 
Which  have  you  laid  Aboard  ?  Speak  your  Mind  freely. 
Have  you  had  Copulation  with  that  Damfel  ? 

Tho.    I  have. 

Seb.  Stand  you  afide  then  :  How  with  her,  Sir  ? 

^ho.  How,  is  not  feennly  here  to  fay. 

Dor.   Here's  fine  Sport. 

Seb.  Retire  you  too  ;  Speak  forward,  Mr.  Thomas. 

I'ho.  I  will,  and  to  the  Purpofe  •,  even  with  all,  Sir. 

Seb.  With  all  ?  That's  fomewhat  large. 

Dor.  And  yet  you  like  it. 
Was  ever  Sin  fo  glorious  ? 

Seb.  With  all,  Thomas  ? 

Tho.  All  furely,   Sir. 

Seb.  A  fign  thou  art  mine  own  yet. 
In  again  all :  And  to  your  feveral  Functions,  \_E:!ie.  Maids. 
What  fay  you  to  young  huce^  my  Neighbour's  Daughter, 
She  was  too  young,  I  take  it,  when  you  travell'd  s 
Some  twelve  Years  old  ? 

Tho.  Her  Will  was  fifteen,  Sir. 

Seb.  A  pretty  Anfwer,  to  cut  off  long  Difcourfe, 
For  I  have  many  yet  to  ask  ye  of. 
Where  I  can  chufe,  and  nobly  ;  hold  up  your  Finger 
When  ye  are  right :  What  fay  ye  to  Valeria 
Whofe  Husband  lies  a  dying  now  ?  Why  two. 
And  in  that  Form  '^. 

Tho.  Fler  Husband  is  recover'd. 

Seb.  A  witty  Moral :  Have  at  ye  once  more,  Thomas y 
The  Sifters  of  St.  Albans^  all  five  i  dat  Boy, 
Dat's  mine  own  Boy. 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee,  Monfter. 

Tho.  Still  hoping  of  your  Pardon. 

Seb.  There  needs  none,  Man : 
A  ftraw  on  Pardon  :  Prithee  need  no  Pardon  : 
I'll  ask  no  more,  or  think  no  more  of  Marriage, 

E  e  2  For 
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For  o'  my  Confcience  I  fliall  be  thy  Cuckold  ; 
There's  fome  Good  yet  left  in  him  :  Bear  your  felf  well, 
You  may  recover  me,  there's  twenty  Pound,  Sir, 
1  fee  fome  Sparkles  which  may  flame  again. 
You  may  eat  with  me  when  you  pleafe,  you  know  me. 

{Exit  Seb. 

"Dor.  Why  do  you  lye  fo  damnably,  fo  foolifhly  ? 

Ibo.  Dj'ft  thou  long  to  have  thy  Head  broke  ?  Hold 
thy  peace, 
And  do  as  I  would  have  thee,  or  (33)  by  this  Hand 
I'll  kill  thy  Parrat,  hang  up  thy  fmall  Hound, 
And  drink  away  thy  Dowry  to  a  Penny. 

Dor.  Was  ever  fuch  a  wild  Afs  ? 

^ho.  Prithee  be  quiet. 

Dor,  And  do' ft  thou  think  Men  will  not  beat  thee  mon- 
flroufly. 
For  abufing  their  Wives  and  Children. 

'tbo.  And  do*ft  thou  think 
Mens  Wives  and  Children  can  be  abus'd  too  much  ? 

Dor.  I  wonder  at  thee. 

^ho.  Nay,  thou  Ihalt  adjure  me 
Before  I've  done. 

T>or,  How  (land  ye  with  your  Miftrefs  ? 

T:ho.  1  fhall  ftand  nearer 
E'er  1  be  twelve  Hours  older  :  There's  my  Bufincfs, 
She's  monftrous  fubtle,  Do]. 

Dor.  The  Devil,  I  think. 
Cannot  out-fubtle  thee. 

Tho.  If  he  play  fair  play. 
Come,  you  mull  help  me  prefentiy. 

Dor.  I  difcard  ye. 

I'ho.  Thou  flialt  not  fleep  nor  eat. 

Dor.  I'll  no  hand  with  ye, 

(33)  ■  ■ h  this  Hand 

Til  kill  thy  Parrat,  hang  up  thy  fmall  hand,']  Here  the 
Word  Hand  by  accident  has  been  repeated  at  the  end  of  the  fecond 
Line  and  expelled  the  true  Word.  The  Senfe  plainly  leads  us  to  a 
Lap-dog,  or  a  Monkey,  and  the  Epithet  fmall  makes  the  former 
njoft  probable?  1  icad  therdore  fmall  Hound. 

No 
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No  Bawd  to  your  Abufes. 

tho.  By  this  Light,  Bol. 
Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  Honefty. 

Bor.  Thou  never  knew'ft  that  Road  :  I  hear  your  Vigils. 

'T'ho.  Sweet  honey,  Do/,  if  I  don't  marry  her, 
Honeftly  marry  her,  if  I  mean  not  honourably. 
Come,  thou  (halt  help  me,  take  heed  how  you  vex  me, 
ril  help  thee  to  a  Husband  too,  a  fine  Gentleman, 
I  know  thou'rt  mad  —  a  tall  young  Man,  a  brown  Man, 
I  fwearhe  has  his  Maidenhead,  a  rich  Man. 

Dor.   You  may  come  in  to  Dinner,  and  I'll  anfwer  ye. 

^ho.  Nay  I'll  go  with  thee,  DqI:  Four  hundred  a  Year, 
Wench.  \Exemt. 

SCENE         III. 

Enter  Michael  and  Valentine. 

Mkh.  Good  Sir  go  back  again,  and  take  my  Counfel, 
Sores  are  not  cur'd  by  Sorrows,  nor  Time  broke  from  us 
Pull'd  back  again  by  Sighs. 

Val.  V^hat  fhould  I  do,  Friend? 

Mich.  Do  that  that  may  redeem  ye,  go  back  quickly, 
Sebaftian^s  Daughter  can  prevail  much  with  her. 
The  Abbefs  is  her  Aunt  too. 

Val.  But  my  Friend  then, 
Whofe  Love  and  Lofs  is  equal  ty'd. 

Mich.  Content  ye, 
That  fhall  be  my  Task  if  he  be  alive. 
Or  where  my  Travel  and  my  Care  may  reach  him, 
ril  bring  him  back  again. 

Val,  Say  he  come  back 
To  piece  his  poor  Friend's  Life  out?  And  my  Miftrefs 
Be  vow*d  for  ever  a  Reclufe  ? 

Mich.  So  fuddenly 
She  cannot,  hade  ye  therefore  inflantly  away.  Sir, 
To  put  that  Danger  by  ;  iirft,  as  to  a  Father, 
Then  as  a  Friend  fhc  was  committed  to  ye. 
And  all  the  Care  (he  now  has;  By  which  Privilege 

E  e  3  She 
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She  cannot  do  herfelf  this  Violence, 

But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  Law  allows  yc. 

Val.  O  but  I  forc'd  her  to  it. 

Mich,  Leave  difputing 
Againft  yourfeif,  if"  you  will  needs  be  miferable 
Spight  of  her  Goodnefs,  and  your  Friend's  Perfwafions, 
Think  on,  and  thrive  hereafter. 

Val.  1  will  Home  then. 
And  follow  your  Advice  ;  and  good,  good  Michael — 

Mich.  No  more,  I  know  your  Soul's  divided,  Valentine^ 
Cure  but  that  Pare  at  home  with  fpeedy  Marriage 
Ere  my  return,  for  then  thole  Thoughts  that  vext  her. 
While  there  ran  any  Stream  for  loofe  Afftdtions, 
Will  be  flopt  up,  and  chaft-ey'd  Honour  guide  her. 
Away,  and  hope  the  bed  fcill :    1*11  work  for  ye. 
And  pray  too  heartily  j  away,  no  more  Words.    [Exeunt, 

SCENE         IV. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Samuel. 

tlyl.  I  care  not  for  my  broken  Kead, 
But  that  it  fhould  be  his  Plot,  and  a  Wench  too, 
A  louzy,  lazy  Wench  prepar*d  to  do  it. 

Sam.  Thou  hadftasgood  be  quiet,  foro'  my  Confciencc 
He'll  put  another  on  thee  elfe. 

Hjl.  I  am  refolv'd 
To  call  him  to  account ;  was  it  not  manifeft 
He  meant  a  Mifchief  to  me,  and  laugh*d  at  me. 
When  he  lay  roaring  our,  his  Leg  was  broken. 
And  no  fuch  matter  ?  Had  he  broke  his  Neck, 
Indeed  'twould  ne'er  have  griev'd  me  j  Gallows  gall  him. 
Why  fhould  he  chufe  out  me? 

Sam.  Thou'rt  ever  ready 
To  thruft  thyfelf  into  thefe  She-occaficJns, 
And  he  as  full  of  Knavery  to  accept  it. 

Hyl.  Well,  if  I  live,  1']]  have  a  new  Trick  for  him. 

Sam.  That  will  not  be  amifs,  but  to  fight  wkh  him 
Is  to  no  Purpofe  ;  befides,  he's  truly  valiant, 
And  a  moft  deadly  Hand  ;  thou  never  fought'ft  yet. 
Nor  o'  my  Confcience  haft  no  faith  in  Fighting. 
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Hyl.  No,  no,  I  will  not  fight. 

Sam.  Befides  the  Quarrel, 
Which  has  a  Woman  in't  to  make  it  fcurvy. 
Who  would  lie  (linking  in  a  Surgeon's  Hands, 
A  Month  or  two  this  Weather  ?  For  believe  it. 
He  never  hurts  under  a  Quarter's  healing.  <♦ 

Hyl,  No,  upon  better  Thought,  I  will  not  fight,  Sam^ 
But  watch  my  Time. 

Sam.  To  pay  him  with  a  Proje£t ; 
Watch  him  too,  I  would  wifli  ye  ;  prithee  tell  me, 
Doft  thou  affed  thefe  Women  Itill  ? 

Hyl.  Yes,  *faith,  Sam., 
I  love  'em  ev'n  as  well  as  e'er  I  did, 
Nay,  if  my  Brains  were  beaten  our,  I  muft  to  'em. 

Sam.  Doft  thou  love  any  Woman  .^ 

Hyl.  Any  Woman 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  Age  too  ? 

Hyl.  Of  any  Age,  from  fourfcore  to  fourteen,  Boy, 
Of  any  Fafhion. 

Sam.  And  Defedl  too  ? 

Hyl.  Right, 
For  thofe  I  love  to  lead  me  to  Repentance  j 
(34)  A  Woman  with  no  Nofe,  after  my  furquedry, 
Shews  like  King  Philips  Moral,  Memento  ??jon  i 
And  fhe  that  has  a  wooden  Leg,  demonftrates 
Like  Hypocrites  J  we  halt  before  the  Gallows  -, 
An  old  one  with  one  Tooth,  feems  to  fay  to  us. 
Sweet  Meats  have  four  Sauce ;   fhe  that's  full  of  Aches, 
Crum  not  your  Bread  before  you  tafte  your  Porridge, 
And  many  Morals  we  may  find. 

Sam.  'Tis  well,  Sir, 
Ye  make  fo  worthy  Ufes ;  but  quid  igitur. 
What  fhall  we  now  determine  ? 

Hyl.  Let's  confider 
An  Hour  or  two  how  I  may  fit  this  Fellow. 

(34)  A  Woman  ivlth  no  Xofe,  after  my  furquedry,  ]  Surquedry  is 
Pride  or  Prefumption  ;  the  Original  French  Word  figmhes  over-tbink- 
ing,  and  in  thac  Senfe  it  is  here  ufed,  ■  After  rny  furjucary,  or 

according,  to  my  profound  Judgment. 

E  e  4  Saitir, 
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Sajn.  Let's  find  him  firft,  he'Jl  quickly  give  Occafion, 
But  take  heed  to  yourfelf,  and  fay  I  warn'd  ye  ; 
He  has  a  plaguy  Pate. 

Hyl.  That  at  my  danger.  [Exeunf. 

^         S       C       E       N       E       V. 

Miifick.  Enter  Sailors  ftnging^  Michael  and  Francis. 

Sail.  Aboard,  aboard,  the  Wind  ftands  fair. 

Mich.  Thefe  call  for  Paflengers,  1*11  Hay  and  fee 
What  Men  they  take  aboard. 

Fran.  A  Boat,  a  Boat,  a  Boat. 

Sail,  Away  then. 

Fran.  Whither  are  ye  bound.  Friends? 

Sail.  Down  to  the  Streights. 

Mich.  Ha  !  'Tis  not  much  unlike  him. 

Fran.  May  I  have  PafTage  for  my  Mony  ? 

Sail.  And  Welcome  too. 

Mich.  'Tis  he,  I  know  'tis  he  now. 

Fran,  Then  merrily  aboard  ;  and  noble  Friend, 
Heav'n's  Goodnefs  keep  thee  ever,  and  all  Virtue 
Dwell  in  thy  Bofom ;  Cellide,  my  laft  Tears 
I  leave  behind  me  thus,  a  Sacrifice  ; 
For  I  dare  flay  no  longer  to  betray  ye. 

A'fich.  Be  not  fo  quick,  Sir ;    Sailors  I  here  charge  ye. 
By  Virtue  of  this  Warrant,  as  you'll  anfwer  it. 
For  both  your  Ship  and  Merchant  I  know  perfe<5bly. 
Lay  hold  upon  this  Fellow. 

Fran.  Fellow  ? 

Mich.  Ay,  Sir. 

Sail.  No  Hand  to  Sword,  Sir,  we  fhall  mafler  ye, 
Fetch  out  the  Manacles. 

Fran.  I  do  obey  ye ; 
But  I  befeech  you,  Sir,  inform  me  truly 
How  I  am  guilty. 

Mich.  You've  robb'd  a  Gentleman, 
One  that  you're  bound  to  for  your  Life  and  Being  i 
Mony  and  Horfe  unjuftly  ye  took  from  him. 

And 
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And  fomething  of  more  Note,  but for  y'  are  a  Gen- 
tleman. 

Fran.  It  fhall  be  fo,  and  here  I'll  end  all  Miferies, 
Since  Friendfhip  is  fo  cruel,  I  confefs  it. 
And  which  is  more,  a  hundred  of  thefe  Robberies : 
This  Ring  I  ftole  too  from  him,  and  this  Jewel, 
The  firft  and  laftof  all  my  Wealth;  forgive  me 
My  Innocence  and  Truth,  for  faying  I  ftole  'em, 
And  may  they  prove  of  Value  but  to  recompence 
The  thoufandth  Part  o*s  Love,  and  Bread  IVe  eaten ; 
'Pray  fee  *em  render'd,  noble  Sir,  and  fo 
I  yield  me  to  your  Power. 

Mich.  Guard  him  to  th'  Water, 
I  charge  you,  Sailors;  there  I  will  receive hira, 
And  back  convey  him  to  a  Juftice. 

Sail.  Come,  Sir, 
Look  to  your  Neck,  you*re  like  to  fail  i'th*  Air  now.' 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE     VL 

Enter  Thomas,  Dorothy  and  Maid. 

I'ho.  Come  quickly,  quickly,  paint  me  handfomely. 
Take  heed  my  Nofe  be  not  in  Grain  too  ; 
Come  Doll,  ID  oil,  di  fen  me. 

Dor.  If  you  (hould  play  now 
Your  Devils  parts  again. 

Tho.  (35)  Tea-and-nay  Dorothy  ! 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have  fworn  to. 
Which  only  is  accefs. 

Tho.  As  Pm  a  Gentleman  ; 
Out  with  this  Hair,  Doll,  handfomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  Breeches .'' 

1'bo.    I  prithee  away,    thou   know'ft  Pm  monftrous 
ticklifh. 
What,  doft  thou  think  I  love  to  blaft  my  Buttocks  ? 

(35)  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy.']  The  Humour  of  this  feems  loft  In  the 
former  Editions.  Tom  feems  to  ufe  the  Expreflion  Tea  and  nay  as  aa 
Adjedivc,  Tea-and-nay  Dorothy  :    i.  e.   Puritanical  Dorothy. 

Dor, 
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Dor.  I'll  plague  ye  for  this  Roguery  j  for  I  know  well 
What  ye  inteiid,  Sir. 

Tho.  On  with  my  Muffler. 

Dor.  Ye're  a  fweetLady  -,  come,  let's  fee  you  Courtefie ; 
AVhat,  broke  i'th*  Bum?  Hold  up  your  Head, 

Tbo.   Plague  on'r, 
I  {hall  bepifs  my  Breeches  if  I  cowr  thus ; 
Come,  I  am  ready. 

Maid.  At  all  Points  as  like,  Sir, 
As  if  you  were  my  Miftrefs. 

Dor.  Who  goes  with  ye  ? 

Tho.  None  but  my  Fortune,  and  myfelf.       [Exit  Tho. 

Dor.  Blefs  ye: 
Now  run  for  thy  Life,  and  get  before  him. 
Take  the  By-way,  and  tell  my  Coufin  Mary 
In  what  Shape  he  intends  to  come  to  cozen  her  ; 
I'll  follow  at  thy  Heels  myfelf,  fly  Wench. 

Maid.  I'll  do  it.  [Exit, 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  My  Father  has  met  him  ;  this  goes  excellent. 
And  I'll  away  in  time  j  look  to  your  Skin,  Thomas. 

[Exit. 

Seb.  What,  are  you  grown  fo  Corn  fed,  'Goody  Gillian^ 
You  will  not  know  your  Father  ?  What  Vagaries 
Have  you  in  hand  ?   What  out- leaps,  dirty  Heels, 
That  at  thefe  Hours  of  Night  ye  muft  be  gadding. 
And  through  the  Orchard  take  your  private  PalTage  ? 
What,  is  the  Breeze  in  your  Breech  ?  Or  has  your  Brother 
Appointed  ye  an  Hour  of  Meditation 
How  to  demean  himfelf  ?  Get  ye  to  Bed,  Drab, 
Or  I'll  fo  crab  your  Shoulders ;  ye  demure  Slut, 
Ye  civil  Difli  of  flic'd  Beef,  get  ye  in. 

Tho.  I  wi'  not,  that  I  wi'  not. 

Seb.  Is't  even  lb,  Dame  ? 
Have  at  ye  with  a  Night  Spell  then. 

Tho.  'Pray  hold.  Sir. 

Seb.  St.  George,  St.  George,  our  Ladfs  Knight , 
lie  walks  by  Day,  fo  does  he  by  Nighty 
And  when  he  had  her  found^ 

He 
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He  her  heat  and  her  hound. 

Until  to  him  her  Troth  J/oe  plight, 

She  would  noi  Jlir  from  him  that  Night. 

Tho.  Then  have  at  ye  with  a  Counter  Spell, 
From  Elves^  Hohs,  and  Fairies,  that  trouble  our  Dairies, 
From  Fire-Drakes  and  Fiends^  andjuch  as  the  DeHl  fends. 
Defend  us  good  Heaven.  ^Exit, 

Enter  Launcelot. 

LauH.  Blefs  me,  Mafler ;  look  up,  Sir,  I  befeech  ye. 
Up  with  your  Eyes  to  Heav'n. 

Seh,  Up  with  your  Nofe,  Sir, 
I  do  not  bleed,  'twas  a  found  Knock  Hie  gave  me, 
A  plaguy  mankind  Girl,  how  my  Brains  totter  ? 
Well,   go  thy  ways,    thou'ft  got  one  thoufand  Pound 

more 
With  this  Dog  trick. 
Mine  own  true  Spirit  in  her  too. 

Laun.  In  her  ?  Alas,  Sir, 
Alas  poor  Gentlewoman,  flie  a  Hand  fo  heavy. 
To  knock  ye  like  a  CalF  down,  or  To  brave  a  Courag© 
To  beat  her  Father  ?  If  you  could  believe,  Sir. 

Seh.    Who  would'fl:  thou  make  me  believe  it  was,  the 
Devil? 

Laun.  One  that  fpits  Fire  as  fad  as  he  fometimes,  Sir, 
And  changes  Shapes  as  often  j  your  Son  'Thomas ; 
Ne'er  wonder,  if  it  be  not  he,  Itraight  hang  me. 

Seh.  He?  If  it  be  fo, 
I'll  put  thee  in  my  Will,  and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Laun.  I  faw  his  Legs,  h'as  Boots  on  like  a  Player, 
Under  his  Wench's  Cloaths,  'tis  he,  'tis  Thomas 
{^'}^(^)  In  his  own  Siller's  Cloaths,  Sir,  and  I  can  watch  him. 

Seh.  No  more  Words  then,  we'll  watch  him,  thou'lt  not 
believe,  Launce, 

(36)  In  his  oavn  Sijlers  Cloaths,  Sir,  and  I  can  waft  him.]  I  can 
affix  no  tolerable  Idea  to  the  latter  Part  of  this  Line ;  and  as  Launcelot 
in  his  Triumphs  often  affefts  Words  of  fingularity,  1  firft  thought  that 
the  true  one  here  was  canvafi,  i.  e.  fearcyd  or  inquired  into  him. 
But  by  -Jf ^rt/?/a«'s  Anfwer,  lean  luatchhim —  feems  the  more  probable 
Reading.  The  former  is  perhaps  the  moll  humourous,  but  our  Pro- 
vince is  not  to  correct,  but  /cftore. 

How 
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How  heartily  glad  I  am. 

Laun.  May  ye  be  gladder. 
But  not  this  way,  Sir. 

Seb.  No  more  Words,  but  watch  him:  [^Exfufif: 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy,  and  Maid, 

Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

Dor.  Prefently. 

Mary.  Then  get  you  up.  Boll, 
Away,   1*11  (Iraight  come  to  you  :  Is  all  ready  ? 

Maid.  All. 

Mary.  Let  the  Light  Hand  far  enough. 

Maid.  *Tis  plac'd  lb. 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his  Chamber, 
But  keep  clofe.  Wench,  he  flies  at  all. 

Maid.  I  warrant  ye. 

Mary.  You  need  no  more  Inftrudion  ? 

Mad.  I  am  perfedl.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        VIII. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Thomas. 

^0.   More  ftops  yet  ?   Sure  the  Fiend's  my  ghoftly 
Father. 
Old  Falentine  ;  what  Wind's  in  his  Poop  ? 

Val.  Lady, 
You're  met  mod  happily  ;  O  gentle  Dolly 
You  muft  now  do  me  an  efpecial  Favour. 

J'ho.  What  is  it,  mafter  Valentine  ?    I*m  forely  troubled 
With  a  fait  Rheum  fall'n  i*  my  Gums. 

Val.  I'll  tell  ye. 
And  let  it  move  you  equally  *,  my  bleft  Miftrefs, 
Upon  a  flight  Occaflon  taking  Anger, 
Took  alfo  (to  undo  me)  your  Aunt's  Nunnery, 
From  whence  by  my  perfwafion  to  redeem  her 
Will  be  impofllble :  Nor  have  I  Liberty 
To  come  and  vifit  her ;  my  good,  good  Dorothy y 

You 
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You  are  moft  powerful  with  her,  and  your  Aunt  too. 
And  have  accefs  at  all  Hours  liberally, 
Speak  now  or  never  for  me. 

^ho.  In  a  Nunnery  ? 
That  Courfe  mud  not  be  fuffered,  Mafter  Valentiney 
Her  Mother  never  knew  it  -,  (rare  Sport  for  me ! 
Sport  upon  Sport;)  by  th*  break  of  Day  I'll  meet  ye. 
And  fear  not,  Man,  we'll  have  her  out  I  warrant  ye, 
I  cannot  (lay  now. 

Val.  You  will  not  break  ? 

Tho.  By  no  means. 
Good  Night. 

Val.  Good  Night  kind  Miftrefs  BolL  [Exit. 

Tho.  This  thrives  well. 
Every  one  takes  me  for  my  Sifter,  excellent; 
This  Nunnery's  fall'n  fo  pat  too,  to  my  Figure, 
Where  there  be  handfome  Wenches,  and  they  fhall  know  it. 
If  once  I  creep  in,  e'er  they  get  me  out  again  ; 
Stay,  here's  the  Houfe,  and  one  of  her  Maids, 

Enter  Maid, 

Maid.  Who's  there? 
O  Miftrefs  Dorothy !  You  are  a  Stranger. 

T'bo.  St'iU  M'lHrek  Dorothy  ?  This  geer  will  cotton. 

Maid.  Will  you  walk  in,  Forfooth  ? 

Tho.  Where  is  your  Miftrefs? 

Maid.  Not  very  well  ;  fhe's  gone  to  Bed,  Pm  glad 
You're  come  fo  fit  to  comfort  her. 

Tho.  Yes,  I'll  comfort  her. 

Maid.  'Pray  make  not  muchNoife,  for  fhe's  fureafleep. 
You  know  your  Side,  creep  foftly  in,  your  Company 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Tho.  I'll  warrant  thee  I'll  warm  her. 

Maid.  Your  Brother  has  been  here,  the  ftrangeft  Fellow. 

Tho.  A  very  Rogue,  a  rank  Rogue. 

Maid.  I'll  conduft  ye 
Ev*n  to  her  Chamber-door,  and  there  commit  ye. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE     IX. 

Enter  Michael,  Francis  and  Officers. 

Mich.  Come  Sir,  for  this  Night  I  fliall  entertain  ye. 
And  like  a  Gentleman,  how  e*er  your  Fortune 
Hath  caft  ye  on  the  word  part. 

Fran.  How  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
I  am  refolv'd,  nor  can  a  Joy  or  Mifery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Mich.  I'm  angry  with  myfelf  now 
For  putting  this  forc'd  way  upon  his  Patience, 
Yet  any  other  Courfe  had  been  too  flender : 
Yet  what  to  think  I  know  not,  for  moft  liberally 
He  hath  confefs'd  ftrange  Wrongs,  which  if  they  prove  fo. 
How  e'er  the  others  long  Love  may  forget  all. 
Yet  *twas  moft  fit  he  fhould  come  back,  and  this  way. 
Drink  that ;  and  now  to  my  care  leave  your  Prifoner, 
I'll  be  his  Guard  for  this  Night. 

Offi.  Good  Night  t'  your  Worfhip. 

Mich.  Good  Night,  my  honeft  Friends  *,  come,  Sir,  I 
hope 
There  fhall  be  no  fuch  Caule  of  fuch  a  SadntJfs 
^s  you  put  on. 

Fran.  'Faith,  Sir,  my  Reft  is  up. 
And  what  I  now  pull  fhall  no  more  afflidl  me 
Than  if  I  play'd  at  fpan-counter,  nor  is  my  Face 
The  Map  of  any  thing  I  feem  to  fuffer, 
J^ighter  Affedions  feldom  dwell  in  me.  Sir. 

Mich.  A  conftant  Gentleman  \  would  I  had  taken 
A  Fever  when  I  took  this  harfti  way  to  difturb  him. 
Come,  walk  with  me.  Sir,  e'er  to  Morrow  Night 
I  doubt  not  but  to  fee  all  this  blown  over. 

\Et)(eunt. 
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ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

Enter  Hylas. 

Uyl.  T  'V  E  dog'd  his  Sifter,  fure  'twas  flie,  [too  s 

\^  And  I  hope  fhe  will  come  back  again  this  Night 
Sam  1  have  loft  of  Purpofe  ;  now  if  I  can. 
With  all  the  Art  I  have,  as  ftie  comes  back. 
But  win  a  Parley  for  my  broken  Pate, 
Off  goes  her  Maiden-head,  and  there's  vindi5la. 
They  ftir  about  the  Houfe,    Pli  ftand  at  diftance. 

{EaiL 

Enter  Mary  and  Dorothy,  and  then  Thomas  and  Maid* 

Dor.  Is  he  come  in  ? 

Mary.  Speak  foftly. 
He  is,  and  there  he  goes. 

T'ho.  Good  Night,  good  Night,  Wench. 

\^A  Bed  difcovered  with  a  Black- moor  in  it. 

Maid.  As  fottly  as  you  can.  [^Exit, 

Tho.  ril  play  the  Moufe,  Nan^ 
How  clofe  the  little  Thief  hes! 

Mary.  How  he  itches  ? 

Bor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there,  and  I 
At  home,  Mall  ? 

Mary.  Peace  for  fliame. 

^£ho.  In  what  a  Figure 
The  little  Fool  has  pull'd  itfelf  together  I 
Anon  you  will  lie  ftraighter  ; 
Ha!  There's  rare  Circumftance 
Belongs  to  fuch  a  Treatife  ;  do  ye  tumble  ? 
I'll  tumble  with  ye  ftraight.  Wench  :  She  (leeps  foundly. 
Full  little  think'ft  ihou  of  thy  Joy  that's  coming. 
The  fweet,  fweet  Joy,  full  little  of  the  Kiffes, 
But  thofe  unthought  of  Things  come  ever  happieft. 
How  foft  the  Rogue  feels!  O  ye  little  Villain, 
Ye  delicate  coy  Thief,  how  I  ftiall  thrum  ye  ? 
Your,  /y,  away,  good  Servant,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman, 

Mary.  Prithee,  leave  laughing. 

^0. 
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Tho.  Out  upon  ;r,  Thomas, 
What  do  you  mean  to  do  ?  I'll  call  the  Houfe  up. 
O  God^  Pm  Jure  you  will  nct^  fhall  not  ferve  ye, 
For  up  ye  go  now  and  ye  were  my  Father. 

{^y)  Mary.  Your  courage  will  be  coord  anon. 

T'ho.  If  1  do  hang  for't 
Yet  I'll  be  quarter'd  here  firft. 

Dor.  O  fierce  Villain. 

Mary.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll? 

Dor.  You  had  beft  try  him. 

^ho.  I'll  kifs  thee  e*er  I  come  to  Bed,  fweet  Mary. 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  Laughing. 

Dor.  O  for  gentle  Nicholas. 

'Tho.  And  view  that  flormy  Face  that  has  fo  thundred  me, 
A  coldnefs  crept  over't  now  ?  By  your  leave.  Candle, 
And  next  Door  by  yours  too  ;  fo,  a  pretty,  pretty. 
Shall  I  now  look  upon  ye  ?  By  this  Light  it  moves  me. 

Mary.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  Sir. 

I'ho.  Holy  Saints  defend  me. 
The  Devil,  Devil,  Devil,  O  the  Devil. 

Mary.  Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Devil,  O  the  Devil. 

Tho,  I  am  abus'd  moll  damnably,  moft  beailly, 
Yet  if  it  be  a  fhe- Devil  ;  but  the  Houfe  is  up. 
And  here's  no  ftaying  longer  in  this  Caffock. 
Woman,  I  here  difclaim  thee  j  and  in  Vengeance 
I'll  marry  with  that  Devil,  but  I'll  vex  thee. 

Mary.  By'rLady,  butyoufhall  not,  Sir,  I'll  watch  ye. 

TZ;o.Plagueo'  your  Spanifh  Leather  hide :  I'll  waken  ye, 
Devil  good  Night :  Good  Night,  good  Devil. 

(37)  Maid.  Tour  Courage -will  be  coord  anon. 

Tho.  If  it  do  ril   ka7ig  fort\     By   this  Reading  Thomas  is 
fuppos'd  to  hear  and  make    Anfvver  to  what  the  Maid  had  faid  : 
which  is  extremely  ablurd.     In  the  old  Quarto  it  is  printed  thus; 
Ma.   Tour  Courage  "xill  be  cooTd  anon. 
Tho.   If  it  do  hang  for' 

Tet  ril  be  quartet-'' d  herefirji. 
Ka.  always  itands  ior  Mary,  and  not  for  the  Maid  in  the  old  Quarto, 
and  to  her  it  more  properly  belongs.     And  the  next  Speech  fhould  un- 
doubtedly be  correfted   as  is  now  put  in  the  Text. 
If  I  do  hang  for''t 
Tet  ril  be  quarter'd  here  frji. 

Moor. 
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.Moor.  Oh! 

iTho.  Roar  again.  Devil,  roar  again.  \_Exit  Tho, 

Moor.  O,  O,  Sir. 

Mary.  Open  the  Doors  before  him  ;  let  him  vanilTi  : 
Now,  let  him  come  again,  1*11  ufe  him  kinder. 
How  now  Wench.-* 

Moor.  *Pray  lie  here  yourfclf  next,  Miftrefs, 
And  entertain  your  Sweet- heart. 

Mary.  What  laid  he  to  thee  ? 

Moor.  I  had  a  foft  Bed,  and  I  flept  out  all 
But  his  kind  Farewcl :  Ye  may  bake  mc  now. 
For  o*  my  Confciencc,  he  has  made  me  Venifon; 

Mary.  Alas  poor  Kate  •,  I'll  give  thee  a  new  Petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I  a  Waftecoat,  Wench. 

Mary.   Draw  in  the  Bed,   Maids, 
And  fee  it  made  again  ;  put  frelh  Sheets  on  too. 
For  Doll  and  I ;  come  Wench,  let's  laugh  an  Hour  now. 
To  Morrow,  early,  will  we  fee  young  Cellide, 
They  fay  fhe  has  ta*en  a  San£luary  >  (38)  Love  and  Hay 
Are  thick  fown,  but  come  up  fo  full  of  Thiftles. 

Dor,  They  muft  needs,  Alalia  for  'tis  a  pricking  Age 
grown. 
Prithee  to  Bed,  for  I  am  monftrous  lleepy. 

Mary.  A  Match,  but  art  not  thou  thy  Brother  ?  j 

Dor.  I  would  I  were.  Wench, 
You  fhould  hear  further. 

Mary.  Come,  no  more  of  that,  Doll.  [Exeunt] 

SCENE         II. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Thomas. 

Hyl.  I  heard  the  Doors  clap  j  now,  and't  be  thy  Will, 
Wench. 
By  th'Malb  (he  comes ,  you're  furely  met  fair  Gentlewoman, 
I  lake  it,  Miftrefs  Doll^  Seh.ijiian's  Daughter.  [ting? 

(Sy)  ^^0.  You  take  it  right.  Sir  j  /i[>/rt;,areyouferret- 

138)  Love  afiJ  they— ——j4re  thici/oiva.  Sec."]  That  this  is  corrupt 
needs  no  Proof:  I  read  Love  and  Hay,  i.  c.  Hay-Jcediare  thick  foiun.  Sec, 

(39)  Tho.  I  take  right,  Sir  ; ]     The  Senfe  and  Mcafurc  both 

are  improved  by  the  Change  made  in  this  Reading. 
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ril  fit  you  with  a  Penny-worth  prefently. 

HyL  ^ow  dare  you  walk  fo  late,  Sweet,  To  wwk  guarded  ? 

^bo.  *Faith  Sir,  I  do  no  harm,  nor  none  I  loojc  for» 
Yet  I  am  glad  I've  met  fo  good  a  Gentleman* 
Againft  all  Chances ;  for  though  I  never  knew  ye, 
Yet  I  have  heard  much  Good  fpoke  of  ye. 

HyL  Hark  ye. 
What  if  a  Man  fliould  kifs  ye  ? 

Tho.  That's  no  harm.  Sir ; 
•Pray  God  he  'fcapes  my  Beard,  there  lies  the  Mifchief. 

Hyl.  Her  Lips  are  monftrous  rugged,  but  that  furely 
Is  but  the  fharpnefs  of  the  Weather  ;    hark  ye,  once  otiiX( 

more, 
And  in  your  Ear,  fweet  Miftrefs,  for  ye  are  fo, 
And  ever  iliall  be  from  this  Hour :  Tvc  vow'd  i|t. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Launcelot. 

Seh.  Why,  that's  my  Daughter,  Rogue,  doft  thou  not 
fee  her 
KifCng  that  Fellow  there,  there  in  that  Corner  ? 

Laun.  KifliTjg? 

Seb.  Now,  now,  now  they  agree  o'th'  Match  too. 

^ho.  Nay  then  you  love  me  not. 

Hyl.  By  this  white  Hand,   Doll, 

Tho.  I  mufl:  confcfs,  Pve  long  defir*d  your  fight,  Sir. 

Laun.  Why,  there's  the  Boots  ftill,  Sir., 

Seb.  Hang  Boots,  Sir, 
Why,  they'll  wear  Breeches  too. 

Tho.  Difhoneft  me  ? 
Not  for  the  World. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kifs  again,  there 
1  knew  'twas  (he,  and  that  her  crafty  ftealirig 
Out  the  back  Way  muft  needs  have  fuch  a  meaning. 

Laun.  I'm  at  my  fmall  Wits  ends. 

^ho.  If  ye  mean  honourably. 

laiun.  Did  Ihe  ne'er  beat  ye  before.  Sir  ? 

Seb,  Why  doft  thou  follow  me  ? 
Thou  Rafcal,  Slave,  haft  thou  not  twice  abus'd  me? 
Haft  thpM  not  fpoird  the  Boy  ?  By  thine  own  Covenant^ 
Wouldft'  thou  not  now  be  hang'd  ? 

Laun, 
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Laun.  I  think  I  would.  Sir, 
But  you  are  fo  impatient  i  does  not  this  fhew,  Sir, 
(I  do  befeech  ye  fpeak,  and  fpeak  with  Judgment, 
And  let  the  Cafe  be  equally  confider'd ) 
Far  braver  in  your  Daughter?  In  a  Son  now, 
*Tis  nothing,  of  no  Mark  i  every  Man  does  it. 
But  to  beget  a  Daughter,  a  Man  Maiden, 
That  reaches  at  thefe  high  Exploits,  is  admirable  ; 
Nay,  fhe  goes  far  beyond  him  ;  for  when  durfl:  he, 
But  when  h'  was  drunk,  do  any  thing  to  ipeak  of? 
This  is  SehaJlUn  truly. 

Seb.  Thou  fayett  right,  Launce^ 
And  there's  my  Hand  once  more. 

Tho.  Not  without  Marriage. 

Seh.  Didll  thou  hear  that  ? 

haun.  1  think  fhe  fpoke  of  Marriage. 

Seh.  And  he  (hall  marry  her,  for  it  fccms  flie  likes  him. 
And  their  firft  Boy  (hall  be  my  Heir. 

Laun.  Ay,  marry. 
Now  yc  go  right  to  work. 

i:ho.  Fie,  fie.  Sir, 
Now  I  have  promis'd  ye  this  Night  to  marry, 
Would  ye  be  fo  intemperate  ?  Are  ye  a  Gentleman  ? 

Hyl.  I  have  no  Maw  to  Marriage,  yet  this  Rafcal 
Tempts  me  extreamly  :  Will  ye  marry  prefently  ? 

tho.  Gee  you  afore,  and  ftay  me  at  the  Chapel, 
Clofe  by  the  Nunnery,  there  you  fhall  find  a  Night-Prieft, 
Little  Sir  Hugh^  and  he  can  fay  the  Matrimony 
Over  without  Book,  for  we  mud  have  no  Company, 
Nor  light,  for  fear  my  Father  know,  which  muft  not  yet  be ; 
And  then  to  Morrow  Night. 

Hyl.  Nothing  to  Night,  Sweet? 

y/jo.  No,  not  a  bit,  I'm  fent  of  Bufinefs. 
About  my  Dowry,  Sweet,  do  not  fpoil  all  now, 
'Tis  of  much  hafte :  I  can  fcarce  ftay  the  Marriage, 
Now  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone. 

H^l.  You'll  follow  ? 

'fho.  Within  this  Hour,  my  fweet  Chick. 

Hyl.  Kifs. 

^ho»  A  Rope  kifs  ye. 

F  r  2  Come 
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Come,  come,  I  (land  o'  Thorns. 

H^jL  Mcchinks  her  Mouth  ftill 
Is  monftrous  rough,  but  they  have  ways  to  mend  it  : 
Farewel. 

y/j(7.  Farewel,  I'll  fit  ye  with  a  Wife,  Sir. 

Seh.  Come,  follow  dole,  I'll  fee  the  End  flie  aims  at. 
And  if  he  be  a  handfome  Fellow,  Launcelot, 
ficilf  'tis  done,  and  all  my  'State  is  fettled.  [Exeiin!. 

SCENE     III. 

Efiler  ^hbefs,  Cellide  and  Nuns. 

Jbbefs.Comt  to  your  Mattins,  Maids ;  thefe  early  Hours, 
My  gentle  Daughter,  will  diiturb  a  while 
Your  fair  Eyes,  nurtur'd  in  Eafe. 

CeL  No,  virtuous  Mother, 
'Tis  for  my  holy  Health,  to  purchafe  which. 
They  fhall  forget  (40)  the  Child  of  Eafe,  foft  Slumber, 
O  my  afflified  Heart,  how  thou  art  tortur*d  ? 
And  Love,  how  like  a  Tyrant  thou  reign*fl:  in  me. 
Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  inflant  j 
Why  came  I  hither,  that  defire  to  have 
Only  all  Liberty  to  make  me  happy  ?  [linf. 

Why  did'ft  thou  bring  that  young  Man  home,  O  Vakn- 
That  virtuous  Youth  ?  Why  did'ft  thou  fpeak  hisGoodnefs 
In  fuch  a  Phrafe,  as  if  all  Tongues,  all  Praifes 
Were  made  for  him  ?  O  fond  and  ignorant ! 
Why  did'ft  thou  fofter  my  Affcdion 
*Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  Father, 
And  then  betray  it  ? 

Abbefs.  Can  ye  fing? 

CeL  Yes,   Mother, 
My  Sorrows  only. 

Abbefs.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  Quire  then.  {Exeunt. 

[^Mujickyfinging. 

{40)  -—-the  Child  of  Eafe f  foft  Slumbers.]    Former  Editions. 

SCENE 
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S       C       E       N       E       IV. 

Enter  Michael  and  Servant ^  and  Francis. 

Mich.  Haft  thou  enquired  him  out  ? 

Serv.  He's  not  at  home,  Sir, 
His  Sifter  thinks  he's  gone  to  th'  Nunnery. 

Mich.  Moft  likely  ;  Til  away.  An  Hour  hence.  Sirrah, 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  Gentleman, 
Do  him  all  Service,  and  fair  Office. 

Serv.  Yes,   Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Sam,  Where  haft  thou  been,  Man  ? 

fiyi.  Is  there  ne'er  a  Shop  open  ? 
I'Jl  give  thee  a  pair  of  Gloves,  Sam. 

Sam.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Hyl.  What  doft  thou  think? 

Sam.  Thou  art  not  married  ? 

Hyl.  By  th'  Mafs  but  I  am,  all  to  be  married, 
1  am  i'th'  Order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom,  prithee  ? 
I  thought  there  was  fome  fuch  Trick  in*f,  you  ftole  from  me. 
But  who,  for  Heav'n's  fake  .? 

Hyl.   Ev'n  the  fweeteft  Woman, 
The  rareft  Woman,  Samuel^  and  the  luftieft. 
But  wondrous  honeft,  honelt  as  the  Ice,  Boy, 
Not  a  bit  before  hand,  for  my  Life,  Sirrah, 
And  of  a  lufty  Kindred. 

Sam.  But  who,  Hylas  ? 

Hyl.  The  young  Gentleman  and  I  are  like  to  be  Friends 
again, 
The  Fates  will  have  it  io. 

Sam.  Who,  Monficur  'Thomas  ? 

Hyl.  All  Wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  O  now  I  fmcll  yc,  Hylas*, 
Poes  he  know  of  it  ? 
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liyl.  No,  there's  the  Trick  I  owe  him ; 
'Tis  done,  Boy,  we  are  fad  'faith,  my  Youth  now 
Shall  know  I  am  aforehand,  for  his  Qualities. 

Sam.  Is  there  no  Trick  in't? 

H\l.  None,  but  up  and  ride,  Boy  : 
I  have  made  no  Jointure  neither,  there  I  have  paid  him. 

Sc.m.  Shc*s  a  brave  Wench. 

Hyl  She  fhall  be  as  Pll  ufe  her. 
And  if  flie  anger  me,  all  his  Abufes 
I'll  clap  upon  her  Caflfock. 

Sam.  Take  heed,  Hylas. 

Hyl. 'Tis  pad  that,  Sam  j  come,  f  mud  meet  her  prefently, 
(41)  And  thou  fhalt  fee  me  a  moft  glorious  Husband. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE      VI. 

Enter  Dorothy,  Mary,  and  Valentine, 

Dor.  In  Troth,  Sir,  you  ne'er  fpokt  to  mc. 

Val.  Can  ye  forget  me  ? 
Did  not  you  promife  all  your  help  and  cunning 
In  my  behalf,  but  for  one  Hour  to  fee  her. 
Did  you  not  fwear  it  ?  By  this  Hand,  no  flridlnefs 
Nor  rule  this  Houfe  holds,  ihall  by  me  be  broken. 

Dor.  I  faw  ye  not  thcfc  two  Days. 

Val.  Do  not  wrong  me, 
I  met  ye,  by  my  Life,  jull  as  you  cntred 
This  gentle  Lady*s  Lodge,  laft  Night,  thus  fuited 
About  eleven  a  Clock. 

Dor.  *Tis  true,  I  was  there. 
But  that  I  faw  or  fpoke  to  you. 

Mar.  I've  found  it, 
Your  Brother  I'homas,  Doll.. 

Dor.  Pray  Sir,  be  fatisfyM, 
And  wherein  I  can  do  you  good,  command  me. 
What  a  mad  Fool  is  this?  Stay  here  a  while.  Sir, 
Whilft  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  Peace.  [Exil, 

(41)  .//li/ now^^-rt//— —  ]    Former  EcJiHoDs. 
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Enter  Abhefs. 

Val.  I  thank  ye.  \_Squeak  within. 

jlbbefs.    Why  what's  the  matter    there   among  ihefc 
Maids  ^ 
Now  benedicite^  have  ye  got  the  Breeze  rliere  ? 
Give  me  my  holy  fprinkle. 

Enter  two  Nuni. 

I  Nun.  O  Madam,  there's  a  ft  range  thing  like  a  Gen- 
tlewoman, 
Like  Miftrefs  Dorothy  I  think  the  Fiend 
Crept  into  th'  Nunnery  we  know  not  which  way. 
Plays  revel  rout  among  us. 

Abbefs.  Give  me  my  holy  Water-pot. 

1  Nun.  Here,   Madam. 

Abbefs.  Spirit  of  Earth  or  Air,  I  do  conjure  thee, 
Of  Water,  or  of  Fire.  [Squeak  withm, 

1  Nun.  Hark,  Madam,  hark. 
Abbefs.  Be  thou  Ghoft  that  cannot  reft. 

Or  a  Shadow  of  the  BIcfl:, 

Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green. 

Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  feen. 

Enter  Thomas  and  Celiidc. 

2  Nun   It  comes,  it  comes. 

Cel.  What  are  ye  ^  fpeak,  fpeak  gently, 
And  next,  what  would  ye  with  riic  ? 

Tho.  Any  thing  you'll  let  me. 

Cel.  You  are  no  Woman  certain. 

J'ho.  Nor  you  no  Nun,  nor  ftiall  not  be. 

Cel,  What  make  ye  here  ? 

Tho.  I  am  a  holy  Friar. 

Abbefs.  Is  this  the  Spirit? 

7ho.  Nothing  but  Spirit,  Aunt. 

Abbefs.   Now  out  upon  thee. 

Tho.  Peace,  or  I'll  conjure  too.  Aunt. 

Abbefs.  Why  come  you  thus .'' 

tho.  That's  all  one,  here's  my  Purpofc : 
Out  with  this  Nun,  ihe  is  too  handfomc  for  ytf, 

F  f  4  I'll 
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ril  tell  thee,   Aunt,  and  I  fpeak  it  with  Tears  to  thee. 
If  thou  kcep'fl:  her  here,  as  yet  I  hope  thou  art  wifer, 
Mark  but  the  Mifchief  follows. 

Abhefs.  She  is  a  Votrels. 

T^o.  Let  her  be  what  fhe  will,  fhe  will  undo  thee, 
Let  her  bjut  one  Hour  out,  as  I  dired  ye. 
Or  have  among  your  Nuns  again. 

Ahhefs.  You  have  no  Projedt 
But  fair  and  honeft  ?  j 

?/jo.  As  thine  Eyes,  fweet  Abbefs. 

Ahbcfs.  r  will  be  rul'd  then. 

^ho.  Thus  then  and  perfwade  her, 
But  do  not  fjuggle  with  me,  if  ye  do  Aunt. 

Ahhefs.  I  murt  be  there  myfelf. 

V^bo.  Away  and  fit  her. 

Abhefs.   Come,  Daughter,  you  muft  now  be  rul'cj,  Of 
never. 

Cel.  I  muft  obey  your  Will. 

Abhefs.  That's  my  good  Daughter.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE         VII. 

Enter  Dorothy  and  Mary. 

Mary.  "What  a  coil  has  this  Fellow  kept  i'th'  Nunnery, 
Sure  he  has  run  the  Abbefs  out  of  her  Wits. 

Dor.  Out  of  the  Nunnery,  I  think,  for  we  can  neither 
fee  her, 
Nor  the  young  Cellide. 

yinry.  Pray  Heav'ns  he  be  not  teafing. 
TioY.  Nay  you  rnay  thank  yourfelf,  *twas  your  own 
ftruftures. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Sam.  Why  there's  the  Gentlewoman. 
liyl.  Mafs  'tis  fhe  indeed  -, 
How  fmart  the  pretty  Thief  looks  .?  'Morrow  Miftrefs. 
Dor.  Good  Morrow  to  you,  Sir. 
Sam.  How  ftrange  fhe  bears  it  ? 
Hyl.  Maids  muft  do  fo,  at  firft. 
Dor.  Would  ye  ought  with  us,  Gentlemen  ? 
IhL  Yes,  marry  would  1, 
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/i  little  with  your  Ladylhip. 

Dor.  Your  Will,  Sir. 

Hyl.  Doll,  I  would  have  ye  prcfently  prepare  yourfclf. 
And  thofe  Things  you  would  have  with  you, 
For  my  Houfe  is  ready. 

Dor.  How,   Sir? 

Hyl.  And  this  Night  not  to  fail,  you  mufl:  come  to  me. 
My  Friends  will  all  be  there  too:    For  Trunks,  and  thofe 

Things, 
And  Houlhold-fluff,  and  Cloaths  you  would  have  carried. 
To  Morrow,  or  the  next  Day,  I'll  take  Order  ; 
Only  what  Mony  ye  have,  bring  away  with  ye. 
And  Jewels. 

Dor.  Jewels,  Sir? 

Hyl.  Ay,  for  Adornment, 
There's  a  Bed  up,  to  play  the  Game  in,  Dorothy: 
And  now  come  kifs  me  heartily. 

Dor.  Who  are  you? 

Hyl.  This  Lady  fhall  be  welcome  too. 

Mary.  To  what.  Sir  ? 

Hyl.  Your  Neighbour  can  refolve  ye. 

Dor.  The  Man's  foolifh. 
Sir,  you  look  foberly :  Who  is  this  Fellow, 
And  where's  his  Bufinefs  ? 

Sam.  By  Heav'n  thou  arc  abus'd  ftill. 

Hyl.  It  may  be  fo  :  Come,  ye  may  fpeak  now  boldly, 
There's  none  but  Friends,  Wench. 

Dor.  Came  ye  out  of  Bedlam  ? 
Alas,  'tis  ill,  Sir,  that  ye  fuffer  him 
To  walk  in  th'  open  Air  thus :  'Twill  undo  him. 
A  pretty  handfome  Gentleman :  Great  pity. 

Sam.  Let  me  oot  live  more  if  thou  be'lt  not  cozen'd. 

Hyl-  Are  not  you  my  Wife  ?  Did  not  1  marry  you  lafl: 
Night 
At  St.  Michael's  Chapel  ? 

Dor.  Did  not  I  fay  he  was  mad  ? 

Hyl.  Are  not  you  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  Thomas's  Sifter  ? 

Mary.    There  he  fpeaks  Senfe,    but  I'll  aflure  ye. 
Gentleman, 
I  think  no  Wife  of  yours :  At  what  Hour  was  it  ? 

Hyl 
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Hyl^'S^  precious ;  you'll  make  me  mad  ;  did  not  the  Prieft, 
Sir  Hugb^  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve  a  Clock 
Tie  our  Handi  faft  ?  Did  not  you  fwear  you  l6v'd  me  ? 
Did  not  1  court  ye,  coming  from  this  Gentlewoman's  ? 

Mary.  Good  Sir,  go  deep :  For  if  I  credit  have. 
She  was  in  my  Arms  then  a-bcd. 

Sam.   I  told  y^. 

Hyl.   Be  not  fo  confident. 

Dor.  Byth'Mafs,   fhe  mnfl,  Sir; 
For  I'll  no  Husband  here,  before  I  know  him  : 
And  fo  good  Morrow  to  ye :  Come,  let's  go  feek  'em.i^ 

Sam.  I  told  ye  what  ye  had  done. 

Hyl.  Is  the  Devil  ftirring  ? 
Well,  go  with  me  ;  for  now  I  will  be  married.      \Kiitunt. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Michael,  Valentine,  and  Alice. 

Mich.  I*ve  brought  him  back  again. 

■Val.  You  have  done  a  Friendfhip, 
Worthy  the  Love  you  bear  me. 

Mich.  Would  he  had  fo  too. 

Val.  O  he's  a  worthy  young  Man. 

Mich.  When  all's  try'd, 
1  tear  you'll  change  your  Faith  :  Bring  in  the  Gentleman. 

Enter  Francis,  Servant,  Jbhefs,  and  CtWidc,  fever  ally » 

Val.  My  happy  Miftrefs  too  !  now  Fortune  help  me. 
And  all  you  Stars  that  govern  chafte  Defires 
Shine  lair,  and  lovely. 

Abhefs.  But  one  Hour,  dear  Daughter, 
To  hear  your  Guardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
In  Love's  Defence,  and  his  i  arnf  then-  your  Plealu^ij. 

Cel.  Tho'  much  unwilling,  you  have  made  rlie  yield^ 
More  for  his  fake  I  fee  :  How  full  of  Sorrow, 
Sweet  catching  Sorrow,  he  appears :  O  Love, 
That  thou  but  kncw'ft  to  heal,  as  well  a$  hurt  us. 

Mtch.  Be  rul'd  by  me :  I  fee  her  Eye  faft  on  him  : 
And  what  ye  heard,  believe,  for  'tis  fo  certain 
He  neither  dar'd,  normuft  oppofe  my  Evidence  ; 

And 
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And  be  you  wife,  young  Lady,  and  believe  too. 
This  Man  you  love.  Sir  ? 

yal.  As  I  love  my  Soul,  Sir. 

Mich.  This  Man  you  put  into  a  free  PolTeiTion 
Of  what  his  Wants  could  ask,  or  yourfclf  render  ? 

f^al.  And  fliall  do  (till. 

Mkh.  Nothing  was  barr'd  his  Liberty 
But  this  fair  Maid  ;  that  Friendfliip  firft  was  broken. 
And  you,  and  flie  abus*d  ;  next,  (to  my  Sorrow 
So  fair  a  Form  Ihould  hide  fodark  Intentions) 
He  hath  himfelf  confefs'd  (my  Purpole  being 
Only  to  ftop  his  Journey,  by  that  Policy 
Of  laying  Felony  to  his  charge,  to  fright  the  Sailors) 
Divers  Abufes  done.  Thefts  often  praflis*d, 
Monies  and  Jewels  too,  and  thofe  no  Trifles. 

Cel.  O  where  have  I  beftow*d  my  Faith !  (41)  in  neither 
(Let's  in  for  ever  now)  there  is  no  Virtue. 

Mich.  Nay  do  not  wonder  at  it,  he  fhall  fay  it : 
Are  ye  not  guilty  thus  ? 

Fran.  Yes  :  O  my  Fortune  ! 

Mich.  To  give  a  proof  I  fpeak  not  envioully. 
Look  here  i  d*you  know  thefe  Jewels  ? 

Cel.  In,  good  Mother. 

Enter  Thomas,  Dorothy,  and  Mary :  then  Sebaftian  and 
Launcelot. 

Val.  Thefe  Jewels  I  have  known. 

10 or.  You've  made  brave  Sport. 

^ho.  ril  make  more,  if  I  live.  Wench. 
Nay  do  not  look  on  me  ;  I  care  not  for  ye, 

Laun.  Do  you  fee  now  plain  .^  that's  Miftrefs  Dorothy^ 
And  that's  his  Miftrefs, 

Seb.  Peace,  let  my  Joy  work  eafily. 

(42)  ■     ■III        I     ■  in  ntithtr  ! 

LeCs  in  for  ever  noiv,   thert  is    Virtue.^     I  read 

in  neither  — — «-  thert  is  no  Virtue. 

I  fear  that  I  Ihall  be  thought  to  put  a  nonienfical  Expletive  into  the 
Tc,%t  for  the  fake  of  Meafure  only  ;  but  the  ul'e  oi  two  Negative? 
in  this  manner  is  fo  very  common  to  ai!  ol«i  Engiijh  Writers,  *nd 
%o  our  Authors  in  particular^  that  I  crir.j;^;^  doubt  of  its  being  tho 
(fue  Reading. 
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Ha,  Boy  !  Art  there  my  Boy  ?  Mine  own  Boy,  Tom^  Boy, 
Home  Lance,  and  ftrike  a  frefh  Piece  of  Wine,  the  Town's 
ours. 
Val.  Sure,  I  have  known  thefe  Jewels. 
yliice.  They  are  they,  certain. 
Val.  Good  Heav'n,  that  they  were. 
Alice.  I'll  pawn  my  Life  on*t. 
And  this  is  he  ;  come  hither  Miftrefs  Dorothy, 
And  Miftrefs  Maj-y  ;  who  does  that  Face  look  like. 
And  view  my  Brother  well  ? 
Dor.  In  truth  like  him. 
Mary.  Upon  my  troth  exceeding  like. 
Mich.  Befnrew  me. 
Bur  much,  and  main  RefembLince,  both  of  Face 
And  Lineaments  of  Body:  Now  Heav'n  grant  it. 

Alice.  My  Brother's  full  of  Paflion,   I'll  fpeak  to  him. 
Now,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman,  refoivc  me,  '  . 

Where  did  you  get  thefc  Jewels? 

Fran.  Now  I'll  tell  ye, 
Bscaufe  blind  Fortune  yet  may  make  me  happy. 
Of  whom  I  had  'em  1  have  never  heard  yet. 
But  from  my  Infancy,  upon  this  Arm 
I  ever  wore  'em. 

Alice.  'Tis  Francifco,  Brother, 
By  Heav'n  I  ty*d  'em  on :  a  little  more.  Sir, 
A  little,  little  more  ;  what  Parents  have  ye  ? 

Fran.  None, 
That  I  know  yet :  the  more  my  (lubborn  Fortune, 
But  as  I  heard  a  Merchant  fay  that  bred  me. 
Who,  to  my  more  Affli6lion,  dy*d  poor  Man, 
When  I  reach'd  eighteen  years. 
Alice.  What  faid  that  Merchant  ? 
Fran.  He  faid,  an  Infant  in  the  Genoa  Gallies, 
But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct  me, 
1  was  ta'en  in  a  Sea-fight,  and  from  aMariner, 
Out  of  his  manly  pity  he  redeem'd  me. 
He  told  me  of  a  Nurfe  that  waitedon  me. 
But  fhe,  poor  foul,  he  faid,  was  kill'd. 
A  Letter  too  I  had  inclos'd  within  me. 
To  one  Caftruccio,  a  Venetian  Merchant, 

Tq 
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To  bring  me  up  :  The  Man,  when  Years  allow 'd  me. 
And  wane  ot  Friends  compdl*d,   I  foughr,  but  tound  him 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  hopes  gone  with  him. 
The  Wars  was  my  Retreat  then,  and  my  Travel 
In  which  I  found  that  Gentleman's  free  Bounty, 

(43)  For  which  Heav*n  recompence  him.  Now  yeVe  all. 
Val.  And  all  the  worldly  BlifsthatHeav*n  can  fend  me. 

And  all  my  Prayers  and  Thanks. 

Alice.  Down  o*  your  Knees,  Sir, 
For  now  you've  found  a  Father,  and  that  Father 
That  will  not  venture  ye  again  in  Gallies. 

Mich.^Th  true,  believe  her.  Sir,  and  we  ail  joy  with  ye. 

Val.  My  beft  Friend  dill :  My  deareft :  Now  Heav'n 
blefs  thee. 
And  make  me  worthy  of  this  Benefit. 
Now  my  beft  Miftrefs. 

Cel.  Now,  Sir,  I  come  to  ye. 

Ab.  No,  no,  let's  in,  Wench. 

Cel.  Not  for  the  World,  now.  Mother. 
And  thus.  Sir,  all  my  Service  I  pay  to  you. 
And  all  my  Love  to  him. 

Val.  And  may  it  profper : 

(44)  Take  her  Fraticifco^  now  no  more  young  Callidon^ 
And  love  her  dearly,   for  thy  Father  does  fo. 

Fran.  May  all  Hate  feek  me  elfe,  and  thus  I  feal  it. 
Val.  Nothing  but  Mirth  now.  Friends. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hyl.  Nay,  I  will  find  him. 
Sam.  What  do  all  thefe  here  ^ 

(43)  For  ivhich  Hcax^n  recompencd  him  :'\     Former  Editions. 

(44)  Take  her  "^xixiziicQ,  new  no  more  young  Q2\VAQti,'\  There  is 
an  Inaccuracy  in  this  Play,  Frank  had  betn  never  call'd  Calli- 
don  bsfore,  but  by  his  own  Name.  Thus  ia  the  I'econd  Ad  Thomas 
fay.'. 

What  young  Frank  ? 

The  only  tempered  Spirit,  &c. 
But  it  is  very  probable,  that  this  was  the  Ador's  or  Printer's  miftake, 
who  feeing  him  c.nll  d  Frank  in  the  Perfom  of  the  Drama,  mis^ht  call 
him  fo   here  without  attending    to   ihc  Sequel,   wiihout    which   the 
Name  CalHdon  in  that  Place  would  not  have  been  intelligible. 
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Tho.  You  are  a  trufty  Husband, 
And  a  hot  Lover  too. 

Hyl.  Nay  then,  good  morrow  j 
Now  I  perceive  the  Knavery, 

Sam.  I  ftill  told  ye. 

^ho.  Stay,  or  1*11  make  ye  (lay :  Come  hither.  Sifter. 

f^al.  Why  how  now  Nii'^rti^lhofnai? 

Tbo.-  Peace  ahttie, 
Thou  would'ft  fain  have  a  Wife. 

Hyl.  Not  I,  by  no  means. 

^Tho.  Thou  fhak  have  a  Wife,  and  a  fruitful  Wife,  for 
I  find,  Hylas, 
That  I  Ihall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  Cliildren. 

Seh.  A  notable  brave  Boy. 

Hyl.  I  am  very  well.  Sir. 

'Tho.    Thou    flialc    be    better,   HylaSj  thou  haft  700 
Pounds  a  Year, 
And  thou  fhak  make  her  three  hundred  Jointure. 

Hyl.  No. 

I'bo.  Thou  fhak.  Boy,  and  fhak  beflow 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  in  Cloaths  ;  look  on  her, 
A  delicate  lufty  Wench,  fhe  has  fifteen  Hundred, 
And  feafible  :  Strike  Hands,  or  I'll  flrike  firft. 

Dor.  YouMl  let  me  like  ^ 

Mary.  He's  a  good  handfbme  Fellow, 
Play  not  the  Fool . 

Tho.  Strike,  Brother  Hylas,  quickly. 

Hyl.  If  you  can  love  me,  well. 

Dor.  If  you  can  pleafc  me, 

^^ho.  Try  that  out  foon,  I  fay,  my  Brother  HyUs. 

Sam.  Take  her  and  ufc  her  well,  flie's  a  brave  Gentle- 
woman. 

Hyl.  You  mufl  allow  me  another  Miftrefs. 

Dor»  Then  you  muft  allow  me  another  Servant. 

Hyl.  Well,  let's  together  then,  a  lufty  Kindred. 

Seh.  V\\  give  thee  500  Pounds  more  for  that  word. 

Mary.  Now  Sir,  tor  you  and  I  to  make  the  feaft  full. 

Tho.  No,  not  a  Bit,  you  are  a  virtuous  Lady, 
And  love  to  live  in  Contemplation. 

Mary:.  Come  Fool,  I  am  Friends  now. 
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Tbo.  The  Fool  fliall  not  ride  ye. 
There  lie  my  Woman,  now  my  Man  again. 
And  now  for  Travel  once  more. 

Seb.   V\\  barr  that  firft. 

Mary.  And  I  next.  • 

U^ho.  Hold  yourfelf  contented.   For  I  fay  I  will  travel. 
And  fo  long  I  will  travel,  till  I  find  a  Father 
That  I  never  knew,  and  a  Wife  that  I  never  look'd  for. 
And  a  State  without  Expe<5t:ation, 
So  reft  you  merry  Gentlemen. 

Mary.  You  fliall  not. 
Upon  my  faith,  I  love  you  now  extreamly. 
And  now  I'll  kifs  ye. 

fbo.  This  will  not  do  ir,  Miftrefs. 

Mary.  Why,  when  we're  married,  we'll  do  more. 

Seb.  There's  all  Boy, 
The  Keys  of  all  I  have,  come,  let's  be  merry. 
For  now  I  fee  thou  art  right. 

^ho.  Shall  we  to  Church  ftraight .' 

Val.    Now  prefently,  and  there  with  nuptial 
The  holy  Prieft  (hall  make  ye  happy  all. 

Ibo.  Away  then,  Fair,  afore.  [Exeunt  omnei. 


Tbe  End  of  the  Fourth  Volume. 
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